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THE HAVEN UNDER THE HILL. 

CHAPTER I. 

'Day and night 
I worked my rhythmic thought, and furrowed up  
Both watch and slumber with long lines of life 
'Which did not suit their season. The rose fell 
From either cheek, my eyes globed luminous 
Through orbits of blue shadow, and my pulse 
Would shudder along the purple, veined wrist, 
Like a shot bird.' 

MRS.BROWNING. 

[E spring passed on into summer-a 
hot, dry, pleasant summer. Hild's 
Haven shook off its wintry deadness ; 

the usual stream of visitors poured into the 
place ; and among them came an old college- 
friend of the Rector's, Mr. Harvey Taunton. 
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2 THE HA VEN UADER THE HILL. 

One hot August afternoon the two men walked 
up and down by the edge of the cliff, and talked, 
or were silent, just as their mood was. Their 
friendship was deep enough for that. 

I-Iarvey Taunton was a well-known man in 
that world of letters through which there is no 
beaten path but that which each one wears for 
himself. Mr. Taunton had made his way after 
years of sore fighting-fighting with poverty, 
with obscurity, with an indifferent public, with 
reluctant editors and publishers. He had written 
dramas, histories, poems, essays, novels, criticisms 
-in fact, hii efforts had been made in directions 
almost as varied as those of Lord Lytton himself. 
But l ~ e  had finally come to know that history was 
his true vocation ; and for some years past the 
world had heartily rceognised his talent, and his 
fitness for the especial work to which he had de- 
voted himself, with such earnest endurance of its 
pains ancl its labours. 

1Ie was over fifty years of age now, but he 
looked at leost ten years older than he was. His 
scant grey hair, his worn face, his 
~ toop ,  told a11 too plainly of that fierce fight 
through which lie had passed on his way to  dis-
tinction. 

Ilc llnd u book in his hand, a tiny volume of 
poems bound in grey-green cloth ; and as he 
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sauntered with Mr. Thesiger round by the cliff- 
top ways that led to the Rectory, he spoke ofthe 
little volume and its reception. He had heard of 
the book before leaving London, but he had not 
yet seen the author. He  was to see her to-day; 
she was coming to  the Rectory gardens for a cup 
of five o'clock tea. 

Another friend of hers, a gentleman who was 
staying a t  the Victoria Hotel on the Cliff, had 
also promised to come for tea and tennis. The 
Miss Thesigers had pronounced Mr. Lancelot 
Wilderslowe to be the best tennis-player they 
had ever encountered. 

He had only been a few days a t  Hild's Haven, 
and Hild's Haven being a place to which every-
body came, there was no need for him to give 
special reasons for his coming, if even there llad 
been anyone to require special reasons from him. 
The Rector had called upon him the very day 
after his name appeared in the list of visitors ; 
and, for Lady Anna's sake, Mrs. Thesiger had 
received him warmly a t  the Rectory. 

The Miss Thesigers were none of them behind 
their mother in tho cordiality with which they 
came quickly to greet a young man who played 
tennis so well, and who looked so charming in his 
somewhat elaborate flannel costume. Before that 
August week was over Lancelot was quite as 
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rr~uch a t  home on the lawn a t  the Rectory as ou 
the lawn at St. Dunstan's ; and he pronounced 
the former to be inexpressibly the pleasanter 
place. 

He was there, lying lazily under a copper-
beech-tree, and being waited upon by the willing 
and admiring Juliet. The others were sitting 
near; Mrs. Thesiger was drawing under the 
veranda ; the Rector and Mr. Taunton were now 
sauntering up and down under the shade of the 
trees in the avenue. 

' You agree with me, then 1' the Rector had 
baicl, when the small volume was returned to 
him. 'You agree with me that the poems have 
promise in them 2' 

Harvey Taunton hesitated a moment, as his 
way was; and his manner of speaking hardly 
agreed with the generosity of his words. 

' There is more than mere promise,' he said 
brusquely. ' Had I come across the book 
without knowing anything of it, I should never 
Ilwe judged i t  to be by a 'prenticc hand.' 

' I srn glad to hear you say that,' said b r .  
'l'hesiger heartily ; ' I  am very glad. I wanted 
to  irlterest you in Miss Gower ; to  ask you to  
Ilcllb hcr if you can, in any way.' 

' 1Toll) her !' suit1 Mr. Taunton. 'That would 
Lo difficult now tliat bile has got her poems 
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written, published, reviewed, and apparently 
fairly floated on the surface of the reading world- 
nay, below the mere surface, without help from 
anyone. I'think i t  wonderful, the way in which 
she has scored her first run off her own bat. . . . 
If I help her at  all i t  will be by advice which 
she will certainly not follow unless fate drive her 
to it. But we shall see. . . . You tell me she 
is not rich 1' 

'l'here wa,s a slight shadow upon the Rector's 
face as he replied. 

' I fear she is poorer than we know,' he said, 
'That is my one reason for wishing to do some- 
thing to make the book a pecuniary success, if 
possible.' 

Mr. Taunton smiled. 
H o w  impossible it is, I fear I could hardly 

make you believe,' he said. She will be fortu- 
nate indeed if she is not considerably out of 
pocket.' 

'And yet you say the poems are good.' 
'They are very good. There are faults in 

them, of coursc, technical and other; but they 
have that true poetic quality which one writer 
will name individuality, another sentiment, while 
a third will attribute the charm to some virtue 
of style. To my thinking her secret lies in her 
moods, the mood in which a poem has been 
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written being certainly communicated to the 
reader if the expression be forcible enough, and 
felicitous enough to convey it. To me that is 
the most striking difference between the two 
great poets of the time, Tennyson and Browning. 

'Browning is the greater, greater far as a 
thinker; and has more of the poet's true force 
ancl fire. 

' Eut I am constrained to admit, half against 
my will, that Tennyson has in a greater degree 
the power of entering into a certain finely poetic 
mood, and taking you into i t  with him. And he 
can do it in  lharvellously little space. Take that 
brief poem, '(St. Agnes' Eve," as an instance of 
what I mean. Nothing can be simpler ; there is 
no strailling after effort ; and yet how completely 
one is carried into the atmosphere of that 
convent where the dying girl is laid ! You see 
the very shadow with its sharp slant line creep- 
ing over the snow that is upon the roof; you 
fecl the chill of the frosty moonlit and starlit 
night ; and then you enter ; and if you never $elt 
bcforo what the ecstasy of a dying saint might be 
you feel it now,-pure, intelligible, spiritual 
ecstasy. And a11 that is done in thirty-six brief 
lincs.' 

Tho two men went on talking a little while; 
Gll~dwyn and Juliet went on trying to amuse Mr. 
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Wilderslowe ; Mrs. Thesiger went on drawing, 
wondering that Dorigen should be a little late ; 
while Dorigen herself was hurrying up the lane, 
sorry to be behind the time, but sorrier far to 
leave old Than, whom she had stayed to comfort 
a little on her way. He was alone now, and 
very ionely, since his cousin Leenoek had gone 
away so suddenly one night in the spring ; and 
Dorigen feared much that his mind might fail 
him because of this drear loneliness. 

' I would have come to live with you, Uncle 
Than, if I might,' she said, ' but my p l ~ c e  is witb 
-with them ; and I must not leave it.' 

And the old man only shook his head and 
wept. ' It's no place nohow for her,' he said to 
himself when she had gone. ' She looks thinner 
and whiter every day ; an' that Crainie Clemin- 
shaw gets fatter and fatter. . . . Eh, but i t  is a 
mystery! It is a mystery how they live at  all !' 

Old Than was right ; it was indeed mysterious ; 
and no one knew this better than Dorigen 
herself. True, the rent of the house was very 
low, twice over a magazine poem written 
between dark and dawn had brought enough to 
satisfy the landlord when the quarter-day came. 
But this was one of the least of the household 
expenses. Food of a certain kind had not yet 
been actually wanting ; and as for dress, Dorigen 
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had brought enough with her from St. Dunstan's 
to have served her for years in Tenter's Close. 
But even now her drawers were being fast 
emptied. Hardly a week went by but some 
gown or cloak or hat was remodelled and made 
over to Lyddy and Crainie ; and for a time each 
gift was as a peace-offering, and made life easier, 
And yet she could not but perceive that her gifts 
werc not sufficient to enable the girls to  dress as 
they did dress ; and she could only conjecture 
that certain articles of adornment had been pur- 
chased out of the too-small sums which she set 
aside for the general housekeeping. The mere 
idca of girls like those getting dress on credit 
never occurred to her for a moment. 

These were small matters, and would not have 
been worth a thougbt but for the increasing fear 
she had that her money would not hold out till 
her longer poem wa8 done; or until the small 
volume but just published should have brought 
her some return. And the ' Idyll ' was not going 
on rapidly. 

It was impossible that such a work should go 
011 with any regularity even under the best cir- 
cumstances, nnd it  could not but seem to 
Dorigen that her attempt was being made under 
the worst. The low, petty cares, the ceaseless 
jarring distractions broke in upon many a mood 
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that might have been productive ; and this dis- 
appointment added to the other trials could not 
but affect her strength, and that grievously. 
But with failing strength came failing hope, for 
she knew that these things must tell disastrously 
upon such power as she had ; upon that lightness 
of touch for which she had been praised, and 
upon every effort of her imagination. She had 
thought herself prepared for all these things, but 
she saw every day how little prepared she had 
been. And though her whole soul was yet set 
sternly toward that spirit of endurance for which 
she had prayed and striven, there were times 
when it seemed but too surely as if her spirit 
must fail. She might only save herself from 
failure by keeping that idea, of perfect sacrifice 
for ever in her heart. 

She knew of course now that she was on her 
way to meet a man whose name was just then on 
everybody's lips; a man who had fought much 
the same battle as she herself was fighting, and had 
won at length. She could not fail to have some 
curiosity mingled with her inevitable trepidations. 

Lancelot Wilderslowe she had seen half-ad 
dozen times during the past week; seeing him 
always in Tenter's Close, and usually in the 
presence of the Miss Cleminshaws; a remem-
brance sufficient to account for the shadow of 
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pain that crossed her forehead as he greeted her 
this afternoon. 

The pain was still there when the Rector came 
up by the path under the elms with Mr. Harvey 
Taunton, and Mr. Taunton saw that  and n ~ a n y  , 
other things in that first long, keen, unsmiling 
look of his. He did not offer his hand until he 
had ended that inquiring gaze; then he shook 
Dorigen's hand cordially. 

' I 've been hearing of you from Mr. Thesiger,' 
hc said in his brusque way, and in his usual low 
and peculiar yoice, the tone of which gave you an 
instant impression of querulousness and dissatis- 
faction. But for that grasp of the hand Dorigen 
had felt sure beforehand of adverse opinions. 
' I've been hearing of you,' he said. 'And I 
have read your poems. . . . But now come in 
here-into the study for a few moments-and 
tell me some things I want to know. Who 
introduced you to your publisher ?' 

'No one . . . . I sent the poems, and they 
ngrced to publish them.' 

' Some of them had appeared in magazines ?' 
Yes.' 
'Ancl what sort of bargain did you make 1' 
' 1 (lit1 not make any-it was impossible. I 

kncw nothing of business matters. I was corn-
pcllecl to lcrave the terms to them.' 



' Very naturally. And how much are you to 
pay 2' 

Dorigen could only smile ; and the usual blush 
came with the smile. 

' I am not to pay anything,' she said. ' I am 
expecting they will pay me. . . . They are to 
give me a certain sum when a thousand copies 
are sold.' 

'A thousand copies 1' exclaimed Mr. Taunton. 
Then he laughed a long low laugh of exceeding 
amusement. ' I  suppose you don't know that 
three hundred would be a ~ e r y  fair beginning for 
you? he said. 'However, you have nothing 
to complain of. The book is well got up, and i t  
is thoroughly advertised. Have you seen any 
critiques yet '2' 

'Yes,' was the reply, made with a quick flush 
of pleasure. 'Me~srs. Mortimer sent me half-a- 
dozen this morning.' 

'Leading reviews, any of them 2' 
'Yes,' she said, going on t,o name three or four 

publications, each of which was an authority to 
be .deferred to with respect. 

'And what do they say '2' 
Dorigen hesitated. 'I will send them to you 

if you would care to see them,' she replied. 
'They are very generous. Even when there is 
fault-finding it is fair, and kindly, and done 
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altogether without animus. There is not a word 
in them all that gives me any real pain ; though 
there are many words that give me pleasure. 
The publishers say that they consider the book 
already a literary success.' 

' Are you acquainted with any literary people- 
people who could make interest with reviewers ?' 

' Not one. I believe Mr. Wilderslowe writes ; 
but hc does not publish what he writes.' 

' Doesn't he ? . . . I see l . . . I t  is rather 
vulgar to publish one's work. . . . But now 
with regard to. your future. Mr. Thesiger has 
asked me to give you such help or advice as 
I may ; and I need hardly say that I shall be 
glad to do anything I can. If experience en-
titles mc to speak, 1 hnve had experience. I 
lhnvc been writing for nearly four-and-thirty 
years, In  the first eleven years my earnings 
averaged exactly two pounds seven shillings and 
fourpence per annum. I do not mind telling 
you that there is no depth of want, no bitterness 
and humiliatioil of poverty that I have ngt 
known. But I would hnve died fighting rather 
than have yielded. And it is because I perceive 
in you something of the same spirit that I tell 
you for your enlightenment, that from fifteen to  
twenty years is the usual term of probation for 
poets in England, and for some prose writers. 
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. . . You are not a strong man, you are a frail- 
looking girl. And-pardon the question-how 
are you to live for twenty years ? or for ten 1' 

Dorigen sat silently looking out of the win- 
dow with some fears in  her heart. What was 
coming next ? 

'You say the reviewers have been generous,' 
Mr. Taunton resumed. ' I should say that more 
likely they have done you justice, and I am glad 
that  this has happened to you in the beginning. 
It  does not always happen. If you go on you 
will not escape injustice ; but if your work be 
deserving, rest assured that for one unjust or 
venomous attack there will be ten critics eager 
and ready to see the best in you. Your own 
brief experience proves their disinterestedness. 
And yet--yet I fear greatly that this experience 
will mislead you. I know you must be thinking 
that now you have made so fair s start, your 
worst difficulties are over ; hut believe me-for 
your own sake, believe me, they are but be-
ginning. I ackrlowledgc fully the value of the 
work you have done; I may eITen say that i t  
surprised me repeatedly. I t  is not the work of 
a beginner, Your poems have a certain simple 
grace ; a certain restrained strength, and there is 
in them a sense of natural beauty which is most 
refreshing. And your utterance is eminently 
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sincere, and being sincere it is inevitably original. 
A11 that I have read is stamped with originality ; 
and yet I must warn you-yet I must say 
things that will make me seem harsh and un-
comprehending. If I am to give you my best, 
most honest advice unhesitatingly, I must say 
this hard saying, D o  not wq-ite another poem.' 

Again Dorigen made no reply, unless the look 
on her face were taken for reply. I t  was the 
loolr of one who has received an unexpected 
blow from a friend, and means to take i t  quietly. 
Still there was. more behind ; and Mr. Taunton 
saw something of what was there. 

' Understand me,' he went on again. 'We 
work that we may live; but we must live first 
that we may work. If you had standing-ground 
for a few years, I would never try to turn you 
from what is most evidently your true vocation ; 
but since you have not, why should you not so 
use the talent that is in you that it  may make 
you ground to stancl on by the way 1 In  other 
words, why should you not write your poems ip 
prose 1' 

r 7lherc was a pause, a loolr of surprise not 
altogcthor free from scorn, and then a sudden 
recovery. 

' I woulcl rather fail as a poet than succeed as 
a novelist,' was the reply; but even 8s the 
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words left her lips she remembered that her 
failure would not affect herself alone. 

' I can understand that  that  should be your 
feeling,' Mr. Taunton answered. ' But remem-
ber i t  has been said, and truly, that " The Novel 
a t  i ts  highest is a Prose Epic ;" and apart from 
the mere rhyme there is hardly a single.quality 
of good poetry which you do not find in really 
good prose. There is the same care, not merely 
in  the choice of words and phrases, but in the 
cadence of each sentence; and in the best 
.writing there is always something of the same 
m u ~ i c  and melody which many suppose to be- 
long to poetry alone. And if you look, as I am 
sure you do, a t  the good to be done by means of 
literature-you will perceive that you may reach 
a far wider audience as a writer of fiction, than 
you would be likely to do as a poet-that is for 
some time to  come. These considerations alone 
might influence you, if there were no others.' 

' It is very kind of you to care so much,' 
Dorigen eaid with sad earnestness. 'And I 
thank you ; but as to  writing novels, I do not 
think I could write one, not if I tried ever 
so seriously.' 

'That  is not a bad feeling to begin with,' 
replied Mr. Taunton. ' And, indeed, novel-
writing is not quite the easy art i t  may seem 
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to some to be. No;  i t  is not easy to  decide 
upon a worthy yet unliackneyed motif, to invent 
an original plot by means of which to develop 
that motif, to conceive the chain of circum-
stances by which you may unfold your central 
idea, page by page, through three whole volumes. 
To take care that your incidents shall be suf- 
ficiently numerous, sufficiently natural ; to con- 
ceive a variety of characters strongly in your 
own individual mind ; and to develop these 
same characters stroke by stroke without seem-
ing effort-thwe things are not easy. And they 
itre not all that is required. You must have 
:I fair setting for your characters, and an etc-
cluaintance with Nature sufficiently intinlate to 
enable you to describe your scenes with the 
freshness and new beauty which can only come 
fiom your owti personal and close observation ; 
and you must be able to do this with clear 
rapid touclies that will not weary. And all 
tlicsc: things will fail to charm if you have not the 
i~ttraction of a pure, original, distinctive styb. 
Style alone will not carry you far, not so far as 
it is sibid to do, since so few ordinary readers are 
dcnsitive to i t ;  indeed, no single or separate 
cludity will mnkc n good novel. You may think 
I nm trying to deter you ; on the contrary, I 
P C ~ C ~ ~ V C  mere of great diffi- thnt the pressure 
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culty will be very likely to stimulate you to 
enter upon the wiser way I would have you 
take. Not that I suppose that even then your 
life would be too smooth for you. Life is never 
smooth for the beginner in literature who is 
dependent upon his own efforts. 

'Later you will perhaps find such smoothness 
as may come from " purple and fine linen," and 
bank-notes. I only hope you will find it before 
your life has lost its flavour; and has nothing 
left but the flavour of bitterness. 

'That is the saddest part of it all. 
'For myself, I cannot but remember that I 

hacl the same talent, or perhaps even more, when 
the world neglected me, when some in it insulted 
and stung me ; and I cannot but perceive that I 
am popular now, not so much because I am a 
successful author, as because my success has 
been a pecuniary one. I regret, much, that I 
have permitted the world to discern this later 
fact. 

'Do you think that if Milton himself were 
alive, and had written "Paradise Lost" for the 
last publishing season, and it were known that 
he had received 310 for it, that he would have 
dinner engagements three weeks deep, because of 
his eminence as a poet ? 

'No ; you will certainly find that your work 
VOL. 111. 43 
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itself will be more of a reward to  you than aught 
else that i t  will bring. And I do not mean the  
completed work, but the act of working. 

' The best a literary career in these days can 
bring you will be a few warm friends, who may 
learn to care more for you yourself than for any-) 
thing you have done or may do. 

' That is the highest reward of literature. I 
trust you will find it, and prove thc  value of it, 
as I have done ; as I am doing now. The world 
has nothing SO good as a good friend.' 

Therc was a sound of swift footsteps flying 
along the tcrrace; Gladwyn's cheery voice 
crying : 

'Where arc you ? Whcre are you ?' coming 
nearer all the while. 

' Oh, there you are !' she said at last, stand- 
ing by thc opcn window of thc study. 'Don't 
you want any tea, good people ? Why, how 
solemn you look f What has happened, Dorna 
dear 'I' 

' Nothing llns happened ; and I want the vety, 
bcst cup of ten you can give me !' Dorigen said 
smiling, and looking very pale. She had a 
stmnge feeling as if life had been made to stand 
out in somc new colcl light that i t  would not 
bear. A11 tbc afternoon this feeling clung t o  
hcr ; and held lier in a strange restraint and 
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bewilderment. Lancelot Wilderslowe could not 
but wonder what might have passed during that 
brief interview in the study. 

' I  think I shall be glad when Mr. Taunton 
leaves Hild's Haven,' he said, as they went up 
the shabby dusty little lane to  Tenter's Close. 
' I am going to  leave it myself for a few hours 
to-morrow.' 

'You are going to Thorsgrif ?' Dorigen said, 
brightening suddenly. She remembered that 
Mrs. Fairfax and Lancelot had been good friends ; 
and she had wondered before that he *had not 
made an effort to see her. ' Give my love to 
Mrs. and Miss Salvain, and my kind regards to 
Mrs. Pairfax.' 

' Isn't Mr. Salvain a friend of yours 1' 
'He is the oldest friend I have. . . . But I 

don't send messages to him:' 



CHAPTER 11. 

' AY ME, THE BITTERNESS O F  SUCH REVOLT !' 

More leaden than the actual self of lead, 
Outer and inner darkness weighed on me. 
The tide of anger ebbed. Then fierce and free 

Swayed full nbove my head 
The moaning tide of helpless misery.' 

CIIRISTINAROBBETTI. 

IIE way that  Lancelot went was not 
quite the self-same way as that by 
which Dorigen had gone in the old 

gig so many years before. He preferred to find 
for hinlsclf a path by farm and field nearer the 
cclge of the cliff; and his horse being one that 
likecl rather to walk through (z hedge than to 
take i t  in more orthoclox fashion, more than once 
he found himself in a clifficulty. Still he was 
repaiil. He clid not forget that ride by the 
rugged cliff-cdge to Thorsgrif. 

It was s grey day, and somewhat chill for 
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August. The clouds were broken into shapeless 
swiftly-changing masses ; rays of silver light 
gleamed through between fitfully, falling now 
upon the wide, grey, dreamy-looking sea ; now 
upon the bare desolate rocks, which had such 
strange, and rude, and unintelligible form; and 
now again upon the green upland pastures that 
rose upon the left, and spread and widened with 
hardly a tree visible anywhere, except about the 
hill-top village of Threiplands. Lancelot rode 
through the fields below the village ; the sleepy 
cattle lifted their heads for a moment to stare at  
him as he passed ; the long grasses hardly stirred 
in the light air that came from the sea, ; the 
swallows were skimming close to the ground, 
not breaking that wonderful stillness that was 
upon the land everywhere. 

He stopped for a moment close to the edge of 
the cliff at Thorsgrif to look down upon the busy 
scene below. The smoke was coming up out of 
the tall chimney; the white sulphurous vapour of 
the burning mine seemed half to hide the men 
and boys, who were at work among the sheds, 
and the great piles of alum shale. Beyond, on 
the ledge of dark grey rock ; there were groups of 
children at  cottage doors, women were spreading 
clothes to dry upon the small green bracken that 
here and there filled the sloping hollows of the  
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cliff. A few sheep crept about on inaccessible 
points above. Below all, there was ever the grey, 
placid, fitfully shining sea. 

' This is the way to Mr. Salvain's house, I 
think ?' Lancelot asked of an old man as he left 
the cliff-top hamlet. 

'Ay, ay, you're reight, sir 1' said the man. 
'Follow them feastins,* and ya'll sean be there.' 

And in truth he was there very soon, riding 
over the grass-grown terrace to the door, startling 
Mrs. Salvain from her afternoon sleep, and half 
alarming pool; Joanna, to whom the sight of 
strangers was never welcome. Still, she was 
courteous in her shy, sad way, and Mrs. Salvain 
grcw quite nervous in her distress that Mr. 
Wilderslowe should have come on the very day 
when her niece had gone over to Hild's Haven, 
hoping to see him. 

' She saw your name in the list of visitors on 
Saturday, and this morning she had a letter from 
St. Dunstan's, and she could not rest without 
making some effort to see you ; so Enoch drove 
her over this morning. She had some shopping 
to do, and I am afraid she will not get back very 
cnrly. But you will have a cup of tea or a g l a ~ s  
of winc ? Oh, pleaso don't say no, and I will 
scncl for Michael. Sincc you are a friend of 

* Feetings=foot-marks. 
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Ermengarde's, I should like you to see my son. . 

. . . You will have heard that-that they are 
about to be married 2' the old lady added with a 
break in her voice. ' It is not to be for a little 
while yet, though.' 

I t  was perhaps fortunate for Lancelot that just 
then Mr. Salvain came up by the road through 
the copse, being on his way from Hunswyke. 
Naturally Michael ha,d a moment of surprise. 
He had not expected that the affianced husband 
of Dorigen Gower would come to his house alone, 
and uninvited. There was no reagon why he 
should not ; and yet Michael required a moment 
or two for perfect reconcilement to the idea. 

They talked, as was natural, of indifferent 
things for the first few moments. Mrs. Salvain 
had gone to help Rizpah to prepare some tea. 
Joanna was changing ZarB's pinafore for a tidier 
one, and Valerie was brushing her pretty hair 
before coming down to see Mr. Wilderslowe. 
For the moment Michael Salvain and Lsncelot 
were alone. 

I think you said you had been to Hunswyke!' 
Lance was saying. ' Is that the curious-looking 
collection of houses which appears to be stuck on 
to the face of the cliff ?' 

'Yes,' Michael replied. ' You can see it better 
from the end of the terrace.' 
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And then the two men went out, and stood 
talking for a little while in the soft, sunless after- 
noon. The sea was rippling slowly up the sands, 
breaking with far, dull echoes. A few gulls were 
chuckling above the dark crown of the opposite 
cliff, rising and falling on wide white wing. By-
and-by there came a brief silence between the 
two. 

It was broken by Michael Salvain, who turned 
his strong rugged face to the younger man with 
a look of infinite pain written there. 

'We are strangers to each other,' he said, 
speaking in a manner that seemed to Lancelot a 
little old-fashioned, ' yet I cannot let pass the 
opportunity of congratulating you. In  winning 
Miss Gower's affection you have won such a prize 
as does not fall to the lot of every man.' 

Lancelot paused a moment, seeming surprised. 
'If I could only be sure that I had won it, or 

even that I was likely to win it, I should be very 
happy to accept your congratulation,' he replied, 
not without some natural confusion. Then he 
added, with something that was almost tremu- 
lousncss in his voice, 'Would you mind telling 
me what makes you speak so certainly-that is, 
if you calL tell me. Of course I do not ask you 
for one moment to betray any confidence of 
hers.' 
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Lancelot did not then understand that long 
and intense-seeming silence ; he did not then 
understand that strange change which passed upon 
Michael Salvain's face, making him seem older 
and greyer, and giving him the look of one who 
has But just come through some terrible illness, 
and does not yet see the end. 

How should he understand ? For a time 
Michael Salvain himself understood nothing. 

As soon as the power was his, he went over in 
his own mind that first meeting after Dorigen's 
return from St. Dunstan's. He iemembered 
every detail, every word, with exact~less. He 
had suffered then, he  suffered now, and an 
almost maddening bewilderment was added to 
his suffering. 

And yet he began to see-slowly yet surely, 
as he stood there-he began i;o see how Dorigen 
had discerned the treacherousness-he could call 
it by no milder name just then-the treacherous-
ness of the woman who was to be his wife, 
and had attained that prospect by guile and 
s~~bterfuge. 

Dorigen had discerned it, but not till after he 
had declared himself bound to the frail and 
insidious and disingenuous woman by a, tie only 
not the most sacred that can exist. Dorigen 
had discerned the lie, and, discerning, had re- 
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solved to cover it. And now disclosure had 
come, as sooner or later it was sure to come. 

Was it too late ? 
This was the only question that remained to be 

considered, and he could not consider it there 
with a guest by his side to be entertained 
for the hour -this strange and overwhelming 
hour 1 What a passionate yearning he had to be 
alone ! 

His emotion had so overpowered him that 
hc had made no answer to Lancelot's last plea; 
now he recbllected himself, and made what 
answer he could. 

'I have no special knowledge of Miss Gower's 
feelings or intentions,' he said, speaking with 
cffort. ' I had understood that the engagement 
lsetwcen her and yourself was a settled thing. 
. . . Forgivc the mistake.' 

' It is easily forgiven,' said Lance ; ' the more 
easily sincc I hope it is prophetic. I shall not 
leave Hild's Haven without making another 
effort. I came for the purpose of rnaking'it.' 
Thcn, with a touch of that friendli~less which 
always came so easily to him, he added with 
sceming carelessness, yet with real earnestness, 
'Wish me good speed !' 

' That I can~zotdo !' said Michacl Salvain, with 
n sucldcn fevered haste and intensity in his tone. 
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' I cannot do that-not now. It is impossible. 
Forgive me if I seem to be in a cruel mood. My 
cruelty will make no difference to you.' 

'Perhaps not ; perhaps nothing will make any 
difference,' said Lancelot, feeling as if i t  were a 
little hard to have to stand outside complica- 
tions, which, whatever the nature of them, were 
most evidently of some importance to him. For 
once Fate was using him rather hardly. 

He put it all away to be thought over after-
ward ; the sudden pain and confusion that 
Michael Salvain had betrayed ; the fe'ar that had 
entercd his own heart, explaining all his previous 
disappointment. He could not disentangle these 
things, now that Zard was there, putting up her 
little face to be kissed, and Valerie was dancing a 
pirouette on the terrace for very gladness. 
Lancelot had made much of the children during 
the time that their mother's sorrow was greatest, 
and children seldom forget. 

' Come and see my dardcn,' Valerie said. 
'And I dot a darden too,' said ZarB ; adding, 

with a glance at  Michael, which was curiously 
like her mother's glance, ' and we dot a new 
father : dis our father now !' 

And then she put one of her tiny 'hands into 
Michael's and the other into Lancelot's, and drew 
the two men away over the terrace to where her 
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t iny bed of pinks and pansies were doing their 
best under a system of too active interference. 
The child did not dream that her baby words 
were very swords in  the heart of one of the two 
who obeyed her imperious little will. These 
same words caine back with strange force upon 
Michael Salvain when he sat alone in  his own 
room that night when the house was still. 

It was too late-all too late-this flash of light 
upon the thing he had done. 

The inore deeply he thought, the more deeply 
he felt the s'trength of thc chains he himself had 
forged. 

For awhile, before he thought a t  all, he had 
had the fceling that he was free. 

Surely a tie like this could not be binding, 
even to the most sensitive 'conscience ! He hacl 
entered into i t  because he had been made to be- 
lieve an untruth-made wilfully, and with design 
to believe an untruth. And he had been honest 
enough himself. Ermengarde had known of his 
lost hope, his spoiled life. He  had only ode& 
her his name, his care, his kindness, his protec- 
tion, and he had done even this in  a moment of 
compassion, a compassion to which he had bcen 
moved by the tears of a widow and the words of 
a fatherless child. Surely, surely that mistake 
might be undone I 
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Once as he sat there he blamed Dorigen, and 
not lightly, for having lent herself even for a 
moment to the deception another had used. She 
had done i t  generously, this he knew, and she 
had spoken no false word. She had but  kept 
silence, a silence which had perhaps cost her more 
than he might ever dream. He  dared not think 
of that ; he would not, and by-and-by his blame 
chauged to  sorrow. Her silence had done nothing, 
altered nothing. He had been as much bound 
before it as afterward. Any speech of hers would 
not have availed for his release. 

That was a sore and sorrowful night for him. 
He  perceived now why Ermine had been so 
anxious to go to Hild's Ha.ven, to spare Mr. 
Wilderslowe the trouble of coming to Thorsgrif, 
and he understood also why it was that she had 
tried to find always some reason for preventing 
his mother from going to  Tenter's Close. He  
hinlself had hardly seconded Mrs. Salvain's wish 
that Dorigen might be asked to spend a few days 
a t  Thorsgrif. He  could not well have borne to  
see her there, passing in and out of the old rooms 
in the old way, flitting about the terrace in the 
twilight, or wandering up and clown on the sands, 
through the fir-copse, by all the old ways where 
she had been used to wander so long ago. It 
was really long now, and yet i t  seemed as if i t  
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had all been but yesterday. That was the worst 
of his s o r r o ~ ~ ,  that the joy which had been before 
could not be forgotten, or lie still. It would 
never again lie still. 

He had not seen Ermengarde on her return 
from Hild's Haven. As soon as Lancelot had 
gone Michael had started off at  once for the 
works, and had remained in his office there till near 
midnight so as to free himself for at  least that 
night from the need for actiug a distasteful part. 
Now that he was in his own room at his own 
home, he knew that he must act a part for. 
evermore. 

There was no escape. He was bound in all 
honour. The manhood within him might be 
torn two ways, so sorely torn as to leave him 
hardly strength enougli for a right decision. But 
he must decide; and he must decide now. At 
any cost to himself he must decide to keep that 
promise. 

The compassion that was in him also helped 
him to prevail. He believed certainly that svch 
love as Ermengarde had to give was his. She 
had been tender in her ways to him, and she had 
shown him deference as well as affection. There 
had been times when a t  least reconcilement with 
his fate had seemed possible, with enough of 
peace and trust for the satisfaction of the years 
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that remained to  him. Now he knew that he 
would be reconciled no more. Below every hour 
of his life there would be this bitter knowledge. 

But he would keep the knowledge to himself. 
There should be no scene, no reproach. 

Ermengarde would not question h im;  this he 
knew. She would have her fears, her suspicions, 
since she had become aware of Lancelot Wil-
derslowe's visit to Thorsgrif. But she was too 
wise a woman to  run any risk she might avoid. 
Shc was not a t  all likely to  make any opening 
for a quarrel. 

Still he sat there in the low dull room. The 
Inmp burned dimly on through the night, and 
by-and-by the crowing of the cock gave notice 
of the coming day. He had fought his fight. It 
had wearied him as no physical fatigue could have 
done. For very exhaustion he did not move to  
seek complete rest. 

And he had, too, the knowledge that his 
thoughts must no more bc as they had been to- 
night. He must never again think with yearning, % 

with wild, passionate yearning, of the woman he 
had loved and lost. She might perhaps never bc 
another's-he had certainly the feeling that she 
would never be the wife of the man he had met 
to-day. And now he understood that strange 
feeling as of a barrier between Dorigen Gower 
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and the life he had been made to believe was 
awaiting her. Still, all the same, there was, and 
must now for ever be, a perfect separation 
between his soul and hers, so far as concerned 
that full and complete love which is the highest 
end and attainment of human emotion. From 
to-night, even in thought, she must be to him 
but the friend he would txy with all possible 
earnestness to be to her. 

And now more certainly than ever he knew 
that she must need all such aid as friendship 
could give. -What was she doing-planning, 
thinking ? How mas she enduring '2 What was 
she hoping ? He knew nothing certainly of the 
new career she had entered upon. That old 
belief and expectancy was not dead within him ; 
nay, i t  was at the root of much of the misery ha 
had in thinking of her. For had i t  not been a 
certain sense of his own inadequateness, his own 
inability to be to her a true guide and helpmeet 
in such ways as he had believed she would be 
drawn to walk in, which had held him back fram 
full endeavour to secure for himself the happiness 
his soul had demanded? And now i t  might 
easily be that the consequences of his mistake 
were not falling upon himself alone. 

It was terrible to think of her there in Tenter's 
Close without help or sympathy, or understand- 
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ing, and in all probability bewildered to  distrac- 
tion by the very weight and strangeness of the 
burdens she must certainly be bearing there. 
And he knew well that she would not be 
enduring aimlessly, supinely, without effort in 
the present, and outlook for the future. I t  was 
not in her to do that. And the things that she 
had i t  in her to do might be utterly impracticable 
in  such adverse enzirongient. The more he 
thought of it, the ,$ip$@ertainly he perceived 
that he must not.;%;@t himself to remain in 
such unhelpful ign@$ce, not a t  leilst without 
making some effort40 acquire knowledge. He 
might go down into Tenter's Close now, and he 
might speak there as only a true friend, who 
might never be either more or less than friend, 
could speak. Ve could yet thank heave11 for the 
good that was left to him. 

It was not wonderful that he knew nothing of 
the attempt that Dorigen was making. No one 
in Hild's Haven knew, or even suspected, save 
the inmates of the Rectory, and they had scrupu- 
lously obeyed her deeire for obscurity. A curious 
desire i t  was, for with the strong and natural wish 
t~ remain personally unknown was mingled the 
equdly strong and equally natural wish that the 
work of her brain might have the widest publicity 
possible ; and yet even here she would have made 

VOL. 111. 44 
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reservations. It was this latter instinct, and this 
alone, which had prevented her from revealing 
aught of this travail of her inmost soul to 
Michael Salvain. It was far too strongly 
touched and tinctured with her saddest and 
most secret sorrow to  permit of her betraying it 
voluntarily to  him. He would be able to  read 
not only all that she had written, but by the 
light of that, a11 that she had left unwritten; and 
this she could not yet contemplate with any 
calmness. If he came to know of i t  later she 
might care less. There is often a merciful vague- 
ncss about what is to happen in the future. 

The resolution which Michael made to  go down 
into Tenter's Close was not the only resolution 
he made that night. The flame of suffering 
burnt on so fiercely within him that he was 
strengthened to determine to put an end at once 
to all opportunities for irresolution. Irresolution 
could only end in pain or wrong. He would 
have none of i t  now. His marriage with his 
cousin Ernlengarde should take place imnfe-
diately. He would haac no difficulty in per- 
suading her to this ; and i t  would be better-- 
better for everyonc concerned. There wa8 
neither haste nor anger in him when he came to 
this dccision ; but neither was there that emo-
tion that there should have been in his heart. 
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So it happened that at  the very beginning of 
the next month there was what certain ladies of 
Hild's Haven termed ( a very pretty wedding' in 
the ancient church on the eastern cliff. 

It was Ermengarde's wish that i t  should take 
place there rather than a t  Oswaldthorpe. And 
although, being a widow, she had no bridesmaids, 
she yet had attendant friends enough to a l m o ~ t  
fill the quaint old chancel with bright colour, 
eminent respectability, and almost boundless 
wonder and curiosity. 

It was told afterward that Mrs. Faiifax passed 
to the altar with the carriage and dignity of a 
queen; and the lady who dared to suggeat ' a 
stage queen ' was rightly condemned for her un-
charitable saying. I n  all truth, Ermengarde 
acquitted herself with nothing less than distinc- 
tion ; and her stately mien and bearing set off 
her really great beauty almost as much as did 
her costly and carefully-chosen dress of pearl- 
white satin and lace. It was no wonder ths t  
some there ha,lf-pitied her. For though i t  was 
admitted that Mr. Salvain was a fine-looking 
man, and not without some visible evidences of 
race, yet i t  could not be forgotten that he was a 
maker of alum, and that his wife was in all pro- 
bability doomed to live out her days in the 
hollow beyond Thorsgrif. 

44-2 
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Was Ermengarde herself conscious of any pang ? 
Was it possible that the old ambition which had 
slept so quietly in the house by the sea, should 
awaken within her as she heard the murmur of 
admiration which accompanied her passage 
through the churchyard from the vestry door 
to the waiting carriages ? 

It was well, perhaps, that the pealing bells 
drowned the question that was in her heart; 
before it fairly formed itself in words. 

They went on pealing; and Dorigen Gower, 
sitting in hel. narrow attic in Tenter's Clo~e, 
heard them, and made no sign. All day she 
heard them bursting out afresh at  intervals, ring- 
ing out joy and hope and gladness across the 
mild September sunshine; all day she sat alone 
there. And not on that day could she turn her 
living sorrow into living song. It is in the fire 
of long-sufferance that the events of life are 
fused, and made fit for the poet's uses. 



CHAPTER 111. 

AFTERWARD. 

' The hope I dreamed of was a dream, 
Was but a dream ; and now I wake' 

Exceeding comfortless, and worn, and old, 
For a dream's sake! 

CHRISTINAROSSETTI. 

NEVITABLY there came the time and 
the opportunity for suffering long and 
being kind;  and the suffering was 

keener and more varied than any might dream. 
Lancelot Wilderslowe was not slow to perceive 

the nature of some of the pains and sorrows the 
woman he loved was called upon to endure. He 
ha,d not clearly understood the meaning of the 
things he had heard on the terrace a t  Thorsgrif ; 
but now that Michael Salvain was actually 
married, ancl absent on his wedding tour, i t  was 
evident that he had nothing to fear there. Rut 
it was not difficult for any frequenter of the 



38 T f Z HAVEN UDDER THE HILL. 

house in Tenter's Close t o  discern that there 
might be many causes for the wanner and thinner 
look on Dorigen's face without seeking for a 
reason in disappointed affection. 

Of course Lancelot knew froin Lady Anne of 
Dorigen's efforts, and comparative successes, in 
the world of letters; almost he envied her the 
ease and facility,with which she had invested her 
assumed name with a certain deference and ex- 
pectancy. But he also knew that her success was 
purely of a lit'erary nature ; and i t  did not need 
acute perception to enable him to  divine that a 
more mercenary success had been-in a certain 
sense-more satisfactory. He supposed, naturally 
enough, that the bare means of living and waiting 
were hers. If he had known the truth i t  may be 
that not only had his hope been bolder, but that 
his persistency had been such as to preclude ad1 
possibility of ultimate denial. He knew that 
many a woman has been won all against her 
will, and has lived to  bless the day of her re-
luctant yielding. 

But he might not even guess the depth and 
bitterness of the gulf into which Dorigen was fast 
descending, and, alas I with so little strength to  
bear such a descent. Slowly, day by day-it 
might almost be said post by post-her hope of 
i~nmodiate return fo; her labour was failing ; and 
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finally, in answer to an inquiry of hers, there 
came a polite letter from her publisher which 
crushed even the little hope that was left to  
her. 

It was not a desponding letter-quite the 
reverse. ' Her volume of poems had proved to 
be a decided literary success,' but again i t  was 
repeated, 'not a commercial success.' That would 
doubtless come later, i t  was added. An excel-
lent beginning had been accomplished. Messrs. 
Mortimer begged sincerely to congratulate the 
author of ' Songs from the Northern Sea'  
on attaining such a position at a single 
bound. 

But alas I alas ! with a Crainie Cleminshaw in 
the background clamouring for a new outfit : a 
Lydia on the verge of marriage with a 'gentle-
man,' and demanding a trousseau, wha,t was to  be 
made of such shadowy congratulations 1 How 
look upon them, or classify them, or see the 
human meaning they might have for the woman 
pre-doomed to expression by such modes as the 
writer of to-day must use or forego ? It is a 
canon of modern literary criticism, an unwritten 
one i t  may be, and not an unwise one, that no 
account shall be taken of the circumstances 
under which the work criticized has been pro-
duced, 



40 THE HA VEN UNDER THE HfLL.  

Afterward, not only shall allusion be made, 
but every detail, seemly and unseemly, shall be 
dragged into the light, and the utmost made of 
it. You shall be asked to witness Beethoven com- 
posing the grandest and greatest of his works 
while harassed by the smallest of cares, the 
meanest of domestic worries. You shall be per- 
mitted to  see Burns producing his living song 
worn by bodily suffering, tortured by pecuniary 
anxiety, nay, more, by the pangs of conscience 
for the misdeeds of his youth. You shall be 
invited to look upon Carlyle, struggling to 
deliver himself of his noblest ideas while fretted 
by ill-health, sleeplessness, social incompatibility, 
and by extremes of nervous exhaustion, the result 
of overwork. You shall have these and a thousand 
other such instances brought to your notice, and 
you shall be asked to take these untoward 
accidents most seriously into account, as being 
the lions that stood in the pathway of genius 
that is dead, lions that did but stand there to 
prove the courage, the resolution, the 
of soul which marked that  vanished victor over 
the world and its manifold hindrances. 

But while the victor is still alive, yet but in 
part victorious, there shall be no hint of hindrance, 
of palliation. You must judge his work alone, 
and i t  must stand on its merits and demerits, as 
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you-the judge-see them. There must be no 
suggestion of frail health, of darkening and 
desolating bereavement, of deep and ovcrwhelm- 
ing misery of many kinds. Produce your work, 
out of what dark slough of despond you may, it 
shall not even be placed to your credit that you 
have wrought a t  all under such circumstances, 
nor ahall you utter one word that might seem t o  
claim lightness of judgment by reason of ex-
tenuating environment. 

This is right, and wise, and good for the true 
dignity of literature. But why reveGse it all so 
completely-too late Y 

The Thesigers were kind and genial people, and 
full of faith and admiration ;but they were people 
who had not known sorrow, except as a passing 
shadow, and were therefore slow to  discern it 
when i t  did not obtrude itself openly. Gladwyn 
going to  Tenter's Close saw enough to  awaken 
suspicion of much domestic misery, much discorcl, 
much that might be a consequence of very narrow 
meane ; but she saw no proof of want-of keen, 
ceaseless, exhausting anxiety. She wondered 
over her friend's bravery in secret and openly, 
but she had no true idea of what i t  meant, what 
i t  cost. 

No, there was none to see ; but Lancelot 
Wilderslowe, staying on a t  Hild's Haven, wait- 



42 THE HA VEIL' UNDER THE HILL. 

ing, watching, hoping, began to  discern more 
than he had hitherto suspected. And the things 
he discerned did not wholly grieve him. They 
might,help much in the working of his fate-his 
fate and hers. For very misery and hopelessness 
she might yield, knowing that such yielding 
would mean the end of misery. 

'How much longer do you mean to  stay at 
Hild's Haven, Mr. Wilderslowe ?' 

It was little Juliet Thesiger who asked him 
this, one glorious and glowing October afternoon. 
They were walking up and down the pathway a t  
the lower edge of the Rectory lawn, Juliet's hand 
within Lancelot's arm, and her happy, smiling, 
mocking little face turned up to his in unblush- 
ing admiration. 

' How can you ask me such a question ?'he 
said, speaking with his usual affectation of sad- 
ness and languor, and all ssthetic supineness. 
:How can you ask me ? You know that I have 
been trying to  tear myself away from you for 
weeks past.' 

' I don't know anything of the kind,' said 
Juliet. ' It isn't me, You don't care half so 
much for me as you do for Gladwyn or Dorzia. 
And I can't make out which of them you care for 
most. Sometimes I think it's one, sometimes 
the other. Do you a l ~ i u y sflirt like that 2' 
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' Always. . . . Flirtation is the salt of life.' 
' I do believe you mean it.' 
'Most certainly I mean it. How can you think 

that one would take the trouble to assert a thi.ng 
that wasn't true '1' 

'Well, you're going to  have another oppor- 
tunity. Here's Dorna coming up the avenue, 
looking sadder and whiter and thinner than ever. 
Don't you think she looks awfully sad?  . . . 
And oh I I've got my practising to do, which 
makes nae sad ! So 1 must go ; I hate it, but I 
must. . . . Try to make he^ look less'sorrowful, 
Mr. Wilderslowe.' 

The child's word lingered on his ear, as he 
sauntered across the lawn and down the avenue 
to meet Dorigcn, who lifted her wistful eyes to 
his,-and greeted him with pale, unsmiling lips 
that yet seemed to quiver with emotion of some 
kind. He might not guess that she had come to 
walk in the Rectory grounds for awhile to try to 
calm d brain wearied with jarring, and eonten-
tion, and recrimination ; he might not guess that 
i ~ tthat moment she believed herself to  Le almost 
willing to lie down and die rather than live and 
continue the strife to which life had of late 
reduced itself; he might not guess these things, 
yet he could not but see the look of tense, 
bewildering sorrow on her face ; he could not but 
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perceive that her very gait and mien were ex-
pressive of an extreme weariness, an extreme 
hopelessness ; and the manhood in him was 
strong as he contrasted his own life with the life 
of the woman before him. Had there been no 
thought of love in him a t  all, his compassion had 
been moved to the uttermost. 

' Will you come across the fields a little way ?' 
he asked, speaking in a tone quite different from 
that he had used in  speaking to  Juliet. ' I t  is 
mild, almost warm, to-day ; and you shall not go 
far enough to'tire yourself.' 

The very manner of his speaking, the kind and 
tender, tone of it, was enough to  overcome her 
strength in that moment of reaction. And the 
great refinement of his voice and accent falling 
upon ears yet pained with the rudeness and 
coarseness of Tenter's Close came as food and 
wine come to the starving man. 

' I will come anywhere,' she mid, with an in-
evitable abandonment of tone and manner, and 
in that moment wholly forgettiag that twfce 
Lancelot Wilclerslowe had asked her to be his 
wife, and share such an existence as assuredly 
would never be hers to accept or refuse again. ' I 
will come anywhere, I will do anything,' she 
said. 'Only don't ask me to decide about it. 
You shall think for me to-day; and you shall let 
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me be idle, and silent, and not ask me to speak, 
or think, or even look at anything. I am tired of 
" ever climbing up the climbing wave." Let me 
have a taste-just a little taste-of "dreamful 
ease." It is a very dreamful afternoon.' 



CHAPTER IV. 

IN TIME OF TEMPTATION. 

' Thou who didst make, and knowest whereof we are made, 
Oh, bear in n;ind our dust and nothingness, 
Our wordless, tearless, dumbness of distress : 

Bear thou in mind the burden thou bast laid 
Upon us, and our feebleness, unstayed, 

Except thou stay us.' 
CHRISTINAROSSETTI. 

ORIGEN had turned as she spolze, 
half unconsciously, with Lancelot 
into the pathway that led down 

under the yellowing maple-trees and the glow- 
ing beeches to the field-path, on the edge of 
s tiny copse. She was silent now, glad to We 
silent, and Lancelot was too wise-it may be 
also that his emotion was too strong, to permit 
of his replying to  her last words as he might 
have done. Latterly he had come to see the 
value of waiting and restraint. 

' If you are so tired now, how will it be in 
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the future ?' he said presently, lifting an earnest 
face to hers, and speaking with fervid sympathy. 
' I have been thinking about your future. 
Almost continually of late I have found myself 
wondering about it ; and among other thiigs, 
1 could not help wondering what your ideal 
future was like.' 

' I could have told you six months ago,' she 
replied, with a deeper sadness and weariness 
on her face and in her voice. ' But now all is 
changed, confused ; and I am beginning to 
suspect that even my highest ideal was not high 
at all, but very low.' 

' You are not spealring of your career as 
a poet?' 

' Yes ; in a certain sense. It meant so much 
more for me than merely writing poetry.' 

' Very naturally. 

' " If art  be in truth the higher life, 
You need the lower life to  stand upon, 
In  order to  reach up unto that higher." ' 

' Yes,' replied Dorigen ; but my dream of 
that lower life was commonplace and miutalren. 
I wanted it to be all ease and peace, 80 that my 
mind should have no hindrance, but be allowed 
to work its work in an atmosphere of almost 
unearthly quiet and beauty. Now I aul bc-
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ginning to perceive that I do my best work 
when I am stung and pierced beyond endurance, 
when every nerve is quivering under some new 
pain and humiliation. There have been times 
of late when I would not have altered one cir- 
cumstance of my past or present life, if the 
power to do so had been given me ever so 
freely. The smallest pang may have its value ; 
and I don't think we can judge clearly as to the 
relative depth and intensity either of our own 
sorrow, or other people's. Bishop Taylor says 
that a fly may cause one as much annoyance as 
a wound.' 

Exactly ; and I suspect that the easiest life 
possible to such as you would be full enough of 
flies to satisfy any ordinary desire for annoy- 
ance. J can't at all agree with your idea that 
a life of perpetual pain and negation and contra- 
diction would be the best possible life for any 
singer of sweet songs vouchsafed to us in these 
days. 

' " It is not sweet content, be sure, 
That moves the nobler soul to  song. 

Yet tohcn did truth conae u!hole alid pure 
From heart8 that inly bleed with wrong ?" 

And, pardon me, I know you have endured, are 
enduring, things that seem as wrongs to me. 



I linow more t h a ~ lI can well bear to  linom~. 
I ca?zlzot bear i t  and make no effort.' 

'Oh, hush! hush !' said the girl, dreading the 
touch of evcn a friendly hand up011 her u or st 

'bruises. Hush ! and wait--wait awhile and 
you mill see-' 

' I have ~ ~ a i t e d , 'interrupted Lancelot. I 
l~ave  waited to scc if there mas anyone else to  
~nakeeffort; anyone else to care for you as I 
care; anyone for whom you cared. And I see 
nothing to  constrain me to wait any longer. 
And all the while my love for yon has been 
growing, dccpening; i t  has so deepened that i t  
seems to me you cnn7zot reject it, ca7272o2 put i t  
out of your life, and live as if neither I nor my 
love existed. Day and night I am thinking 
about you; my thought is one perpetual reverie, 
with you for its object; and I cannot change it, 
or break away from it. . . . Dear, you will 
listen, at  least you will listen ! Think of what 
my love has borne-the test of time, the test of 
rejection, and all this has but strengthened it. 
Now I cannot irnagine a life for myself that I 
could live without you to share it. With you 
any life would be possible. . . . Say that you will 
n ~ a k c  the best possible for Ine 1 I arn pleading 
selfishly now, but I nm doing so of set purposc, 
thialring to touch you more nearly so. Say that 
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you will save my life from human loai~ess,  from 
spiritual deadness. Say it, dear, or keep silence. 
I will understand a long sweet silence.' 

And for awhile there was silence. 
While Lancelot had been speaking there had 

been emotion enough in Dorigen's Heart and 
brain to  have satisfied him if he had discerned 
its strength n~holly. But i t  was well that he 
had discerned i t  only in part. 

I t  was not the emotion he yearned for ; but 
n wild and sudden contention, that threatened to 
change the w h l e  tenor of her life and thought 
and hope, even as she stood there. I-Iad she 
spoken that word he aslred for she had spoken 
i t  then so passionately, so unreservedly, that no 
after repentance had served to  deliver her soul 
from the consequence of error and mistake. 
There was danger in speech, there was dangcr 
also in  silence. 

' Give me one day to decide in,' she said, look- 
ing up  into his fiace with pale lips and sad,.solel~~l~ 
eyes.

' Another clay !' he said, perceiving quickly 
the ground he had gained. ' Think of the time 
tliat has passed since mc first met, of how you 
liavc lrnomn me in my own liome, of the way in 
which my friends love you and care for you, and 
tlcsire nothing better for me than tliat I sllould 
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call you my wife ! . , . It is not like a question 
between two people who inet but yesterday. . . . 
And I ask so little. I do but ask that you will 
give nie chances of winning your love, chances 
of being kinder to you, chances of proving to 
you the influence you may have upon my life. 
Surely i t  is little-say that little now, dear! say 
it now, if it be but a single word !' 

But that word was not said ; for very con-
fusion and enlotion it could not be said. Her 
heart was beating wildly, more wildly than it 
was ever likely to beat again for aught but 
anguish, and her breathing came with so great 
an effort that no reply in words was possible. 

' Tell me one thing-but one,' Lancelot said, 
bending down and talcing her hand tenderly in 
his, tell me at least that you believe in my love 
for you ?' 

' Yes,' she said with tremulous simplicity ; 
' yes, I believe in it.' 

' In its depth, its intensity ?' 
Yes.' 
And you will try to give me back but a little 

for all this ?' 
Again there was silcnce, utter silcncc, save for 

the bird-note in the boughs abovc, and the gentle 
stir of the falling leaves, as n, light brccze from 
the moorlands swept across thc valley. 

45-2 
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It was Lancelot who broke the silence, break, 
ing i t  with words yet more earnest and impas- 
sioned than any he had yet used, having within 
himself the certain feeling that the present mo-
ment was a decisive one, and that even a ternpo- 
rary delay ~vould be disastrous to the great tvish 
he )lad. 

And yet Dorigen herself was by no means so 
certain. I n  that hour, and for some hours after, 
her heart was oppressed with sinking and fear, 
and her spirit was faint within her, too faint for 
the battle th%t had to be fought and lost-of 
won. She had gained her recluest for one more 
day, yet it did not seem to her as she went down 
'l'enter's Close alone in the twilight that the few 
hours' respite would mean much. 

She had insisted upon walking back alone, 
going down into the busy, narrow little streets 
that were so hon~elikc nncl so shabby, across by 
the bridgc, whcre the lights were beginning to 
trvinlile upon the river, and down through Shad- 
dock Lane into T<irlrgate. It was always witl! n 
little effort that she turned upward to  Tenter's 
Close, and the effort was not less to-night. 
1)origcn was thankful for the increasing darkness, 
which hit1 hcr tears and her silent sobbing from 
thc people passing in the street. 

' Yon'vc becn longer nor I thought you'd be,' 
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said Mrs. Gower somewhat fretfully, as Dorigen 
went in. 'Thomarin's been waitin' with her 
hat on this hour or more, to go some erran's for 
yn ; an' 1 had but a shillin' i' the world. It 
seems to me you're gettin' despert close mi' 
money, an' I should never ha' thought that o' 
you. Your poor father allus reckoned 'at you 
were quite t' other way, an' would give a11 you 
had if anybody aslred you.' 

' I will give you a11 I have noiv,' Dorigen 
said, laying her purse on the table quietly, and 
passing through the kitchen to go up to her own 
room. I-Ier tears were dried ; her heart nras 
still. I t  seemed as if the task before her were 
simply to reconcile herself to what was iiievitable. 
She lighted the lamp which stood oil her writing- 
table by the whitewashed chininey that went up 
through the attic. There was no fireplace. Her 
narrow white bed was i11 the corner by the door. 
On the wall there were a few photographs, which 
she had brought from St. Dunstan's ; there was 
one of the Rectory, one of the little church, two 
or three of the garden, and some portraits. There 
as Lady Anna herself, and Bertic, and Dr. 

Wilderslowe. 111an envelope on tlie table was 
one of Lancelot, ivllich Lady Anna had sent a 
day or two before. 

Whichever way she looked there was somc-
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thing to remind her of the four years she hati 
spent at  St. Dunstan's, of the happiness she had 
kno~\-nthere, the freedom from care, from pain, 
from responsibility. Her writing-desli-, the lamp, 
the furniture of the table, had all been sent to 
hcr sincc Lady Anna had divined her need of 
them ; :~nd  almost every new book that she had 
had come to her by the same means. The very 
atmosphere of the place she loved was there in 
that little room, and she had always been glad 
to have it there. To-night it was as a reminder 
of bondage, &on1 which she might never again 
be tlclivered. So far she had no wish t o  be 
delivered. As ahc sat there, with every nerve 
of her sensitive nature overstrung and tense, 
shc looked quite deliberately upon a future 
tomarcl which she had hitherto refused even to 
glance. 

As 1,aiicelot had rcmii~ded her, it mas not n 

leap i11 the dark she was aakecl, to  take. Shc 
]night not Lnow very exactly the amount of 'yis 
present income, but she knew well enough that 
1)r. Wildcrslowe mas considered by his neigh- 
bours to be a rich man, and that his riches would 
1)e ncarly equally divided between his two sons. 
111 addition to this Lancelot ]lad expectations, 
f k o 1  a childIcss uncle, which were not likely to 
bc disappointed. 
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'We will live wherever you cl~oose until 
Adwalton is ours,' Lancelot had said. ' We will 
stay in England, or we mill go abroad ; tve will 
live quietly, or travel ceaselessly, just as you 
may wish.' And nothing that he had said had 
more weight than these words. Her desire to 
travel had been an ever-growing passion for 
years. Only latcly she had put out of sight 
some engravings of Rome and Venice which Dr. 
IVilderslowc had given to  her on her birthday. 
She could take them out when her hope revived, 
she had said to herself; but she i i d  not take 
them out to-liight. 

There was no doubt about it ; this life which 
wns offered to her was a life that promised 
gratificntion of every reasonable desire, and 
Dorigen was capable of appreciating such 
gratification to the full. 

She could realize better than ever before what 
i t  would be to be quite frec from care about 
money, to  have to be careful for nothing but 
ease niid luxury, and the fulfilment of her 
1iglltest desire. 

And she knew that she need have no fear as 
t o  her duty to hcr stepmother and the girls. 
Lancelot had said as much as he could say, 
speaking quite delicately, of the power that would 
be hcrs of providing for them whatcver wns 
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~ x e d f u l ;  and as she sat there, looking illto that 
easeful and tenzpting future, i t  seemed as if it 
rnight be almost a duty to accept i t  for their 
sakes alone. Slle might never be able to do for 
then1 by thc labour of her own brain what she 
could do without any care or thought at  all if 
she became Lancelot Wilderslowe's wife. Tlie 
tEiought was like the forging of another link in 
tlle chain that was being bound about, her. I-Ier 
llrart grew yet fainter within her, and the hour 
grew dsrlrer and more bewildering. 

Slight as l i e r ' e~~e r i ence  had been, she ltnelv 
that she might never live the double existence 
Lnncclot had spoken of-the life of a perfect wife 
and competent mistress of a l~ousehold, and the 
lifc o.f the absorbed, eager, devoted tvornan of 
letters. Others might do this: and do i t  
efficiently ; but it was not for her even to attempt 
it. She linew well enough that her nature failed 
on the sidc of dcsirc for simple donlestic happi- 
ness. I t  llad no charm for her, and never 
cntcred into any drca~ii she had. 

1)ramrii by a great and passionate love-such a 
love as she l ~ n t lhad for Micl~acl Salvain-it 
would have bcen possible for her' to  attempt 
sornc co~nprornisc ; but cvcn then she might have 
failcd in tllc attempt, and have mrcclsed not her 
own lnppincss onlj~. 
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And yet i t  would surely now never be possible 
for her wholly to ibrcgo the life that was for her 
the only true life, and alone enabled her to be 
true to herself, to the faculties given her! It 
might not be a higher existence ; she had never 
~polcen of it, never thought of it as really higher, 
having insight enough to perceive that the 
liighest life possible to a woman is the life that 
permits her the making and upholding of that 
one earthly paradise-a perfectly happy home, 
happy for her husband, for her children, for her 
friends, for her servants, and theiefore in-
evitably for herself also. There is nothing 
better than this. 

Dorigen saw and knew that there was nothing 
better, nothing so certainly the vocation of a 
truly womanly woninn ; but she also saw-how 
could she help it?-that it is not every w~oman's 
vocation. I t  was not hers, and could never be. 
Why, then, should a strong temptation deliver 
her to a life of pain ? 

I f  there must be pain, as assuredly i t  was 
written, why should it not bc thc pain that 
belonged to her owla life? 

As she sat there, passing through that night 
of sore temptation, she lrnew more certainly than 
ever that she had not deceived herself as to that 
life of hers. The mere strength of the pain that 
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cnlne with the thought of renunciation was proof 
enough of the reality of her convictioii. 

But what if it were no more than a coliviction 
-self-acquired, self-confirmed? What if i t  had 
been permitted so far but to nuke  opportunity 
for a grander, greater, deeper renunciation than 
any she had ever dreamed ? 

Again it was as if thought were silenced 
within her, silenced by its own weight aiid stress- 
f~11 importance. 

Could i t  be possible that all her life had tended 
to tliis ?-that'stirrings aiid strivings had beell 
a~~ralireneiltvitliin her from ller very childhood ; 
that others had been moved to prophetic words ; 
that, finally, sufficient proof had been given that 
ller desire for utterance was not a vain one, and 
all for this, that there might be a great and deso- 
lating renunci:~tion ? 

This was the sorest moment of the strife, the 
hardest, the most perplexiag. The very deptli 
and intensity of the sacrifice possible to her a t  
tlint hour made it seem right and desirable. 

And yct, was i t  a lawful sacrifice?-was it 
lnmri~l beyond all question? This thought came 
suddenly, strongly. And i t  came after a brief 
and passionate prayer for light-nay, it came in 
tlie very midst of the praycr. 

She had not made herself, her nature, her cis* 



cumstances. A11 that she had done or desired 
to do had been determined by what she herself 
wns. She could not change herself and be 
another ; why, then, should she dare to attempt 
to live another's life? 

But the other day a writer said that it is an 
ever-memorable time for a man when he makes 
the discovery that whatever he is to do in the 
world must be done in a certain direction. ' I t  
is aln~ost as if a star vcroli-e to some subtle know- 
ledge of itself, and felt within its shining frame 
the forces which decided what its *\bit was to 
be. Because it ies the stay it is, tl~at track t l ~ ~ o u g l ~  
space nzust be its firack.' 

As strong and as clear as this the feeling is, 
and i11 proportion to the depth and strength of 
the nature is t l ~ e  impossibility of dragging the 
instinct from its place in the soul, and living as 
though it had never been voucl~safed. 

All her life the instinct had been there ; some 
knowledge of i t  had been hers from the morning 
when she had sat at l ~ e r  father's feet in the Abbey 
of St. Hild, and had heard from his lips the story 
of the 'Inspiration of Cxdmon.' 

She had kept these things, and had pondered 
them in her heart, until at last they hnd beell 
made plain to her. And now as she to decline 
upon a luxuriously-furnished house, a comfort-
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able carriage, and a husband with a fine critical 
ability as to the capacities of his cook? She did 
not wrong Lancelot Wilderslon~e. He cared for 
more than elaborate cookery ; but she knew that 
he cared much for that, and the kno~vledge had 
not increased her regard for him. 

Some regard for him she had, some liking for 
his sympathy, some admiration for his quick and 
variccl talent, for his social adaptability ; but 
therc was nothing behind her feeling, nothing 
that could grow to reverence, or to love. 'This 
she saw inore cfenrly than ever, and i t  helped her 
in hcr determination. 

She hardly k1ie.r~ how the determination grew 
up within her, how her intcntion became a final, 
settled thing. The tcrnptation mas no inore 
tempting. I~lsensibly relief came, and peace. 

There T V ~ Sno joy nzingled with the peace- 
how should there be? She might be free to live 
her own lifc, that life which has 110 earthly life 
quite like to it, so full of far-reaching possibili-, 
ties, of llalf-ilicompreheiisible dreamiiigs, of ever- 
increasing aspirations. She was free to  wait, 
and to liopc, and to ~vorlr for a11 this ; but she 
must wait in  Tenter's Close, in  a little to.rvn that 
knew not of her, nizd where not one heart beat ia  
ilnisolz ~vitll licr own lieart's high hopefulness. 
The greatest earthly comfort she had was the 
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word of an unknown critic ~ v h o  had seen the 
faults of her premature efforts as no other critic -
had seen them, but who hacl also seen below the 
faults 3s no other critic had done. The con- 
cluding words of his long and careful review of 
her poems echoed the last and fullest assurance 
that was in  her 01~~11 And to this slightsoul. 
support she turned t ru s t f~~ l ly  ; but she did not 
turn to this alone. 

No ; there was the Shadomr of a Great Rock in 
this weary land, arid in i t  she might rest when 
no other rest was possible. Being the over-
shadowing of Ilim who had brought her out into 
tl.lis wilderness, and set her there to fight her fight, 
she need hardly be too anxious for the winning 
or losing; for her life's success, or what men 
miglit term her life's failure. 

Supposing it failed here, as i t  was likely 
enough to do, what of i t ?  

' Wilt thou trust death or not?' was the 
question asked of a certain grarnnlarian mre know 
of, and he answered 'Yes ' heartily, knomring 
that beyond time and death lie life and etenlity, 
offering opportunity for all that is denied us 
here. It is much to  have arrived at tlle height 
from whence we can looli: calmly upon possible 
failure, 



CHAPTER V. 

'Many are the noble souls who have perished bitterly with 
their tasks unfinished. Some in utter famine, like Otway ; 
some in dark: insanity, like Cowper and Collins ; some, like 
Chatterton, have sought out a more stern quietus, and turning 
their indignant steps away from a world which refused them 
welcome, have taken refuge in that stern fortress, where poverty 
and cold neglect could not reach them any more.' 

CA~<I,YLE SCfi1h~.: Life of 

was, doubtless, an easy matter for 
tho rich arid respectable Herr Kijrner 
to perceive that his non-respectable 

tonant, Joan Paul Richter, had no suitable gar- 
r~lerits to wear ; but Herr ICorner could knu\d 
nothing of the life lived within that ' sruiall, 
mcan garclcn-house,' of which he was the owner. 
I t  is within the limits of possibility that the  
povcrty-stricken tenant ~vould not lightly have 
chn,nged placcs with his n~ealthy and indignant 
laildlorcl. It is not to  be cluestioncd that the 
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life of any artist, poet, painter, or sculptor, has 
in  i t  such hours of enthusiastic and elevated 
happiness as may atone for much that is un-
happy. These moments of uplifting, of enjov- 
ment of the depths and exaltations of the 
intellectual life, the world does not see. If 
sight were vouchsafed, would it understand? 
Would i t  sympathize ? Would there bc as keen 
perception of these compensations as of the more 
patent and visible drawbacks which require no 
fineness of insight for their discernment ? 

There must be something, some sufficiently 
deep and high thing to evoke that spirit of 
martyrdom which is a necessity to him who 
~vould enter by the strait gate of poverty 
and suffering into that region wherc alone hc 
can live and lift his face as one who lives in 
freedom. 

To Dorigen these hours, when she sat alone in 
her attic room with her pcn in her hand and her 
idyll of St. Hild, not yet completed, but seen 
clearly in her brain to  the last line of it, were 
perhaps the happiest liours she had known, or 
now ever might linow. She hacl hope to sustain 
hcr ; and though it; was a fluctuating hope, now 
bright and certain, and now timid and fearful, 
it ncvcr dcscrtcd hcr. Once let this more im-
portant poem be finisliecl, and surely some good 
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would comc, some fuller recognition, some more 
substantial reward. Alas ! alas ! the need for 
this reward was growing more pressing every 
day. 

All her little trinkets and ornaments had been 
sold, though most of them had been birthday or 
Christmas presents from Dr. Wilderslowe and 
Lady Anna;  and even the cashmere shawl, 
which Colonel Wilderslowe had sent to  her for 
hcr kindncss to his little boy, was no longer in 
its place in her drawer. These were small thorns 
in her path,'but they were painful. She saw 
presently that she might not devote her whole 
timc and strength to  this one poem, of which 
her brain was so full. Briefer ones had to be 
~ i~r i t tcn ,with now and then an art'icle in  prose, 
an cssay, a descriptive paper for a magazine. 
But her heart was seldom wholly in this lower 
work, and there was no true satisfaction in it. 
The grain of which it tasted was very common 
grain indeed, and might nourish no one. 

Michael Snlvain, coming and going during that 
tirne of probation, discerned much to  test his 
strength ancl. his patience. H e  knew now how 
Dorigen's time and thought werc occupied ; 
Lady Anna had unthinkingiy betrayed the secret 
to Mrs. Michael Salvain, and Mrs. Michael had 
not; consiclcred i t  to be a secret a t  all. 
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' Was ever anything so macl 2' she said, after 
reading the letter alo~lcl at  the dinner-table to  
her husband and his mother ancl sister. ' Fancy 
being insane enough to attempt to support her- 
eelf and half-a-dozen other people by' writing 
poetry ! But Miss Gower is just the person to 
do some insane thing. . . . Fincl out all about i t  
for me, 1;Iichael. It will be immensely interest- 
ing to watch her progress, whether it be upwarcl 
or clownwarcl. . . . Wc might ask her to come 
to Thorsgrif for a few days in the spring.' 

,-lncl her husband smilcd, ancl "trough his 
brain swept the words of another woman-poet : 
' Quite low-born, self-educated, somewhat gifted tho' by nature, 
And we make a point of asking her, of being very kind.'<' 

I t  was not an easy thing even for him to  find 
out all about the life that Dorigen was living 
just then. He knew, partly to his satisfaction, 
partly to his regret, that when Lancelot Wilder- 
slowe had left Hild's Haven in the autumn he 
had taken with him a very definitely-written 
letter. Dorigen had taken pains to express her 
decision in language that coulcl not be misunder- 
stood or misconstrued. 'He will marry Gladwyn 
before a year is over,' she had said to herself as she 
posted the letter. And in truth she might have 
predictecl unlikelier things. 

Mrs. Browning. 
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No ; Michael's feelings about this were not all 
satisfaction. There were times now when he 
would have been glad to  know that Dorigen was 
protected and cared for, delivered from a life of 
pain and responsibility, and the low, small cares 
that deaden the soul, and dull the brain, and 
harden the heart. It was written on her face 
and in her manner that this strenuous experience 
was drawing the life from the years to be. 

One day when he went to Tenter's Close-it 
was a dull IjIarch afternoon-he found' that  
Dorigen was looking paler and more worn than 
cvcr. The two Miss Clleminshaws were there in 
the little room, sitting in the middle of a quantity 
of white tarlatane striped with pink. Michael 
stood for R moment biting his lip in the impa- 
tience which beset him. The Miss Cleminshaws 
were apologetic, and began tucking up the heap 
of finery into the smallest space into which it 
could bc made to go. Thomasin meanwhile was 
smiling her most fascinating smiles, and dartivg 
glances from under her untidy shock of hair in a 
way that was wonderful to see. 

'Couldn't you come up to  the cliffs for 
awhile 1' Michael asked of Dorigen. ' It is cold, 
but you could wrap up warmly ;' and she in- 
stantly consented. 

I t  did not take her a minutc to put  on her 
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black cloak and the crape-trimmed hat which 
seemed to make her look even whiter and 
thinner than before, And Michael did not fail 
to note the weary step, out of which all grace 
and lightness had gone ; and i t  seemed certainly 
to  him that her smile was 'worse than tears.' 
For awhile lie walked on quite silently. They 
went up the narrow lane that led to the cliffs, 
the dreariest of the dreary lanes in the immedi- 
ate neighbourhood of I-Iild's Raven. 

Out on the cliff'-top i t  was morc chilly, but 
the sea was there, rippling and heaving in the 
soft grey light ; and down on the rocks below 
the  waves were breaking with soothing murmurs 
that seemed to dcepen the silence in Michael 
Salvain's Ileart. Quiet, and grey, and sad as the 
scene was, it yet had bcauty in it-a beauty as 
of beautiful poetry he felt i t  to be-recognising 
slowly that the echoes of some poems he had 
read of late were still sounding in his brain. 
Involuntarily he turned and looked into the wan, 
sad face beside him, and thc two stood still and 
silent on the green cliff-cdge. 

' Well,' Dorigen said presently, looking up 
with a smile, 'have you nothing t o  say to me 
to-day ?' 

' I have much to say,' Michacl replied grnvely, 
and looking clown into hcr eyes with the same 
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strong, half-pained look of coii~passion which 
had been or1 his face years ago in Whnrram's 
Yard. ' I have much to say,' he replied, 'or 
rathcr, what I have to say is of great importance. 
. . . You must leave that house, and those 
people. You must leave them at once. You 
must promise me to-day that you will leave them.' 

A flash as of pain came over Dorigen's face. 
The strength, the impetuosity of &!tichael's tone 
and manner was more than his words. For one 
instant the rug11 of old emotion macle her feel as 
though she might faint, and instinctively she 
put out a hand to prevent herself from falling. 

Michael caught it, and held her for a moment 
in dread and in surprise, but she recovered 
quickly. 

' I  know why you say that, and all that you 
mean,' she said. 'There is no need for us to 
put it into words. It is kind of you to care ; i t  
helps me as nothing else could help me, to find 
that you have thought for me, and that I c&n 
speak to you as I can speak to no one else. 
There is no one now but you who has known me 
all through, and understood me. And you will 
undcrstand me still. I cannot leave Tenter's 
Close ; not yet. Besides my father's wish and 
will, I have the consciousness that i t  is my place 
until-until it is changed for me. I should 
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expect no help, no blessing on my life, if I were 
to desert my appointed place merely because i t  
is difficult. And I shall not be needed here 
always, perhaps not for long. The girls will 
marry ; Lydia is going to be married soon ; and 
Mrs. Gower will prefer to live with her own 
children when they have homes into which they 
can receive her. 8he has told me that. . . . 
Besides, I have other hopes,' Dorigen continued, 
smiling that wan smile again, and blushing 
faintly. ' I live on hope.' 

' I t  doesn't seem to be s particurarly nourish- 
ing thing,' Michael said sadly. ' I suppose your 
hope concerns your-your other life,' he con-
tinued, speaking of this 'other life ' for the first 
time, and wondering how he should speak with 
suficient carefulness. ' I should think no hope 
that you have of that kind is likely to be 
denied.' 

' You can say that I' Dorigen exclaimed in a 
low, tremulous voice, and blushing deeply as she 
spolte. 

' I  could say much more than that,' he 
answered, remembering the night he had sat 
alono with her first book of poems in his hand, 
knowing that then he saw the inmost heart and 
soul of the woman he had loved as he had never 
dreamed to see it, and discerning more clearly 
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than evcr his life's loss. Yet no surprise had 
touched him as i t  had touched others. This 
was in hcr ; ancl nlorc than this, he had said to 
himself, feeling instinctively that she might 
never express all herself, or even the best of 
herself; no poet, no writer does that. Some 
one clse had said it, 'The best is that which can 
never be written.' 

' Could you tell me more particularly about 
your hopc ?'Michael asked presently. ' I do not 
ask for curiosity.' 

'Don't make little explanations like that,' 
Dorigen pleaded. ' I  have no other friend to 
whom I could speak so utterly without reserve as 
I can to you, and it is good so to  speak sometimes. 
It is like the sharing of a burden, giving you 
half its weight. Many a time I feel that ccrtain 
ideas would crystallize themselves much more 
quickly if I might but  see them through the 
light from some one else's brain. They would 
gain in weight and importance. And I think my 
times of despondency would neither be so dark 
nor so frequcnt if my life were but a little 
shared and undcrstood; and even hope itself 
would be a fincr thing. . . . The hopc I spoke 
of just-now has a snlall foundation, has i t  not ?' 
she said, taking from her pocket ,z letter written 
on half a sheet of note-paper. ' I received this 
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yesterday, and it made the brightest day I have 
hacl this year.' 

The note was from the editor of a new 
magazine, which had already startecl fairly, and 
with every prospect of success. It was published 
by an old-established firm ; and the names ap-
pcncled to such of the articles as were signed 
were proof enough that the literary standard 
aimed a t  was a high one. It was published 
every two months, and the price of i t  was three 
shillings ; so that it  was not likely to be over-
lookecl in the crowd of monthlies. ' The illustra- 
tions were excellent;. 

'DEARMADAM(the note began), 
' I have read your poem, "The Idyll of 

Saint Hild," which you were good enough to 
send me, with great interest and pleasure. I 
should like to have i t  for Tho FrcEfalgur Sqz~n?.e 
Ilfctgaxi~ze,but I fear it  is much too long. I 
could insert a poem in two parts, or even in 
three, but I should not like to go beyond this ; 
and according to my computation your " Idyll " 
would recluire.to be divided into five. I do not like 
to ask you to shorten it, for I linow by experience 
what bitter work that is ; but in its present 
state it is quite i~npossible that I should use it. 
I believe I coulcl find room for it if i t  were but 
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twenty-five or thirty MS. pages shorter than it 
is. Would this reduction be possible to you ? I 
do not ask you to do i t  ; but I mention my 
requirement as a fact. 

' I do not need to refer to the critiques of 
your published volume. I know your poems 
well, and have, I assure you, a very strong ap- 
nreciation of their value. I should much like 
L 

to have your assistance on the magazine under 
my charge. 

.'Very truly yours, 
' JAMESD. REIGHTON.) 

Dorigen did not read the whole of this to  
Michael Salvain, but she read enough to make 
him understand her satisfaction. He made no 
comn~ent, however. 

'Are you not going to congratulate me?' she 
asked in some surprise. 

' I congratulate you on: having written the 
poem !' 

'Thank you,' she said ; 'but 
When you drink 

Still wish some happier fortune to your friend, 
Than even to have written a far better book." ' 

'You will shorten your poem, of course ?' 
Michael asked, knowing that she might not 
refuse s chance so good. 
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'Yes; as Mr. Reighton says, i t  will be bitter 
work, but it will not be so bitter as sending i t  
from publisher to publisher, as I might have had 
to do.' 

And in her own heart she added : 
'And it will not be so bitter as to need bread, 

and fire, and clothing; not so bitter as to be 
fighting hopelessly with anxiety ; not so bitter 
as being asked ceaselessly for money which I 
cannot pay.' 

She was grateful enough for the prospect held 
out to her, and, as she had said, she was living 
on hope. 

But, ah me I for t,he hope deferred, and the 
hope denied, that makes the training of him 
who would live by his pen alone. 

'Hc must enter,' says one who had so entered, 
'on a scene of oppression, distortion, isolation, 
under which for the present the fairest years of 
his existence are painfully crushed down. But 
this, too, has its wholesome influences on him, 
for there is in genius that alchemy which con- 
verts all metals into gold ; which from suffering 
educes strength ; from error, clearer wisdom ; 
from all things, good.' 



CI-IAPTER VI. 

TWO LIVES LAID DOWN. 

'	Was I a careless woman set at ease 
That this so bitter cup is brimmed for me ?' 

CHRISTINA
ROSSETTI. 


T was a few weeks after that day 011 

the cliff-top that n sudden failure in . 
old Than ltoui~tree's health became 

noticeable. For some time Dorigell went fre- 
quently ; the11 she insisted upon going to stay 
in the cottage i11 Salthouse Garth altogether. 
'I'lle peace of i t  was appreciably sweet after life 
in 'renter's Close. 

The old Hian gave no trouble. He would lie 
silent in the tiny bedroom which opened out of 
the kitchei?, not speaking for hours, and only 
13ousing himself to be polite when the Rector 
vent in, or when Gladwyn Thesiger came to  sit 

with Dorigen, and t~zr i~edto  his bedside for 
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awhile to try to extract from him some wild and 
wonderful story of the sea. 

Mr. Thesiger's curate, Mr. Frank Gerard, 
would come too, sometimes ; indeed, he got into a 
habit of coming rather frequently as the weelis 
went on, and lie was always made to feel that he 
was welcome. Dorigen enjoyed the coming of 
the clever, genial, Irind-hearted clergyn~aii quite 
as much as old Than enjoyed it. These were 
memorable days, and offered some strange con- 
trasts. 

There were times when it would certainly seem 
as if that ancient belief in the jealousy of the 
gods were not without foundation. 

By slow degrees Dorigen's secret had crept 
out, and had awakened a certain interest, a 
certain curiosity concerning herself and her life 
that was not so wholly unpleasant as she had 
feared it might be. True, she came but very 
little into actual contact with it, so that she saw 
only the kindliness, the appreciation, wllich often 
enough had such odd little touches in it, as of ,z 

kind of pride of local possession. I-Ier days were 
spent in ceaseless effort, now in this direction, 
now in that ; every esertioiz that she coultl inake 
being hardly enougli for the home in Tenter's 
Close. That was her care by day and by night, 
and failure to do all that was require 1 of her 
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hurt her conscience as a sin. Of all this there 
was none to ]inow. 

One of the heaviest of her secret troubles was 
arising out of that 'Idyll of Saint Hild,' con- 
cerning which her hopes had been so high and 
inspiring. She had spent nearly three weeks in 
reducing it to suit the requirements of the editor 
of TrafaZ,qclal-Square ~Magaxine,re-writing 
several portions in order that the excisions might 
leave no very noticeable trace; and doing her 
best to malre, the poem worthy of its promised 
good fortune. This she had done in the spring 
of the year, sending the MS. off again on the 
very day after it was completed. 

Since that time she haci watched the list of 
contents of each number in vain; and she had 
waited for proof-sheets in vain. And each dis- 
appointment fell across the two months to come. 
So, mainly hy old Than's bedside, the summer 
passed heavily yet not unhopefully. I-Iad she 
not that kind and appreciative letter in her degc? 

No one, save Michael Salvain, knew that she 
was expecting the appearance of the poem. Not 
even to Gladwyn Thesiger, who was a friend both 
lrind and true, could she bring herself to spealc of 
a yet unnccomplished purpose. She liked to 
think of the pleasure there would be at the 
Rectory, of the congmtulations that tvould come 
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when at last her hope was fulfilled. There m7as 
always sympathy there with a11 she did; and 
more than once some brief unsigned poem or 
essay of hers had been recognised when she did 
not know of it. 

' When is your next volume of poems coming 
out, Miss Gower ? May I ask ? is it rude to 
ask?' Mr. Gerard said one day in his usual tone 
of pleasant raillery. Gladwyn tvas there, and i t  
was one of old Than Rountree's brightest hours, 
so that there was no special gloom ig the homely 
little cottage where the old whaler was living 
out his last few days. 

' Softly !' Dorigen said, understanding the 
tone and the man too well to feel any annoyance. 
' Softly : 

L L  A poet is a word soon said, 
A book's a thing soon written. Nay, indeed, 
The more the poet shall be questionable, 
The more unquestionably comes his book." ' 

' Well,' said Mr. Gerald, 'you haven't over-
flooded the world with books so far. . . . But 
tell me now, how did you feel when you awoke 
and found yourself famous ?' 
'That has yet to happen,' said Dorigen with a 

sudden gravity. 
' Oh no, it hasn't ! T saw your nom de guerre 

lnentioned in the ilfetropolitan Beview last week 
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with no end of praise and prophecy attached to 
it . . . . But now do tell me, do you always 
sleep with laurel-leaves under your pillow ? That 
is said to be a sure way of obtaining inspiration.' 

'No ; I have never tried the laurel-leaves.' 
' You prefer the Grass of Parnassus?' 
'I don't know the Grass of Pamassus. Isn't 

that stupid of me? I am told that some of our 
cliffs are white with it in its time.' 

' Ancl you don't know i t ?  Well, that is sur-
prising ! F a ~ c y  living on the sacred mount, and 
not knowing its chief flower !' 

'Perhaps i t  doesn't grow so far down the 
slope?' 

KOIV that is mock humility, a thing I have no 
sympathy vith. But do be serious, please! I 
like talking to a real live author, and one so 
seldom gets the chance.' 

' You haven't the cliance to-day. I am only 
half alive.' 

'Are you not well ?' Gladwyn Thesiger 
said sympathetically. ' 1 am sorry. But you 
~vorlr too hard ; and you live too much alone. 
Is  it good for you ? Is  it even quite good 
for your poetry that you never speak of it, 
never try its effect upon anybody till it ia 
~)ublished?' 

' I do sometimes sympathize with Molihre,' 
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Dorigen replied. I am told that at one time, 
having no one else at hand, he used to have his 
housekeeper into his study, and read his plays 
aloud to her.' 

'Ah ! 1-1 sympathize with the housekeeper,' 
said Mr. Gerard gravely. And the next lnoment 
the cottage door was ihrown open with a burst, 
and Crainie Cleminshaw appeared, hatless and 
excited, on the scene. 

' Oh, Dorigen, you're to go home,' she said 
peremptorily, and turning her round eyes from 
Miss Thesiger to Mr. Gerard, as ik determined 
to make an impression of' some kind. ' You're 
to go at once, and I'm to stay with Than till you 
come back. And if you have any money here, 
you're to take it with you.' 

Poor old Than heard as he lay in his little 
room, and his groan was audible enough. 

' They'll kill her among 'em,' he said to 
Gladwyn Thesiger, who went to his bedside to 
offer to stay until Dorigen's return. But Miss 
Clerninshaw stayed also, and the old man lost an 
opportunity of saying something he had much 
wished to say to Gladwyn. I-Ie hinted at his 
desire, but a11 in vain, and the opportunity never 
came any more. 

Of course i t  was a sudden demand for money 
which necessitated Dorigen's presence in Tenter's 
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Close. A stern-looking, but not quite sober 
man was waiting there with a bill which he 
insisted should be paid at once. And though 
Dorigen gave him all that she had, it vas  not 
enough. 

' I will try to send you the remainder this 
week,' she said with pale lips, and a trembling 
that ran through her whole frame. 

Then she turned and went to her room to write 
r2 letter. 

She sat awhile trying to recover herself, trying 
to see if any' alternative were left to her, but 
there was none. She must write and ask the 
editor of Tlze Frcfal!ln?* Spunye dfagazilze if he 
would be kind enough to advance but a part of 
the money that would be due to her when her 
' Idyll of Saint Hild ' was published. 

It waH as if every sentence of that letter was 
written, if not with her heart's blood, then with 
her brain's essence. When her t d i  was done 
she rose up weak and faint, as people rise from pn 
illness. 

It was the 7th day of September. She might 
iiever forget that date. And she might iiever 
forget the days that followed-days of waiting, 
of suffering, of keen, silent, unspealrable suffer- 
1139;. 

Those who have known such crises in their 
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life may perhaps comprehend without written 
detail how the hours went on. Those who have 
not known, could not be shown more than the 
surface. The depth, the horror, the humiliation 
cannot be put into words. 

Day by day it went on. Morning after morn- 
ing broke in hope ; night sank to night in bitter 
despair. 

The last shilling had been expended two days 
when the postman came one morning to the door 
of the cottage in Salthouse Garth: He had a 
brown-paper parcel in his hand, and Dorigen's 
heart ~ a n k  instantly at the sight of it. She knew 
before she opened it that it contained the manu-
script of the one poem of her life. 

She had spent above a year in writing it. Her 
best thought had gone to the creation of i t  ; she 
had given so much of her life, so much of her 
suffering, of her soul's strength to its production. 
And there it lay, a soiled, nay, dirty, and torn, 
and dog's-enred heap of paper. 

Neither fiction nor the drama takes much 
account of the p.ssioaate pains, the tragic dis- 
appointments of the intellectual side of human 
life and nature. Are they not as worthy of note, 
as pathetic, as deeply important as the things 
which touch the emotions of the heart only ? 
Man does not live by love alone ! Is it less to 
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have the hope of your brain struck down by a 
Ysudden blow, than to  have the hope of your 
affections destroyed ? Is there no interest in 
human life sufficient for the purpose of him who 
writes in paraljles, save that one interest which 
surrounds love and marriage ? Assuredly we 
do not yet see so far in this matter as those who 
come after us will see. 

There was no letter with the parcel ; and 
when the first stun was over, Dorigen tried to 
hope that the-MS. might have been returned for 
further alteration. But the evening post de- 
stroyed this hope. A letter came, similar in  
appearance exactly to that kindly and pleasant 
one in her desk. But this one had nothing in it 
of kindness or of pleasantness. 

' DEAR MADAM,' began the editor of Tlte  
f iaf~lgarSgua~eMagazine,-

' I have made a very careful calculation 
of the length of your poem, and I find tbat 
it is longer by several pages than when I 
sent it to you to be reduced. I don't see that 
you can possibly shorten it further without 
destroying all proportion, and weakening it 
in every way. Under these circumstances 
I thinlr it would be much fairer both to your- 
self ancl to me to witlldramr " Tbe Idyll of' 
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Saint Hild." I should be glad to have a poem of 
suitable length from y,our pen. 

' Yours very sincerely, 
JAMESD. REIGHTON.' 

The roll of manuscript which Dorigen had 
taken from the poem in the spring was on the 
table by the window ; sufficient proof, if there 
had been any to require proof, that the accusa-
tion contained in this most contradictory note 
ivas not true. Of course she war, aware that 
there was something behind all this, though she 
might not then know what it was. And, 
indeed, it would have comforted her very little 
if she had been told-as later she was told-that 
Mr. Reighton was a very young man, new to the 
task of editing, and had accepted or partially 
accepted a far larger number of manuscripts 
than he was warranted in doing. Finally he 
had found it necessary to make a clearance, and 
very naturally chose to begin with such con-
tributors as he could disappoint, with impunity. 
This it was that was behind that hour of in- 
comprehensible trial. 

For some time after reading the letter she sat 
there silent, motionless, stupefied. Had the 
means* of living been hers, she knew that she 
might have set to work at once to rewrite the 
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poem and restore it to its original completeness. 
Then she might have found a publisher for it. 
She had enough of brief poems, some of which 
had already appeared in various magazines, to 
make, with the ' Idyll,' a volume rnuch larger 
than her first volume. But all this working 
and waiting was out of the question without 
even bread to eat while the working and waiting 
was being done. 

Still she sat there. Old Than slept peacefully, 
only waking. from time to time to taste of the 
jelly or the beef-tea that Mrs. Thesiger sent 
almost daily, less because old Than could not 
have provided for his small wants out of his 
own very slender annuity, than because the 
Rectory cook was clever in making such things, 
and had all proper appliances. Now and then 
he spoke of his eatisfaction that he should Le 
sailing into port under such easy weather, in his 
own cottage, with the vestiges of his life all 
about him ; his crutch by the head of his bed ; 
'Little Peace,' as he had come latterly to call 
her again, always there to ' turn his pillowl' 
The old p a n  spoke often of that luxury of 
having some one to turn his pillow. 

' I can hear the knap, knap, knapping o' that 
crutch on the deck o' the Narwhal as fair as 
owt to-night,' he said once when he woke up. 
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I t  was about midnight. Dorigen was leaning 
with her head against the old high-backed, rush- 
seated chair in which Than had sat for so many 
years. Her hand was lying upon his, which 
seemed colder to-night and greyer. When he 
slept again, she made up the fire and lighted 
a larger lamp, that the cottage should seem more 
cheery when he awoke next time. 

Then she sat down again, and thought till 
she was thought-sick, but she could see nothing 
except that her life was done-all her real life, 
the life she had cared for, fought for, suffered 
for. I t  was over as completely as that life 
which old Than was so peacefully laying down. 

There was no peace in her own heart. There 
might be quiet, but it was the quiet of utter 
desperateness. 

It, was a year now since she had passed 
through that night of strife and temptation 
consequent upon Lancelot Wilderslowe's offer. of 
marriage. She had never regretted tke decision 
she had made then ; on the contrary, even in the 
midst of her sorest trials, she had rejoiced in it, 
and had congratulated herself on being at least 
free, at least mistress of her own life, her own 
thought, her own powers. And even to-night 
ehe did not regret that resolute decision. 

But nevertheless some of that long-past night's 
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experience came back upon her nom7. She had 
doubted then whether she would have been 
wholly justified in making sacrifice of a life to 
which she had been so strongly and manifestly 
drawn by no will or wish of her own. . . . Now 
the sacrifice was demanded. 

And it was a complete sacrifice that was 
required. There was no tempting alternative 
awaiting her now. 

She must find for herself a home where she 
could live, and work such work as she could do, 
and receive 'such wages as her work might 
deserve. She had no very definite ideas, and 
the vagueness of the prospect was an additional 
terror. Changes were taking place at St. Dun- 
stan's. Bertie had a tutor ; Colonel Wilders- 
lowe was coming home, or rather it was ar-
ranged that Lady Anna was to meet him in 
Paris. The very remembrance of St. Dunstan's, 
and of the fair and bright life she had lived 
there, awoke in Dorigen's heart the fear that $he 
next experience would in all probability make 
her acquainted with wide reverses. She could 
not help shivering as she sat trying to look into 
that darlr, chill future that was before her. Her 
keen vision did but help to deepen the gloom of 
it. Mean as was the shelter of Tenter's Close, 
and full of all pain and humiliation as her life 
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there might be, she yet shrank from the only 
change that was open to her now. But all the 
same, she knew that, the time for change had come. 

Everything was changing. Iler whole life 
had been full of changes ; and she could hardly 
help going back over the past as she sat there, 
but perhaps the words that old Than was 
murmuring from time to time helped as much to 
give colour to her thought as her own grief did. 
It seemed that once again she was a little child, 
drinking in eagerly the old tales of the land of 
ice and snow of which she had never been weary. 

' They like the thin bay ice, them whales,' the 
old man murmured. ' Then they can break it 
easy, an' come up to breathe. Eh, I'd like thee 
to see a whale crackin' a sheet of ice wi' the crown 
of his head, an' comin' up to the surface. . . . 
I'd like thee to see it all, honey, but thee'd be 
despert frightened. . . . It's all so strange i' 
them Greenland seas ; an' it's cold, despert cold.' 

The whole world was seeming strange and 
cold to her as she sat there ; and life seemed full 
of that perplexity which comes upon us a11 when 
our best eff'orts are thwarted, our most genuine 
labour fruitless, our highest hopes denied, our 
most earnest purpose turned to failure and to 
shame. 

Musing, grieving, praying, resolving, she sat 
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there by the dying man. And the night went 
on ; and she knew that she was living through a 
crisis which had had none like unto it in her life 
since that life began. 

This last keen agonizing sacrifice made, she 
would have nothing left wherewith to make any 
other sacrifice. The rest of her life she might 
live passively, not caring how the years went, so 
that each one brought her nearer the end. 

' I think 1 could have borne it all, if I might 
have seen,' she said to herself ' If I might have 
had some vision, if I might have discerned some 
gain to be won out of all this loss. It is the use- 
lessness, the waste of i t  all, the waste of life, of 
suffering. What good can there be in a sacrifice 
that is demanded, that one would have escaped if 
one could ?' 

Then in the silence there was answer made. 
Was not this very ignorance, this very blindness, 
the secret of the bitterness of most earthly 
sorrows? To have knowledge would be to haye 
no bitterness. 

'What I do thou knowest not now !' 
' FFl~at1 do,' said One, knowing always what 

I-Ie does, and asking with beseeching Voice for 
simple accluiescence, simple submission, simple 
renunciation. 

So to accept a sorrow sent by God is assuredly 
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' to make God's deed ours.' This light at least 
we have. 

Waste! No ; in all this wide dark suffering 
world, wherein millions in all ages have lived 
but to suffer, and have lrnown no end of suffer- 
ing until the end that death has brought; 
wherein millions upon millions yet groan, and 
curse, and sin, and pray, and trust, and bear in 
silence-in all this there is no waste, no, not so 
much as il wasted sigh. 

By sorrow, by that utmost sQrrow of the 
Cross, as the redemption of humanity wrought 
well-nigh nineteen hundred years ago. By 
sorrow, by utmost sorrow alone, can we take our 
apportioned share in that redemption. 

' It is in losses that we cannot escape ; pains that  God calls 
upon us to bear, baffling5 from which no effort can set us free, 
no uprightness deliver ; or in that part of it  wherein the voice 
of duty bids us incur loss or pain, or leave unacted the deeds 
that  would delight us most. These things are the best in  life ; 
for these are God using us, these are His taking our poor 
aervices.'o 

To see this, or even to believe, not fully seeing, 
is to loolr with newer eyes up011 human life. 

For a long while Dorigen sat there, penctrated 
as it were with new light, new strength. It 
seemed ns if she had made her moan for nothing. 

1' James I-Iinton. 
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And by-and-by there came slowly the feeling 
that she might yet be glad for this opportunity ; 
that she might yet let into her heart the joy 
that is the joy of love, and finds its necessary 
food in sacrifice.' 

Though she might not discern her sorrow's 
end or meaning, she could rest in the thought 
that I-Ie who required it knew. He knew it all. 
I3e eaw her as she sat there making efforts to 
pass beyond the testing of the moment to that 
clearer regiop of the soul's life where endurance 
of earthly ill might pass on, if not to rapture, 
yet to perfect peace. 

Already it seemed as if the old life was behind 
that night, the new before ; and a deed became 
possible without further strife that would have 
seemed as if i t  could but end in madness a few 
hours earlier. 

And yet it could hardly be said that there 
was no pang in it. Leaving old Than sleeping 
quietly, she went into the outer room and tpok 
up in her hand the written poem into which she 
had condensed so much of her own life's inner 
experience. She held it only for one sad, pas- 
sionate, prayerful moment. 

Then, with reluctant hands, and throbbing 
heart, and determined spirit, she laid it sheet by 
sheet upon the fire, till not a word remained 
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save such as  remained written for ei7er in her 
own memory. These should never again be 
written elsewhere. 

' Some one else will write it,' she said half 
audibly. ' Some one else will write that " Idyll 
of Saint Hild," but I shall not know it. I fore-
tell it ; but I shall never see it.' 

Then she sat down again, feeling a great 
emptiness in the room-nay, in the world, in 
life, in all things. The peace which she had 
expected, and, indeed, had half tasted, was not 
perfected. Nay, for awhile it had gone out of 
reach again. 

The night was almost at  an end now. Old 
Than was murmuring in his sleep again ; and i t  
seemed to the watcher by his bed that a change 
had come over his face during the past half-hour, 
that change which is so indescribable and yet so 
unmistakable. She had no fear ; yet she knew 
that it would be well that she should not be 
quite alone when the end came. She had pro- 
mised to call one of the neighbours if there 
should be need. 

' Shall I ask Mrs. Rydale to come in, Uncle 
Than 3' she whispered, putting the question 
mainly by way of ascertaining how far the old 
man was conscious. He opened his eyes, and 
looked up with n faint mile. 
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' Ay, honey, thee can tell her,' he said feebly, 
and seeming to understand for the moment. 
But, Dorigen's hand was in his, and she could 
not easily withdraw it. 'Ay, thee can tell her, 
Little Peace,' he went on murmuring. ' But 
I'd not go yet a bit. . . . No, I'd not go while 
this snow-fog's so despert thick. Eh, but it is 
thick I . . . I can't see across the deck.' 

There was another pause, a brief one, so it 
seemed in that strong mingling of life's strongest 
emotions. .The dawn-light was struggling in 
through the closed blinds, the sparrows were 
chirping in the old apple-tree at the door, which 
this year, for the first time, had had no bud or 
bloom. Then suddenly-very suddenly, the old 
man half raised himself on his pillow, and a 
great glad light came into his eyes and passed 
upon his face. 

Eh ! at last ! at  last !' he said in slow tones, 
tremlilous with gladness. 'At last ! at last, 
there's the oppen water ! . . . Ay, it's yonder, 
the clear blue oppen water ; shinin' again' the 
glitterin' ice ; an' surgin' up upon the edges o' 
the floe ! . . . Eh, but I've looked a lang time 
fbr the sight o' that ! It's dolin' to be closed in 
i' the thick ice so long, an' at last! at last! I'm 
fain to reach yon blue water. Eh, I'm fain to 
see yon shinin' oppen water !' 



CHAPTER VII. 

'At first I felt in uttermost deepair, 
And said, L L  0Lord, this cross I cannot bear," 
But I hare borne it, and I bear it ,now, 
Only, oh only, do not ask me how.' 

After HEINE. 

is strange how sometimes a life that 
will seem to onlookers to be unevent- 
ful to' a most monotonous degree, yet 

appears to the person living it to be full of 
event. The cataclysms of fate do not always 
take such form as would be acceptable to  the 
newspaper; and a man may pass through a, 

series of crises, every one of which he shall hide 
successfully from his nearest neighbour if he will 
to do so. And tho greater the sorrows and dis- 
appointments of life, the greater the need of 
living i t  ao far to one's self. 
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To Dorigen Gower life had never seemed flat 
or empty; rather had it appeared to be full of 
all storms and changes, of sins and sorrows, of 
hopes, mistakes, disappointments. It was not 
otherwise now ; and yet people looking on won- 
dered that she could live a life so dreary and 
tedious, so unbrightened and unrelieved. No 
one save Michael Salvain knew that the thing 
she craved above all others was a time of abso- 
lute peace. 

Though three months had gone by since that 
night when old Than had found the open water, 
and when Dorigen had with such keen strife and 
pain laid down the one great hope of her life, 
she was still living in Tenter's Close, and still 
enduring much the same existence as before- 
the same, yet with a difference that was wider, 
and went deeper, than a n y b ~ d y  knew. Not 
even Michael Salvain could gauge i t  wholly. 

Of course he knew how things were going with 
her on the surface-nay, below the surface. &le 
came and went frequently, inventing such small 
pleasures and surprises as he might do, and 
having the satisfaction of feeling that his mere 
coming was always a pleasure to  one he cared 
greatly to please. Sometimes his wife came with 
him, and more often she sent flowers and fruit, 
and books and mngazines. Was i t  merc kindli-
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ness that moved her ? Was there aught be-
hind ? 

Yes. Michael knew all about the little hoard 
of money that Than Rountree had left for 
Dorigen-his own savings and Miss Rountree's 
for many, many years. The old man had put 
the money into Mr. Salvain's hands some weeks 
before his death. 

' Keep i t  for her, .sir,' he said. 'An' please 
t ry  so as she'll hev i t  for herself. We saved i t  
sixpence by sixpence, Leenock an'- me ; an' we 
allus meant her to have it. . . . It's nought, so 
to speak ; an' yet i t  would do her a bit o' good, 
mebbe, i' some strait ; an' I'm feared she's like 
to he' plenty o' them. . . . But say nought till 
I'm under the mould, sir. Please say nought on 
i t  till then.' 

Aud of course Michael kcpt the old man's 
wish. He did not speak of the gift till some 
days after that funeral in the old churchyard, 
when a coffin had been borne to a grave with a 
rude, wooden crutch lying upon the lid-that 
same crutch which had washed up by the side 
of a drowning man when the Narwhal arns 
wrecked upon the rocks a t  Northscaur. 

' You are sure you have not been reading 
" Aurora, Leigh" lately ?' Dorigen said, when 
Michael told her. She spoke with a quick flush 
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of surprise and emotion. ' You remember how 
Romney tried to make Aurora believe in a deed 
of gift '1' 

' I rcmen~ber very well, for I have read the 
book lately, and with a purpose, I confess. But 
for certain things said there, I had doubtless 
tried some such deception as Romney tried.' 

There was no doubting Michael Salvain's sin- 
cerity ; but small as the sum was, it was yet of 
force enough to move backward, at least for a 
time, that heavy wheel of fate which had crushed 
her life's purpose out from her life, and left her 
standing as a tree for awhile might stand, with 
its root cut out from the earth beneath. 

They were walking up and down the laae near 
Tenter's Close as they spoke. The hcdges were 
turning to russet and brown ; a daisy or two yet 
studded the scrap of green waste by the road- 
side ; women were spreading. clothes to dry on 
the stunted bushes. Over the harbour and the 
town there was a sunny, glittering mist ,that 
added a special beauty to the old red gables, the 
dark wharves and dockyards, and all the signs of 
life that were about the river-side. The clatter 
from the shipyards absorbed all other sounds 
save the lowing of cattle in the Abbey fields. 

' Was there any condition attached to  the 
gift ?' Dorigen asked, after a long silence, during 
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which her whole heart and soul had seemed to 
revive within her. 

' No,' said Michael. ' But it was the old 
man's earnest wish that it should be for your 
own use and benefit. Pardon me for saying 
that I think you should respect that wish.' 

I t  was not easy to respect it ; and yet i t  may 
be that old Than himself would have been satis- 
fied to know of the great, glad relief that came 
by  the lifting of burdens that had been alnlost 
too heavy to be borne. And eve11 when this 
was done, there remained still enough to enable 
Dorigen to hope that she rnight take up life 
again almost where she had broken i t  off on that 
sad night. . . . Almost ; not quite. She coulcl. 
write no other ' Idyll of Saint Hild.' 

No ; she would take Mr. Harvey Taunton's 
advice a t  last-driven to take it, as he hail 
prophesied she would be, by the strong force of 
circumstance alone. 

She would write no wore poetry. 
This decision was only arrived s t  after another 

struggle, almost as fierce and painful as the last ; 
but the very fierceness of i t  attested the fact 
that the decision, once made, would be irre- 
vocable. There should be no turning aside 
when once the new path was really chosen. 
But it might not be chosen without cost. On 

YOL. 111. 48 
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thc face of i t ,  i t  might seem but a small thing 
that a writer of poetry should be constrained to 
writc yoems in prose rather than in verse; but 
i t  could only seem small to one who had no 
special bent toward either. 

That ' Unknown Painter ' was not moved to 
lay %aide his brushcs and palette altogether. He 
might go on painting, but since he might not 
obey the inspiration that came to him, he was 
fain to confess the sinking of his heart as he 
covcred the cloister walls with the monotonous 
series, ' ~ i r ~ i b .  He who hadBabe, and Saint.' 
so longed to be the messenger of heaven, the 
steward of spiritual mysteries, could never con-
tentedly give of the mere mechanical invention 
of his own brain. J t  is a far-reaching, much- 
aspiring soul that vibrates through the words : 

' How my soul springs up ! No bar 
Stayed me-ah, thought which saddens while i t  soothes ! 
--Naver did fate forbid me star by star 
To  outburst on your night with all my gift 
Of fires from God.' 

But his cup was spilt, his sweet treasure 
wasted by human blindness, human slzortsigh ted- 
ncss. Lifc had no more to offcr to him. 

No;  such clccisions are not nladc without 
cost; nncl t o  Dorigcn Gower, as thc days went 
on, t l ~ ccost did not seem less, but rather more. 
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If ever success should come in this new way, it 
would not be the success she had hoped for. It 
was as if life were set to a lower key, and the 
music of it written with incomplete chords, 
broken harmonies, to which no execution could 
give the full power and resonant sweetness of 
the music she had hoped to know. 

But these winter days, though lower in their  
kind, were yet days of comparative peace. They 
passed on to spring, the spring to summer ; and 
when Lancelot Wilderslowe came toHild's Haven 
again, as he did in July, he saw that some 
change had come over Dorigen's face-a change 
that was toward a greater quiet, and yet did 
not seem to him for the better. 

' I don't know what i t  is,' he said to Gladwyn 
Thesiger one day at the Rectory. Thyra was 
there, and Juliet, the irrepressible ; and he had 
been inviting them to drive over to his new 
lodging a t  Lodbrok Bay, where he was painting 
a picture which he was unwise enough to say he 
intendcd for the Royal Academy. 

' I should like you to see it,,' he said, speaking 
more especially to Gladwyn. ' Couldn't you 
drive over-you and Miss Gower, ancl as many 
of your sisters as tho pony-carriage would 
hold ?' 

' I should like i t  immensely,' said Gladwyn, 
48-2 
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with eagerness ; ' bu t  I doubt whether Dorna 
would go. She doesn't go anywhere now.' 

It was then that Lancelot wondered aloud 
what change had come over the face he had 
recently watched with some surprise, some dis- 
appointment, And Gladwyn was quick enough 
to feel the significance of the fact thab he was 
able to speak critically of one whom only two 
years before he had hardly &red to speak of a t  
all, except in rare moments of confidence. But 
she was loyal, and admitted no touch of dispar- 
agement. 

' I don't know what i t  is,' Lancelot had said ; 
%ut certainly Miss Gower has changed. She 
looks olrler, thinner, and some indefinite charm 
that she had is gone from her manner altogether.' 

' I t  is only that she is weary,' Gladwyn re-
plied loyally ; ' and i t  is not only her work that 
worries her ; she has other things. And her 
life has no happiness in it, no tenderness, no 
beauty. E-Iow can you expect a woman to go 
on looking well out of whose life all that a 
woman most cares for has gone ? All that you 
say you miss in her would come back in six 
wocks if i t  had the chance.' 

' But we will t ry  to persuade her to come to 
Lodbrok Bay,' said Juliet. ' When shall we 
come, Mr. Wilderslowe '1' 
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' The first fine day you ccm come.' 
' Then we will come to-morrow, if we can have 

the carriage,' she said quickly. ' Are we to come 
to  luncheon 1' 

'To luncheon 1' said Lancelot gravely, and 
looking suddenly serious. ' Are you particularly 
fond of the dried heads of codfish ? Because 
there isn't anything else a t  Lodbrok Bay. They 
brihg them round in a cart. A dreadful woman 
in man's clothes stands in the middle of the cart, 
and holds up salted fish-heads strung on a string. 
I thought a t  firs&-I did really-that thcy were the 
scalps of her enemies ; and all the while she was 
uttering something tliat sounded like an incanta- 
tion in a foreign tongue. She goes on uttering 
this for a while, then she begins a denunciation, 
and then you go out and buy. They are eighteen 
for a shilling.' 

' I say I How cheap I'  
'They are very chcnp. If you like, I will have 

a shilling's worth cooked for you to-morrow.' 
' Very well,' said Juliet. 'Any potatoes ?' 
' I don't know about potatoes,' said Lancelot, 

with n new accession of gra#vity. ' I fancy you 
cat seaweed with sadtetl cod-fish-at least, I think 
i t  was seawced that was in the tureen to-day. But 
you can never tell a t  Lodbrok Bay ; the place has 
a flavour of its own, and everything tastes of tliat. 
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It is a rery strong flavour, and somewhat pecu- 
liar. It is not exactly sea-wrack, and i t  is not 
exactly salt-fish, nor is it exactly oilskin clothing ; 
I should say i t  was a rather careless combination 
of the three. But come to-morrow and taste it 
for yourself. You begin to taste about half-way 
down the bank.' 

' Oh, we know the Bay Bank !' said Juliet ; 
' and I know why the place was called Lodbrok 
Bay. It was because the sons of Ragnar Lodbrok 
landed there when they came over to avenge the 
death of their father. You know about Ragnar 
Lodbrok 1' 

'Well, yes; but I'm afraid I couldn't stand an 
examination.' 

' Co~~ldn ' tyou ? Well, then, I'll tell you. He 
was a Danish sea-king-a Viking : and he built 
two ships, larger than any that had ever been 
built in the north before-they were so big, 
indeed, that he couldn't manage them, and he 
was sliipwrecked on the coast of Yorkshire. It 
was called Deira then, and Ella was the king of 
it ; and when Ragnar Lodhrok was shipwrecked, 
instead of helping him and his crews, Ella took 
him prisoner and put him into a dungeon full of 
vipers that stung him to death, and he never 
once uttered a groan ; they say, indeed, that he 
laughed, but I never feel quite sure about that. 



And then his sons, Ivar and I-Iubha and Ilalf- 
dene, came over to  take revenge, and they 
landed a t  Lodbrok Bay and set up thcir standard 
on Ravenhill-that is the high point of land a t  
the south end of the bay. It was a magic 
banner; Ragnar Lodbrok's wife, Aslauga, and 
her daughters wove i t  in one noon ; and i t  hncl a 
raven on it, and the raven used to seem as if i t  
were flying when the Dancs were going to be 
victorious.' 

' How very interesting ! I am sorry I haven't 
my note-book.' 

' Never mind ; I will tell i t  to you all over 
again to-morrow.' 

But, unfortunately, when the morrow came i t  
was a wet day, and the day after that it thick, 
damp sea-fret was on the coast, so that i t  was not 
till the afternoon of the Monday following that 
the Rectory pony-carriage stopped a t  the lower 
edge of Tenter's Close. 

Dorigcn was quite ready, waiting there in the 
warm sunshine that was upon the tiny scrap of 
front garden, where nothing grew generously 
save marigolds and chickwecd. 

' Ah I There you are 1' cxclaimed Gladwyn, in 
her cheery and rather boisterous fashion. ' Come 
along; you're going to drive, you know, and I'm 
.going t o  sit beside you and chatter ; and Mavis 
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is to fcccl us with grapes as we go ; and Juliet's 
basket is full of gingerbread nuts. I am glad 
it's a fine day I We're going to have the jolliest 

' 

drive we've had this year !' 
And, in truth, i t  was a pleasant drive. Nearly 

six miles had to be overpassed before they came 
to the top of the steep road that leads down-into 
Lodbrok Bay. The quaint fishing-town lies 
nestling in the hollows made by the irregularities 
of the cliffs, where they divide to let the little 
bcck come gurgling down from the wide, green 
upland that rises above the bay. Rome of the 
llouses stand in the ' Bank ' by the roadside ; 
some arc perched on little rocky plateaus ; some 
stray quite down t o  the edge of the sea. 

The wide bay has a sweep of a t  least three 
miles ; and when the tide is out i t  is the 
dreariest, weariest, most fascinatingly picturesque 
bay that nn artist could come upon-picturesclue, 
that is, as Tennyson's Lincolnshire fens are 
picturesque, 'XTitli level waste, and roundillag 
grey.' No huge bouldcrs brenls the line, as on 
the scaur at Hild's Haven ; no tall, dark, rugged 
rocks stand out with bold, fractured angles. In 
the centre of tlie sweep of tlie bay the cliff 
slopos bnckward and upward gently, tho stunted 
grass and the various wilcl things creep down- 
w i ~ dto the edge of the shingly beach ; but at 
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each end of the hay the cliffs rise again and 
stand out with a grandeur all their own. To see 
' the Bay ' and the Bay town from the top of the 
Bank is to be well rewarded for your trouble in 
going there. 

With a thoughtfulness hardly to have been 
expected, Lancelot had conie half-way up the 
steep hillside to meet the carriage, bringing 
with him a boy, who took out the pony and con- 
veyed i t  safely to a stable helonging to one of 
the small inns down in the  town. 

' Knowing how enterprising you are, I was 
afraid you might be attempting to  drive all the 
way down,' he said, handing the four ladies out, 
and turning downward with a certain feeling of 
gratification. 

Even a t  Lodbrok Bay i t  him to  have 
visitors, three of whom a t  least satisfied his 
artistic instinct for colour and brightness. Glad-
wyn's dress of creamy lawn, with ribbons of 
subdued carnation red, touched him like a piece 
of soft exhilarating music. He was drawn to  
her side, as he had been drawn to  porigen's side 

3 at the Musical Festiva,l a t  Kirk-Leighton, hardly 
knowing what i t  was that drew him, and finding 
a curiously fresh pleasure in watching the win- 
ning blue eyes, over which the long lashes 
seemed to droop as they had never drooped 
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before, and the rich tint on the sunburnt and 
sea-tanned face, which seemed every moment to 
be growing richer. 

Gladwyn's brown, rippling hair looked prettier 
than ever under the broad-brimmed hat of drawn 
cream-tinted silk. There were some carnations 
among the trimming of ivory lace, and a cream-
coloured parasol, lined with pure, low-toned red 
to match the flowers, gave a pretty finishing- 
touch to her costume-a costun~e which had re-
quired more study than Gladwyn was in the 
habit of giving. Juliet quite understood. 

Mavis, with her pretty blue-and-white cotton 
frock, and Juliet with her pale pink, were walking 
with Dorigen down the hill, one on either side of 
the white, weary - looking woman dressed in 
shabby black, who could not even then forget 
her weariness or her hidden pain, but who made 
successful efforts to seem forgetful. Juliet clung 
to hcr, and put  her pretty pink-and-white wrist 
within her arm, and tried all day to makerthe' 
time s pleasant time for one whose pleasant 
days were so few. 

And her effort was not unnoticed. 
' It's all a mistake,' Juliet said once to Mavis, 

when Dorigen had joined Gladwyn for a few 
moments as they entered the small, unsavoury 
town. ' I t 's  all a mistake. I'm sure Dorna 
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doesn't care for him, and I'm sure Gladwyn does ; 
and I believe he's going to care for Gladwyn. 
Why, he's never spoken to either of us, and I 
don't think he knows we're here. I shall remind 
hini presently.' 

They went onward through the town, down 
by the narrow street where the small shops dis- 
played their miscellaneous wares to such doubtful 
advantage ; then, quite suddenly, the street ended 
in boats, and sand, and wrack-strewn beach, and 
sea. 

' Are we going into the German Ocean?' asked 
Juliet in her little, high-pitched voice, arid with 
a childishly coquettish glance. 

' Not exactly into it,' replied Lancelot, with 
his usual exceeding gravity. ' For a little way 
-half a mile or so-we must walk along the 
edge of i t  ; then we turn upward into a small 
ravine, called Burtree Beck. My rooms are a t  
Burtree Beck, and my landlady's name is Jean 
Laverock. I shall have pleasure in introducing 
you to Mrs. Laverock.' 
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'Her tree of life drooped from the root, 
She said not one word in her heart's sore ache ; 
B u t  peering through the dimness, nought discerning, 
Trudged home, her pitcher dlippillg all the way ; 
So crept to  bed, and lay.' 

CFIRISTINAROBSETTI. 

EAN LAVEROCK ! It must be the 
Jean I used to know,' Dorigen said 
musingly, yet audibly. She and 

Juliet were walking first, slipping upon the rvet 
shingly beach, where tbe long tangle was lying 
in rich brown heaps that glittered in the sun. 
There was n portion of a wreck in one hollow by 
the cliff, and a group of little children were pre- 
tending to do lessons among the black timbers, 
leaning their slates upon the splintered ribs of the 
bulwarlc~. They stopped to ~ t n r e  as the prettily- 
dres~ed ladies went by with the gentleman who 
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was living at Jean Laverock's, and who gave 
them pennies; and one girl among them won- 
dered as they passed if Margery Laverock were 
a t  home. Dorigen heard the question. 

' Of course it's the same Jean,' she said to 
Juliet. ' I used to know them quite well-in- 
deed, Margery was the only child-friend I had. 
I knew they had come to live at  Lodbrok Bay, 
but I fear that I had forgotten them of late. 
Margery will be grown up-quite a woman. 
She was such n pretty little thing when she was 
a child, and so good, so winning. She was lame 
then, and suffered a good cical, but she used to  
endure with touching patience. I heard sfier-
wards that she had outgrown her lameness a 
little, and that the doctor said she would pro- 
bably outgrow it altogether. I shall be very 
glad to see her again.' 

Gladcvyn and Lancelot had sallntered so much 
that they had to be waited for at  the turn of the 
brown cliff where Burtree Beck was trickling 
do\l7n to the bcach. There wras a r ~ l d c  ~700den 
bridge above, and i,eyond that a watermill, with 
it miller's cottage. The othcr cottage btood 
~ t ~ u c h  was upon a barrenhigher, and pcrched 
rocky slope of the opposite cliff, a slope that \\.:is 
strewn with oars, masts, fragments of net, old 
ropes, and lobster- pots. 
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' That will be Peter LaverockIs cottage,' 
Dorigen said, and just afterward Lancelo&. and 
Gladwyn came up, looking too much pre-
occupied to  care about the wildness, or the 
shadotviness, or the picturesque rudeness of the 
little hollow between the rocks. Juliet was 
standing on the edge of the beck that was gurg- 
ling among the stones. 

' What are we to do now?' she said, in a tone 
of pretended fretfulness, which the laughter in 
her large dark eyes quite contradicted. ' Bon't 
Ray we've got to walk through the water, Mr. 
Wilderslowe !' 

' You can cross by the bridge,' said Lancelot 
languidly.

' But how are we to  get to the bridge?' 
' Oh, you walk up  the stream till you come 

to it.' 
' And then climb up that steep bank to get on 

to it ?' 
' l'recisely !' 
' Thanlrs. You are cool !' 
I t  was not really a difficult matter, crossing by 

the big stones that were strewn about the bed of 
the stream. Thcre was a little pathway up  the 
green rocky slope on the other side. The white- 
\vashcd cottage stood at the top in a neglected 
gnrdcii ; tall blue monkshood. straggled np 
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through the gooseberry btishes, great currant 
spraj flung themselves over the paling. A 
kitten was blinking in the sun, n big tortoise 
was crawling among the stones that were about 
the water-butt. 

M y cloor is round here,' Lancelot said, lead- 
ing the way by a tiny cross path to the end of 
the cottage. Then he half stopped, and looked, 
if not confused, then certainly surprised. I t  was 
:I moment of surprise for everybody. 

And yet it mras only Mirgery sitting there 
upon the stone-seat by the cottage wall-little 
soft-eyed, bea~itiful, blushing Margery. She 
seemed to  have been disturbed i n  the middle of 
some dream whicli she could not quite shake off 
in a moment. Were these richly-dressed ladies, 
and this tall, languid, kind-eyed gentleman part 
of i t  ? She rose to her feet to make escape, 
blushing, growing pale, seeming ready to cry. 

' I thought you were going to Langthorpe this 
afternoon, Miss Laveroclr ?' Lancelot said. 

And then a tall dark figure came forward and 
took the girl's hand kindly. 

' Don't you remember me, Margery 9' said n 
voice that was half strange to the girl, half 
familiar. 

She looked up in wonder while recollection 
came slowly to her eyes, Was this pale, sad, 
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worn-looking lady the girl who had lived by 
MTiggoaer's Wharf, and who had been so kind 
years and years ago ? 

Margery did not linom what answer to make 
in her surprise ; but Jean Laverock, who had 
been watching from the window, saw and under- 
stood nt once when Dorigen tool< Margery's 
hand, and held it with a smile and a look of 
questioning on her face. 

Eh, but I knew i t  was you, Miss Gower !' 
Jean said, qoming on to the scene with excite- 
ment in  her great black flashing eyes, and a 
mingling of old regard and new deference on her 
handsome face and in her manner. ' I lrnew i$ 
was you, though you are so changed, and so-so 
different. Maybe it's the blaclr dress, partly, an' 
the sorrow you're had, for there's naught taltes 
the light from a woman's eyes an' brinms the P
lines to her brow like sorrow. An' you've had 
grief upon grief, and none to take the burden 
from your shoulders for an hour. I've h e a d  of 
you, though I've not seen you-yet over and 
over I've heard ; but never naught to make me 
glad i' the hearing. . . . But now, now I'm 
forgcttin' myself, as is always the way wi' me. 
Cotne in, come in, ladies, all of you. Mr. Wildera-
lowe told me to expect a carriage full of ladies, 
but I'd never a thought that one o' them would 
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be a lady I'll be glad to see so long as I've eye- 
eight. . . . Corne in  then, come in. . . . Margery, 
see to t l ~ e  boilin' o' the kettle, and aslr your 
father to sort out the biggest o' the shrimps, an' 
to  get up some fresh lettuce out o' the bed. . . . 
I'll go mjself to the hen-llouse to  see for the 
eggs.' 

They sat dolv11 presently in the small, neat cool 
room where an ample ten was already spread. 

' I hope, Gladtvyn, you see how we're finding 
31s. l\'ilderslowe out,' Juliet said misollievously. 
'You renlembei* wliat he saicl the other day about 
salted cocls' heads. Now you hear fat shrimps, 
fresh lettuce, new-laid cggs ; now nlso you see 
jams in glass dislles, quantities of delightful-
looliing butter, brown bread and white, two 
cream cheeses, Scotch bread (a  thing I 1021e), 

cheese-cakes, cream, bron~ii scones, and the de- 
lightfullest old chins I ever saw. . . . Aren't you 
zlsliamed, Mr. 'IVilderslowe ?' 

' Of tlie tea-table ?' 
' No, of being found out. I expect we shall 

fi11c1 you out in some other things before tlie day 
is over.' 

Not only pTulict, but Dorigcn and Gladwyn 
also, noted the yuicli ancl curious change that 
appeared for an instant like :L flash on Lancclot's 
face ; and one at least of thc trio iioticed that 

VOL, 111. 49 
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inzrv~ediately afterward his eye sought a large 
canvas which was stailding upon the easel i11 
the corner, but turned with its face to the 
wall. 

IS that the picture we've come to see ?' 
Mavis asked, by way of breaking a little silence 
which even she felt to have in it some element of 
discomfort. 

' I'es,' Lancelot replied ; ' but we m7ill have 
tea before we trouble ourselves about such un- 
satisfying things as pictures.' 

Why should they be unsatisfying ?' Gladwgn 
asked, spealring in a new soft, dreamy way. S l~e  
had detected the sudden loss of buoyancy ill his 
tone. 

' Everything 1 do is unsatisfying,' he said, 
turning to her as if there was relief in turning 
from the chance of further badinage. ' If I really 
co~z~pleteanything-which comes to pass but 
seldom-therc is no  joy in i t  when i t  is done. 
As n rule, I break down about the middle, if I 
get so far ; but it frequently happens that I get 
clisgusted before thnt. And i t  is not only in 
paiinting : if I t ry to  write anything longer than 
a s o ~ ~ n e t ,  i t  is the sanlc. . . . Do yoix suffer from 
such ~niscrnble uilstcadfastncss of purpose, Miss 
Gowcr ? 13ut I need not ask such an idle ques- 
tion-I nm sure you don't.' 
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' I have not the sanie temptlition to be change- 
ful that you have,' she said, wondering within 
herself how it would be if she had. ' It is the 
penalty you pay for having ten talents instead of 
one.' 

Thanks ! that is consoling. I will try to 
remember it. All the same, I tbinlr versatility 
is of the nature of a curse. Don't you agree 
with me? 

' No, assuredly no,' Dorigen said, thinking 
sadly of her own oft-wearied brain, jnd lonely 
resourcelessness. ' There are times when I 
crave pnssionately for the power which I see 
quite young and half-taught children possess- 
tile power of sitting down to a piano and iriaking 
such music as nzust at least be a relief, a pleasure, 
n distraction froin care for such as are old enough 
to be care-burdened ; while if I had the gift of 
painting or drawing, I think I could never know 
3 Teary hour. . . . And, apart from the refresh- 
ing, there must be such teaching, such culture, 
such training for eye and hand in these things. 
They must teild to round and widen the whole 
nature. . . . Remember, it was the man who had 
only otte itslent zoho went and hid it in the , ea~ t?~I' 

'And are you going to hide yours in the 
earth?' asked careless, thoughtless littlc Juliet, 
lmowing nothing, suspecting nothing, but re-

49-2 
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menzbcring that she had heard her father wonder- 
ing over Miss Gower's long silence. Pe t ,  child 
as she was, she perceived the quick flush of pain 
that came to the worn face, and everybody was 
glad to  see Jean Laverock come bustling into 
the room with her best cap on, and her big, 
bright copper tea-kettle in her band. Jean's red 
ribboils were fluttering, the lrettle was steaming 
and hissing ; there mas a little vibration as of 
anger in the draught fro111 the open door. 

' Excuse  me, ladies,' said Jean half breath- 
lessly ; ' the tea should have been in sooner, but 
that spoilt child of mine has failcd me altogether 
this afternoon. I don't know ~v l~a t ' s  come to 
hcr. She's so good, so obedient as a rule, an' 
r~owshe wouldn't even bring in the eggs, or the 
lctt,uccs, or the plate o' Tvarln cake, let me say 
what I would. An', worse tllan all, she's gone 
oft' up the cliff, an' left me to do everything 
alonc-the wicked girl ! . . . But it's my own 
fi~ult; I've spoilt her, as I spoilt her elder dster, 
an' 1'11 11a' the pcnalty to pay now as I had tlien. 
. . . An' yet, what am I saying ? The child's 
as tlenr to me as tlie apple o' my eye. . . . Mr. 
~Vilclcrslowe, you're a scholar: tell me how it is 
that one can get so angewd wi' the people one 
~ ~ o u l t lshed one's heart's bloo(l f o r ?  . . . 
Ailgered ? Ay, an' bittcr api i ls t  them, an' 
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unforgivin7, while a11 the while it's death to 
want the lovin' word. . . . But there now, 
ladies ! Wllat else will I bring you ? I'lease 
say if there's anytliing I've forgot !' 

Jean had bcen arranging the plates and ten-
cups ~rhile she spoke, and Lancelot had beell 
placing the chairs. 

'This is your chair, Miss Thesiger,' he said, 
indicating the one he had placed before the 
tray. ' You make such escellcnt tea at the 
Rectory that I hope you will oblige us this 
nfteriloon !' 

'But  you ought to have asked Dorna,' said 
Juliet. ' She is older, nearly three years oltler.' 

' Ancl thrice three years more tired,' said 
Dorigen ; ' tired enough to want to rcst, and be 
waited upon by such young people as you are, 
for all thc rcst of my natural life.' 

I t  was very plcasant, sitting there wit11 the 
breeze from the sea blowing in at the open 
\rindow ; with bright faces and kindly ~vords 
and pleasant \Irnys to fall btlclr upoil wheli 
thought grew perl)lexing. Dorigen coulcl not 
help ~vondering about Margery, and as she 
wondered her glance rcstetl, involuntarily upon 
Gladwyn and I ,ai~celot. They 1001red strangely 
in earnest, both of them ; but Dorigen could not 
help discerning that neither was quite happy, 
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quite at  ease. Lailcelot had not been at ease 
since the moment when he had come upon 
Margery sitting upon the stone seat by the 
cottage wall, and Gladm~yn seemed to be study- 
ing the sudden change in him. A little she 
tried to find the cause of it ; then she tried to 
win hirn back to be hinzself; but in  neither 
effort was she quite successful. 

There was a little mystery somewhere; this 
Gladwyn felt. And i t  seemed to deepen, when 
at last, tea being over, Lailcelot was constrained 
by force of unallimous request to turn his half- 
finished picture to the light. There was a 
general exclamation, which on analysis might 
have beell fouild to represei~t a curious mingling 
of feeling. But at  least there was as much of 
admiration as of anything else. 

' 13ut I thought i t  was a picture of Lodbrok 
Bay we had come t o  see ?' said Juliet, the 
inquiring. 

' NO,' said T,ancelot, feeling that here eswt ly  
was the opportuniry he had desired for e s -
planation. ' Now you have another proof of the 
vncillatioii of my tutelary genius, another evi- 
clcnce of my inability to choose for myself. 
came here on purpose to paint a view of the 
bay. I sclectecl a c a ~ ~ v a s  size and form to of a 
suit my ideas of it. I bought an easel expressly 

I 
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intendcd for outdoor ~ o r l i ,  and a new white 
sketching umbrella. Thcn, the very morning I 
was going out to paint, I came upon Margery- 
Miss Laverock-sitting exactly as you saw her 
sitting this afternoon, on the rnstic stone seat at  
the back of the cottage, with that woodbine 
climbing and straggling all ovcr the fractured 
whitetvash of the wall behintl, ancl tall hemloclis 
2nd sword-grass growing up about her feet. The 
effect was irresistible.' 

'And shc was looking just as you have painted 
her ?' Glad wyn asked, looking intently into the 
brown, soft, dreamy eyes, and bvonclering what 
might be the meaning of the gcntle smile which 
sccined to contradict the sad, pathetic expression 
of the face. 

' Yes ; exactly likc that,' Lancelot replied. ' I 
think that brilliant scarlet handkerchief, tllrown 
so picturesquely ovcr the soft, dark, mossy hair, 
is the most delightful bit of colouring I hare  
ever achieved. And the whole of the dress, thc 
earrings, tllc coral beads, thc flowered muslin 
gown, is something to demand one's best efforts 
in the way of colouring. . . . I have given m y  
best, and yet-and yet ! at the present moment 
I feel as if I should never toucli that canvas-again,3 

Dorigen loolrcd up quickly, involuntarily. 
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Something in Lancelot's tone made his words 
seem like the history that a man discloses while 
he is sleeping. By-and-by he awakes, not 
knowing that he has spoken. 

'I should like to see Margery again,' Gladwyn 
said, after a time, and still looking intently into 
the picture as she spoke. 

'Oh, I dare say you will see kier next time 
you come,' Lancclot replied, with designed cnre- 
lcssness. 'You will cokne some day soon, will 
you not '1' . 

' I don't know,' Gladwyn said. ' I fear not. 
Mamma didn't givk her consent at  all readily 
this time. . . . No ; let us go up to the cliff 
now. MTe shall be sure to find her.' 

' Mr. Wilderslowe knows exactly where she is,' 
snicl Juliet, with mischief in her glance. 'Don't 
you, now ? Hasn't she some favourite spot up 
in those cliff fields 1' 

' Do you remcmlser, Miss Juliet, that I have 
only bccn at Lodbrolr Bay about n fortnight Y 

' A fortnight ! Time enough for you to  flirt 
with all the pretty girls in the place. And this 
ollc i.9 pretty t She's :I,dear ! And she looks 
like :L littlc lady, too, in spite of all those tCav+rclry 
things you admire so. Oh 1 we must see her 
:\,gain ! S shall ask her to come to the Rectory 
to five o'clock t e i ~  the ncxt time she comes t o  
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Hild's Havcn. Will you bring her, Mr. TVilclcrs- 
loffc ?' 

' Certainly, if you wish it.' 
' I do wish i t  ; but  more still I wish t o  sec her 

now. If you do~i ' t  comc and help mc t o  filicl 
ber, I shall go alone. Dornn, I know you mill 
go with me. You always do everything 1ask.' 

' Do I '1 I wasn't aware of it. But we will 
all go together. Thcrc, you see, Mr. JVilders- 
lowe is cloing what you ask also.' 

' Was cvcr anything so obliging?' snicl the  
mocking J ulict, whom everybody lovecl, her 
moclrery notwithstanding. 

1,ancelot made no pretence. A t  once he led 
the  way up the  stony, dusty, narrow road to  the  
cliff-top pasture that  hc Irncw. The blue scn 
~v:.ns changing with the  changing clay to  n sunny 
grccn. The Iarli's song and thc  sca-gull's scream 
met  upon the  wnrrn, soft air. Cattlc were 
straying about thc  barren - seeming hillocks ; 
swallows darted by on swift, quict wing. 

r illlcre was silence for awhile-a placid, c s -

pcctant, nature - wrought silcncc. The fivc 
stragglers went onward. Dorigen ancl the  two 
younger girls were in front. Lancclot nncl 
Gladwyn had droppcd ljchind. It was curious 
how, by common consent, this had comc t o  be 
the natural way of things. 



Presently, on the cdge of the second field, the 
silence was broken. Lancelot and Gladwyn 
came up with the others. 

' I f  we are to find Miss Laverock anywhere, i t  
will be behind that hillock,' he said. 'The well 
is thcrc ; i t  is a spring, and i t  is enshrined in a 
most picturesque spot. If I llad discerncd i t  
before I began my picture, I should have decided 
to I)egin i t  here. I mav yet change for this, if I 
finish the painting a t  all.' 

f 1ll-icy were. close upon the well now; and i t  
\17:1s indeed a picturesque spot. It seemcd as if 
the hillock had been hollowecl out underneath 
t o  form a sort of natural well-house ; the water 
tricliled down through moss, and fern, and 
various water-weeds ; all manner of creeping, 
:lnd hanging, and budding, and blooming things 
1incZ gathered about the place ; wild roses and 
woodbine were there in their season, with 
brnml)le in fruit or flower. Just  now the wood- 
bine bcrriea were beginning to redden among a 
few late white blossoms of the bindweed ; and 
underneatlr the drooping, straggling archway 
was a trcnlbling littlc figure, now as red as the 
rcdclcst berry, now alrnost as white as the whitest 
flo\~lcr. What fear was in the child's hcart, that 
slic tremblcil so ? that she should seem so faint, 
so ovcrl~owered, so unhappy ? 



Gli~d\~-t.ynand Dorigen saw i t  all ; and Lance- 
lot saw i t  too, and was angry rather than un- 
happy. 'Whnt a little fool !' hc cyas saying in 
that incomprehensible heart of his. 

,\nd yet what a lovely little fool ! 
Glndwyn Thesigcr saw all tho lovcliness, thc 

refinement of feature and cornplcxion, the sub- 
clued, yet eviclcntly clcep emotion. And she 
untlerstood ; perliaps better than anyone there 
she understoocl what was in thc heart of the 
child who stood there by thc big brbwn pitcher 
of w:~tcr, plucking the changing berrics from the 
spray of woodbine ncarcst her wit21 tiny, nervous, 
trembling fingers, riot daring to look up, not 
cl;~ri~lpnto speak, even in answer to a cluestion. 
How should she dare, when only that morning 
Jlr .  -\Vilderslowe had told lier that she must 
lrnrn to speak English rather than North York- 
sliirc ? He would give hcr lessons, he had said 
kindly ; but the lcssons had not even begun, so 
how could she spcak before all these clever and 
bvnutiful ladies, who were chattering so easily 
nxld so very prettily about thc  picture, and the 
well, and the beauty of 1,oclbrok Bay, as see11 
from the cliff-top fields ? 

Slie half-unclerstood that thcy werc talking, 
looliil~g away over the scene, to relieve her from 
enlbarrassment and confusion ; but how could 
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she feel relieved when he was glancing a t  her 
like that-so coldly, without a smile, without 
any kindness in eyes that had seemed so very, 
very kind. Ah, the cruelty of that careless, 
costless kindness ! 

Costless ! No ; for the cost falls always 
somewhere. Even now Margery's heart was 
throbbing ; something within her was swelling, 
overflowing; and just when she ventured to look 
up, as if appealing from her pain, her most un- 
deserved pain, Mr. Wilderslowe was bending 
to look down into the beautiful blue eyes of the 
lady who hncl the lovely dress of cream-colour 
and camation-red. All the afternoon i t  had 
been this one lady who camc before Margery's 
vision when she thought of him. Now i t  seemed 
as if she saw everything in that glance that was 
passing between them, and the sight was more 
than the loving, susceptible, undisciplined hcart 
of the chilcl could bear. 

Nobody vas  prepared. Margery's burst, of 
wilcl, passionate, unrestrained tears came like a 
shock ; and eve11 as they camc she turned and 
Hcd, flying with a pathetic unsteadiness of 
movenlcnt, along tlie broken field-edge, down to 
a llollow whcrc she might wcep as long and as 
wildly as slie would. 

' I think I will go to her,' Dorigen said, feel-
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iag much distrcssecl nnd pained ; but Lailcelot 
begged her very enrnest'ly not to go. 

He spoke quite kindly. 
' I t  will bc better that you should not,' he 

saicl. 'Better for Ilcr. Mrs. Laverock told me 
that the child's tearfulness had been a trial to  
her for years, and she begged me not to be 
sym~~athetic. '. . . Then he stopped, and :~ddcd 
in a lower tone, ' I'm afraid I haven't obeyed her 
as I ought to have done.' 

IYas this n confession ? 
Dorigen fclt as if i t  wcre, nncl as if even niorc 

n igh t  have bccn confcsscd if this had been the 
time or the place for it. 

For Lancelot, tho afternoon he hnci so looked 
forward to was spoiled; uttcrly spoilerl, lie fclt as 
they wallccd back to the cottage, Gladwyn ancl 
Dorigen arm-in-arm, the former evidently not 
clesiring to walk alone with him ngnin to-day. . . . 
And a little pride, a little sorrow, n littlc petu- 
lance kept, him at a greater distance than was 
absolutely needful. 

And for Glnclwyn, too, thc light was gone froin 
the clay. 

' I rather cnvy Msrgcry,' she said, trying to 
speak in her usual light ancl airy way ; but 
Dorigen saw the signs that were gathering about 
the beautif~ll bluc eyes. I rather cnvy her ; I 
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should like to have heen born in that class of 
life that cries when it  wants to cry, and doesn't 
have to wait till bedtime. . . . It's Lours and 
l~oursto  bedtime yet !' 

'You care so much as that ?' Dorigen said 
gently. 

' A  gooh deal more than that. . . . I must 
tell you, dear ; I must speak of him. I know I 
may. He told me two years ngo that you did 
not care for him, that you never had cared, and 
never would,; and I had seen for myself that it 
1vas true, or perhaps I should never ha,ve let 
myself love him as I did, even then. And that 
is my misery-that he has seen that I love him, 
before he knew that he had any real love for me. 
. . . He has not spoken-perhaps now he may 
never speak ; but I know i t  all. He was grow- 
ing to love me because I loved him; and now 
that child has come in his way, and he has won 
her lovc-unconsciously, I grant you, but not 
unwillingly-and i t  is mot in him to refuselto 
givc love in return. He is fighting against i t ;  
he is annoyed with her and with himself; but 
he half lovcs her already. Can't you see that 
he does ? Can't you see i t  all? . . . Dorna! 
Dornn I How will i t  end ? Say something to 
conii'ort me ! How will i t  all end 2' 
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' ,' But lifo is in our hands," she said, 
I n  our own hands for gain or loss ; 

Shall not the sevenfold sacred fire 
Suffice to purge our dross 7' 

C ~ I ~ I S T I N , ~Rosslwrr. 

T is strnngc how &orrow may sornc-
times harden a h~zman heart, nnd 
destroy such capncitjr for sympathy 

ns it may once have had. ' J have suffered, why 
shouldn't they?' is t'lle utierance of the soul 
bruised anrl torn, and f l~r  from any spiritual 
healing. Ailci as the days go on thc callous~less 
grows, and comes to be something that huinane 
peolde can oilly m~oniler over in sndness a11d ill 
pain. 

Sorrow lenvcs none of us IVliile~u~cl~ang,.ctl. 
one soul suffers h~irclcni~lg, another shall comc 
to bc broken with its ~17ciglit of tcnclcr~lessfor 
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woes not i ts own. And by no Jvay so certainly 
as by the way of suffering shall you learn that 
apprehensiveness which alone can anticipate, and 
it may be avert, the stroke that threatens your 
neighbours. 

For reasons of her own Dorigell was glad 
when Mrs. Thesiger's consent was given for a 
second drive to  Lodbrok Bay. It was iiot given 
lightly, for very naturally the idea of her not too- 
mindful daughters going wit11 no chaperonage 
save that afforded by tlie presence of a friend but 
a very few years older than Gladwyn, did not 
rccomniend itself to the mother's prudence. 

' You rliust not asli me again,' Mrs. Thesiger 
snitl, as thcy drove off' one mild, sunny 
Sel'tember afternoon. There were three of them 
--Glnd~~~yn,  Juliet declared that Thyra, ?Juliet. 
she should like to go four times a week, so long 
as Mr. Wil t lers lo~~e was there. 

llorigen was iiot standing in the little front 
garclcn this tirne, when tlie carriage drove up to 
Tentcr's Close. There mTas a figure, conspicuous 
by its mhitc shirt-sleeves, among the neglected 
iunrigolcls-a person with a long clay pipe and a 
thick gold watch-chain. Lydia Cleniinshaw, in 
n bright blue cottoil dress trim~ned with lace, 

r i 
was leaning against the door. l l~omasin came 
rushing out -\\.hen she saw the Rector's daughter. 
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'Won't you come in, Miss Thesiger ?' she 
begged in her most chirping tones. 'Please 
come in ! I'll tell sister you're here. But let 
me introduce you to Mr. Sladill first-Mr. James 
Jasper Sladill, Miss Thesiger. Miss Thesiger, 
111..Sladill. . . . But now do come in! Mr. 
Slndill is the gentleman that is going to marry 
my sister Lydia. We're going to be married on 
the same day, Lyddy and me. But I dare say 
you've heard of i t ;  it's all over the town. An' 
people are sayin' it's the sixth time We've been 
goin' to be married, but that isn't true. Lyddy's 
been engaged three times before, an' me twice.' 

' Permit me to congratulate YOU,' said Miss 
Thesiger, with an amount of hauteur that few 
.rvho knew her would have deemed her capable of. 
It was fortunate that just then Dorigen came 
downstairs, exhausted with more than a long 
morning's work. Even through her thick veil it 
was easy to see on her f z e  the evidence of tears. 

'Don't go without sayin' you're friends,' 
Thomasilz said as they went out. ' I k11ow I was 
in a bad temper. Wasn't I in a temper, Dorigen ! 
I'm passionate, I know I am ; but it's over with 
me directly, an' then I never think no more of it. 
So say you're friends, 'You know I shall never 
liave to nslr you for anything again when once 
L'm married, an'you shall have thc best room in 
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the house if you'll come an' live with me. Isn't 
that kind of me? But I've a lot of kind ways 
about me; don't you think I have, Miss 
Thesiger ?' 

Thomasin went upstairs to ' practise Miss 
Thesiger's bow ; the carriage drove away up the 
lane; the sun struggled through the white 
silvery mist that was upon the sea. Lodbrok 
Bay seemed to look more picturesque than ever 
in  the soft light that was upon the old red roofs, 
upon the wide beach, upon the sloping cliffs. 
Lancelot was there to meet them ; Jean Laveroclc 
was prepared to receive them ; but there was a 
change in Jean's manner to Mr. Wilderslowe, tl 
change which was not difficult to understand. 

They all went into the little sitting-room, 
which was strewn with painting materials, half- 
finished sketches, papers on which specimens of 
seaside flowers and ferns had been placed ready 
to be pressed. 

' I am increasing my collection of botanical 
specimens,' Lancelot said. ' There are several 
things here which I have never seen before. 
Isn't that saxifrage curious? And an old gentle- 
man I met in the library at Hild's Havenyester- 
day told me that a very rare sea-spleenwort 
grows somewhere ainong the cliffs to the south 
of this bay. Miss Laveroclc tclls me that she 
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knows exactly whereabouts, because she saw some 
visitors getting it last year. I mean to set out 
in search of it to-morrow.' 

'Don't fall and get killed,' said Juliet. 
' Why not 7' 
'Because we shouldn't like it. . . . We want 

you to go on staying at Mrs. Laverock's. . . . 
By the way, have you finished Margery's 
picture ?' 

' I  have not touched it again, an$ I do not 
-

think that I ever shall. I an1 sorry I began it- 
very, very sorry.' 

This was said so seriously that even Juliet 
caught a glimpse of his meaning, and Glsdwyn's 
colour came and went rapidly as Lancelot's eyes 
sought hers with a beseeching, half-sorrowful 
look vhich perhaps betrayed more than he knew. 
Gladwyn was very willing to believe in his 
repentance, very glad that he should turn in his 
repentance to her. I-Tope grew rapidly this 
sweet September afternoon. 

Dorigen had left the little room, and found 
her way into the kitchen, where Jean Laverock 
was busy baking somc cakes and making other 
preparations for tea. Margery was not there to 
help her. 

' She's gone up to Ih ld  I-Ioue,' Jean saitl. 
'She was ready enough to go, poor child.' Alid 

50-2 



THE HA VEN UflDER THE HILL.132 

then Jean sighed, and Dorigen sat silent, not 
lmowing how to say that word she had come on 
purpose to say, and yet impelled to use this 
opportunity. 

But by-and-by she perceived that there was no 
need that aught should be said. Jean Laverock's 
own experience of life had been of a kind to make 
her ready enough to perceive when her child was 
threatened with the sorrows which had darkened 
her own days, and her mind was so full of the 
new dread and pain that she could not keep 
silence. Everything that she knew or feared 
was told in the sympathetic ear that listened. 

' And after all I don't know that I blame him 
so much,' said Jean. 'I don't believe he's said a 
word to her that all the world mightn't have 
heard, though I do fear that he cares more for 
thc child than he lmows himself. An' since I've 
lrept her out of his way he's never settled to 
nothing, an' he's been as downhearted as a man 
could be. An' as for Margery herself, her heart 
is just breakin', an' mine's fit to brealr to see it 
all. But what can I d.0, Miss Gower? what can 
I do? It tvould hurt me desperately to have to 
aslr a gentlelnan like that to leave my house 
'becuusc of my daughter's folly. An' yet what 
can I do ?' 

' You must do that,' said Dorigen decisively. 
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' You must ask him to go, and you must do it 
at once, for Margery's sake. If you do not think 
for her, care for her, who will? Mr. Wilders- 
lowe can get rooms anywhere. He has nothing 
to detain him at Lodbrok Bay.' 

Jean listened, and was evidently impressed. 
'I believe I'll have to do it,' she said. 'An' it is 
good o' you to care, Miss Gower, when you've 
cares 0' your own to worry you, an' take the life 
out of yo~z. Eh, but it maltes my heart ache to 
see you so heavy-eyed, an' so thin *an' pale, an' 
not even dressed as you should be dressed; 
though forgive me for sayin' that. It slipped 
fiom my lips because of the feelin' that's in my 
'heart that nought that money could buy would 
be too good for you, so please forgive it.' 

Dorigen's cares did seem to be very heavy just 
then. All that afternoon the sorrows of the 
morning, and of many mornings before, were 
present with her in the little house by Burtree 
Beck, pressing upon her brain, silencing her 
voice, giving to l ~ e r  face that look of age and 
weariness which Lancelot Wilderslome had first 
found to be surprising and then distressing. I t  
pained him to see an unhappy fitce; but it mas 
much the same pain as he would have found in 
watching a very ugly face, or in sitting in a 
room filled with discordant colours. 
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Almost immediately after tea the little party 
set out to go back to the bay where the carriage 
had been left. 

The tide was coming in swiftly, dashing up 
toward the foot of the cliff. At the point by 
Burtree Beck a long swift tongue of foam 
swept up to the rock just as they passed. 
There m7as a little shrieking, much laughing, wet 
boots and dresses, a sense of escape from danger 
where very little danger had been. As a matter 
of course, Juliet made the most of it. 

' I see now why you wanted to keep us later,' 
she said with tragic horror in her tone. ' I t  was 
atrocioufi of you !' 

' You think I wanted to drown you?' 
' Not at all. You wanted to save us. Thinlc 

of running such a risk as that, bringing us to a 
point of rock, a perfectly perpendicular wall of 
hard rock, with the tide running in in great 
waves, and no way of escape, just that you might 
have a chance of showing us how heroic you 
could be! . . . I see it all, just as you meant it. 
You ~vould have saved me first, then Gladwyn, 
thcii Dorna and Thyra together. . . . HOW 
awfully disappointed you must feel ! Dorna, 
give me a kiss. There! that's for making US 

come away so early.' 
They went on awhile ; then, quite suddenly, 



Gladmyn stopped, and loolied up gravely into 
1,ancelot's face. 

' \\'hat about yourself ?' ahe asked with con-
cern ; ' you must go back at oilce. You can't 
stop at the bay till the tide turns.' 

Lancelot smiled. 
' You don't think I should leave you to  

make your way t o  the town alone, do you ?' 
he asked. 

13ut what will you do about getting back to  
Burtree Beck ?' persisted Gladwyn. 

They were walking on before the others, 
turning upward toward the back of the bay, 
where there was space enough uncovered by 
water. 

' Why shouldn't I come along the beach ? 
' l:ecause of the tide ; it will be higher then, 

a great deal. . . . Oh, pro~vlise me you won't 
attempt to do that !' 

I-Ier voice sank and grew tremulous, as if i t  
were beyond lier co~ltrol as she spoke, and for a 
moment Lancelot was silent. Then slowly, de- 
liberately, he drew a little nearer to  her, and said 
with tender tone and meaning : 

If I promise you that, will you promise me 
something ?' 

Yes, if i t  is anything 1may promise.' 
' I t  is something you nus st promise. . . . I am 
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coming ovcr to I-Iild's Haven to-morrow, to the 
Rectory. Will you see me alone ?' 

' Yes,' she said presently. ' Yes, if you wish 
it.' 

Then she stopped, having a natural fear of 
betraying more than i t  would be wise to be- 
tray. 

Had the world changed in that one moment ? 
Was i t  suddenly full of a great glad blissfulness? 
The very sea as it stretched away t o  the north 
and to the sputh had such a shining light as the 
sea had never had before ; and the green upland 
hills seemed to round and melt for very happiness 
and tenderness, and dl that was best and most 
precious in life. She felt that if she had been 
alone she would have knelt on the beach, nnd 
prayed in her happiness. 

Of course nothing more could be said then. 
The little town was reached ; the carriage was 
awaiting them half-way up the hill, and Lancelot 
walked by the side of i t  till it came to  the lewel 
land on the top. Then he said 'Good-bye,' 
lingering as he said it, and betraying himself 
and another. . . . There was 110 need for that 
whispered word which Gladwyn contrived to 
utter when the carriage stopped to  set Dorigen 
down at Tenter's Close. 

' Come up to the Rectory to-morrow evening,' 
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she said hurrieclly. ' I shall have something to 
tell you.' 

And the tremulous gladness in  her tone was 
good, and came like sunny light shining into 
a dark place. Dorigen had been gro.cving 
sadder and sadder as she came nearer to Tenter's 
Close. 

I t  was the old story. Than Rountree's small 
hoard had melted quickly away in the prepara- 
tion for the double mreclding that mas to take 
place in the beginning of October ; and another 
crisis, as terrible as any Dorigen hacl yet passed 
through, xvas already at l~and.  

' I could hnve borne it,' she had said, speaking 
audibly to herself in  her own room that morning 
after .a scene with Thomasin. ' I corxld hnve 
borne i t  easily even with such help, such en- 
couragement, such sympathy, as thoy might have 
given. But to stand alone in the household, 
three on one side, and one-one with a failing 
heart and a weary brain-on the other, is terrible. 
And what can I do ? The last shilling is gone, 
and my work is not yet done. Let me work as 
hard as I may, I cannot finish i t  in less than 
three months. And I must finish it. It is only 
a novel, a thing I have despised ; and it is not 
evcn n good novel, I knou~  that. But I have 
put my soul into i t  ; and if it were death that 
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threatened me, I feel as if I could not die till it 
were done. And yet what can I do ? What 
can I do for ground to stand upon until it is 
finished 3' 

All day these thoughts had pressed upon her 
brain ; but now after the drive to Lodbrok Bay, 
a i d  Gladwyn's happy whisper, Dorigen felt 
stronger ,and calmer in her sadness than she had 
felt before ; better able to recognise the fact that 
she must stand firmly through this latter crisis, 
or be contept to fail utterly and for ever. 

For awhile she sat in her own room, and 
thought, trying once more if it were possible to 
discover any way of deliverance ; then, discern- 
ing none, her thought seemed to cease for awhile, 
and she sat as one waiting, listening. 

She knew, as all who strive to pass by the 
way of the Cross through such straits of life 
niust lcnow, that each hour of agony has its own 
meaning; and the soul that tries to arrive at the 
special secret which underlies each special somow 
alone passes safely. 

yet that very safety may come by sharp pain 
---by bleeding fcet that find nought save stones 
and thorns to tread upon, by cruel cords that 
bind, by cruel nails that pierce, by the faintness 
of spirit that conzes of utter desolation. 

She reniembcred as she sat there that years ago 
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-it seemed a long lifetime-she' had stood on a 
terrace by the sea in the still twilight ; and the 
voice of one who had himself known sore trial 
had spoken to her, and she had heard. It Was 
as if even now she were hearing that voice again. 

All her life long, in the deeper moments of 
life, in the hours that test, and prove, and give 
to the character its bent and colour, in all such 
hours she heard the words she had heard on that 
far-off night. 

' All that is best in this life makes for sacrifice,' 
the voice had said. ' Some day you will see that 
no growth, no good, no elevation, no true joy is 
pomsible but by pain. Pence comes by pain. . . . 
I n  the smallest thing as i11 the greatest, sacrifice 
is safety, sacrifice is peace, sacrifice is life. 
~Vithout sacrifice there is no true living.' 

Some growth she had possibly attained out of 
the bitter travail of her life's experience, some 
strength, some humanity ; but hitherto the words 
joy and peace had seemed to represent heights 
unattained-perhaps by her unattainable. Was 
it possible that by this present hour of darkness, 
and helplessness, and sordid strife yet another 
change was to be wrouglit, yet another gift 
given? Was this new calmness coming by the 
patient effort to endure? 

To suffer in patience the crosses which we 
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cannot understjnd, the thrrartings which seem to 
have no end or aim, the hun~iliations that do but 
seem to break and scatter the spiritual mood of 
the soul-to endure thus is to offer of the best 
that the soul has to give. 

No light came upon the dark pathway, no way 
of escape seemed possible; yet distress died 
down, and anxiety relaxed its dreary grasp ; and 
presently, with a prayer on her lip and in, her 
heart she went downstairs in the twilight. Mrs. 
Gower sa;t there by the fireside, sad, untidy, 
broken-spirited. The two elder girls had gone 
0ut;'little Matty sat working for them by the 
window. 

'Hadn't you better have a 'light, Matty?' 
Dorigell asked, but Matty made no answer. 

' There's not the nleans o' makin' a light in 
the house,' said Mrs. Gower, not speaking re- 
proachfully; and \her forbearance was worse to 
bear than reproach would have been. 

' I came down to talk things over with you ic 
little,' Dorigen said. ' Not that tallring will do 
much good, perhaps; but silence at such times is 
apt to harden into sullenness and ill-feeling. 1 
want you to believe that whatever you are 
suffering, I am suffering too.' 

' I make no doubt lout you feel it,' Mrs. Gower 
said. ' An' I fear you'll feel it Inore i' the 
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mornin' when you get up an' find 'at there isn't 
a nlouthful o' bread in thc house.' 

Little Matty, sitting in the window with her 
s e ~ ~ ~ i n g ,began to weep softly, trying t o  hide her 
wccping by turning so as to catch the light from 
the larnp at tllc corner of the close which the 
man had just lighted. The rays fell across the 
narrow room, making thc darkncss seem darker. 

' see, if we could only ha' got over the 
nes t  five weeks or so, all would ha' been well,' 
Mrs. Gower continued plaintively. ' James 
Slaclill's determined 'at I shall go an1 live with 
him an' Lyddy, so as to be company for her when 
he's not a t  home; an7 Thomasin '11 take Matty, 
an' be glad to have such a handy little thing; so 
as you'll have no onc but yourself to work for, 
an' nobody to harass you, an' fill the house wi' 
noise an' racket from mornin1 till night. An' I 
shall say nought about the furniture, which I 
might do ; but the girls 'ud nevcr ha' none of it, 
bein' so old-fashioned, except that ccntrc-table i' 
thc sitting-room which I've pron~iscrl Thomasin ; 
an' thc big chest o' mahogany drawers i' the 
front bedroom, which Lyddy must have so as no 
difference may be madc atween 'em.' 

' T o u  can give then1 anything they wish for,' 
Dorigen said, feeling that the conccssion was 
hardly worth thc making. 
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'Well, it's good o' you to say that,' Mrs. 
Gower went on. 'An' you'll do better when 
we're gone, an' be happier, I make no doubt, bein' 
so fond of being done. But oh dear me! I do 
wish 'at you could ha' seen how we are to get 
over the next few weeks. It would be such a 
misery to have it known 'at we're i' such a depth 
o' poverty just when the girls is going to marry, 
an' do so well. . . . An' if their weddin' clothes 
are cheapish, why they're nice an' tasty. I'll not 
say as they aren't ; but to think of us all going 
to bed to-night, an' not a mouthful o' bread i' 
the house for breakfast! . . . . But don't sup- 
pose 'at I'm blamin' you. I may ha' said hasty 
words sometimes, but I've been sorry for it after. 
You've tried to do your duty by me an' mine. 
An' if they'd only ha' paid you better for your 
writin' I make no doubt but you'd ha' made 
things easier i' the house.' 

There was a moment's silence ; then Dorigen 
could not help saying : 

' I have never been badly paid. The difficulty 
has been to get good work done. But that 
doesn't matter now. The question is, what are 
we to do for our immediate wants? Can we do 
anything? I have thought all night and all day, 
until my brain has seemed to lose its power of 
thinking. I cannot think any more; but I feel 
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curiously quiet, as if no thinking of mine were 
necessary. I had the same feeling before, when 
the little legacy came. I had no ground for it 
then, I have none now. . . . I am hoping for 
nothing in particular ; indeed, I do not know 
that I am hoping at all. R u t  I am not despair- 
ing. . . . Can we wait a little, just a little, and see 
what God will do? I feel strangely certain that 
He mill do something.' 



CHAPTER X. 

' SO NOW IN  PATIENCE I POSSESS MY SOUL.' 

Angry ? 
A man deep wounded may feel too much pain 
To feel much anger !' 

GEORGEELIOT: The Spanish G@sy. 

HOUGH there had been thunder, with 
heavy rains during the night, the 
next morning broke as a spring 

morning breaks, with mildness and soft, cool 
brightness. The grey-blue sea glittered as the 
sun rose higher in the quiet, grey-blue heavens ; 
the tops of the trees in Thorsgrif Gill swayad in 
the light breeze from the south-west that swept 
over thc moorland beyond. The robin's song 
was loud and clear, yet scarcely joyous. He 
sccms apt to sing as one singing to keep himself 
from sighing ; and one may discern tears as it 
wcre, and heartache, if one be in the mood for 
such discernment. 
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It was Joanna's tall, slight figure that was 
moving somewhat restlessly up and down the 
terrace so early. She could hear Zar6 and 
Valerie as they chattered and laughed together 
in the room over the porch. 

' I must go and dress them presently,' she said 
to herself; ' but I wish Michael would come. I 
must see him alone. He will let me do the 
thing I want to do, and no one else must know 
-not even my mothcr. If Ermine were to have 
suspicions, she could extract all about it from my 
mother.' 

Joanna's face was the same sad, sweet face i t  
had been for so many years. I t  did not look 
much older now than on that evening when her 
brother had brought into the house a half-
bewildered but wholly-happy little guest, saying : 
' Take care of her, Joanna.' Indeed, i t  seemed 
as if Time had dealt lightly with the inhabitants 
of the Alum-Master's house generally. If you 
had been at Thorsgrif that morning, you woulcl 
have seen the elder Mrs. Salvain coming down 
the stairs about seven o'clock, with light step, 
and smiling face, and shining black hair, which 
lookcd much more like seventeen than seventy. 
Errnengarde came later, and more languidly ; 
but it was a kind of graceful languor, which 
seemed to be almost the natural outcome of llcr 
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beauty and her stately form. Her pale golden 
hair was as bright, as abundant, and as pic-
turesquely dressed as ever. She wore no cap. 
Her morning dress of pale grey-green cashmere 
clung to her tall figure as she moved. Her large, 
soft, unintelligible hazel eyes looked out across 
the sea with something that might be yearning 
in them, or might be mere dissatisfaction ; and 
therc was a certain fretfulness in her tone when 
she found that the children had not made their 
appearance.. When they did appear, their toi- 
lettc was not to her taste. 

'How could you put those two blues together, 
Joanna 1' she said, leaning back in her chair, and 
clasping her pretty white hands together, as if 
to emphasize her distaste. 'And what have you 
and Michael been talking about on the terrace so 
long and so earncstly ? I am sure i t  was some-
thing importtlht. . . . Michael, what was i t  ?' 

There was tl curious intonation in her voice as 
shc asked the last brief question -a certain 
sharpness, a certain determination, such as would 
have roused resentment in most men. If 
Michael felt any, he did not display it. 

' We were arranging to go over to Hild's 
Haven,' he said quietly. 'Have you any com- 
mands, Ermine ? I am going to drive Joanna 
over this morning.' 
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' Delightful ! I have been wanting to  go over 
this two days,' Tlicn there came a sudden 
change into hcr voice, and she added : 'But if 1 
had asked to go, I must either have driven 
myself, or have hacl Enoch. . . . It seems you 
call take a day when you choose.' 

Jtichael could not explain then that thcre was 
ZL clifference between his spirited, self-reliant wife, 
and llis frail, timid, shrinking sister. 

' .Joanna so seldom asks to go that  I coulcl. 
hardly rcfusc her whcn she did ask,' hc said, 
hoping that the nlnttcr might end there ; but i t  
did not. 

' I suppose that is a hint for me,' Ermcngnrde 
s ~ ~ i d ,wit11 rising colour, ancl a certain flutter of 
irritability in hcr manner. ' If 1did not go over 
to the town occasion;llly, I believc I should die 
of sheer weari~iess nncl monotony. I darc say it 
ncvcr occurs to you to wonder what n life of this 
kind means to mc. Therc arc times when I feel 
ns i f  I nlust go mad wit11 the drcnrirzcss of it.' 

' Don't say such things as that, Erminc,' Mrs. 
Salvaiil intcrposcd, her voice breaking with its 
o\vn tremulousness, and her oycs filling with 
tears. ' Don't say things like tl.iat ! How can 
you say thcnl whcn Michael is so good to you 
ancl to the children !" 

' And what should hc bc but good to us?'  
51--2 
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replied Ermengarde, rising from the table in her 
anger, and giving words, hot, unjust? passionate 
words, to  the pent-up feeling within her. Joanna 
left the room, taking the children with her;  Mrs. 
Salvain sat trembling and weeping ; Michael 
stood by the fire, pale, resolutely silent, and 
with a look of keenest snffering on his strong, 
patient face. This was not the first tragic scene 
he had passed through since his marriage, and 
experience had taught him the value of silence 
and self-restraint. 

Breakfast that morning was a mere pretence ; 
yet for Michael's sake his mother and sister sat 
down to the table again, and when the meal was 
over he suggested that Joanna should get ready 
at once. 

'Are you coming with us, Ermine ?' he asked, 
trying to speak as if nothing had happened. 

' No ; I will be no check upon your visits to 
Tenter's Close, neither upon this occasion nor 
upon any future occssion.' 

Michael Salvain made no reply, but he turned 
and looked into his wife's eyes, with a look that 
she could not fail to understand. Hcr memory 
was quick, her conscience not quite dead within 
her. 

' I know what you are thinking,' she said, 
speaking with some defiance, born doubtless of 
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the excited mood she was in. ' 1 know what 
you would say ;  you would like to remind me 
that I told you a lie, that  I did i t  with the 
deliberate purpose of preventing you from marry- 
ing Miss Gower in order that you might marry 
me. Well, supposing i t  were true ! I have 
repented in dust and ashes, and bitterness df 
soul. You can tell her that if you like.' 

Therc was silence in the room when this had 
been said, and Michael Salvain's thought went 
backward with that swift glance over'tlie dead 
years with their burden of dead hopes which 
troubled him so often now. There was no anger 
in him. Such moments do not bring anger to 
such meu as Michael Salvain. 

' I am not going to Tenter's Close myself, 
Ermine,' be said patiently. 'Joanna has asked 
me not to do so. She wishes to go alone.' 

' Oh, pray don't trouble yourself to makc ex-
planations !' Ermengnrdc replied, leaning back in 
her chair with her accustomcd gracefulness, and 
speaking with musical voice and accent. ' You 
are quite welcome to your little mysteries. They 
are always in such excellent taste.' 

For the first time since his marriage Michael 
went out without stooping to give his wife 
a parting kiss. The pony-carriage was a t  the 
door ; Joanna was ready, Mrs. Snlvain was put- 
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ting a basket under the seat. Michael stood 
a moment with the reins in his hand, then he 
repented and went back for the kiss. 

'Let there be peace between, us, Ermine,' he 
said. ' I  cannot exist if we are to live like 
this !' 

' The poor unhappy woman burst into tears. 
'It is my fault;  I know i t  is my own fault,' 

she said, sobbing. 'You are too good for me, 
that is the t ru th ;  and I shall never, never be 
worthy of yqur goodness. I see it more plainly 
every day. To a better woman a home like thia 
would be a heaven.' 

'And i t  is a long way from being a heaven to 
you '2' 

' It is, i t  is a long way,' she said, still crying 
bitterly. 'Let me tell you the truth : the fault is 
in no one but myself. I want to live. That is 
what I am craving for daily and hourly ; and 
this is not life: i t  is death, and worse than death, 
for all the while I know the world in whith 
I might be living-living, breathing, thinking, 
acting, suffering, enjoying-this world is but 
just outsidc my prison gate. I might go back 
to  it. . . . Michael, listen, and listen without 
1)cing either shocked or angry. I want to  go 
back to it. I will go back to-morrow, to-day if 
you will let me. I can earn my own living. 1 
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know I could leave the children with you until I 
made a footing for myself. . . . Michael, let me 
go !' 

' You are saying this in earnest ?' 
' In bitter earnest; and I have longed for 

weeks, nay, nloilths past, to say it. . . . You will 
let me go '2' 

' Let you go, my wife I' Michael said with 
n great sadness shadowing his kind eyes, and 
thoughts in his heart that he might not utter. 
' Let you go ! How little you know what it  is 
you ask! . . . But I lriave becn thoughtless, 
Ermine. I have not considered as I should have 
clone that you must be neccling change of air and 
scene. Forgive me, dear ! We will make ar-
rangements at once, as soon as I come back from 
Hild's Hawn ; and mTe will go to London for 
n few weeks, or to Paris, if you would prefer 
going there. . . . Thorsgrif will look different 
after that. . . . Now, kiss me. I must be off. . . . 
Wave a sinile reacly for me when I come back, 
Ermine !' 

There was no smilc on his own face when ho 
went out and drove silently away. All thc wny 
to Hild's Haven he went in silence. 

There was no need for speech. Joanna had 
told her desire, and her reason for it, while she 
stood with her brother on the terrace, knowing 
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that  she could not carry out her wish without 
both his help and consent. 

'You have those few pounds of mine yet, 
Michael,' she had said to  him in the morning 
while his heart was yet light, or as light as i t  was 
ever likely to be again, and he had answered with 
a smile. 

'They must be a good many pounds by this 
time, Nanna,' he said. ' W e  agreed that I was 
to  pay you interest. Are you going to  demand 
payment without notice ? That would be very 
unbusinesslike.' 

'Would it ? But i t  won't matter to you, 
Michael 1' Joanna naked, with a look of appre- 
hension. 

Michael laughed. ' No, thank heaven 1' he 
said. ' I have seen the day when a sudden re- 
quest for fifty pounds would have made me rather 
miserable. But you shall have five times fifty 
now, my sister, if you need them. What are 
you going to do 1 Something for somebody el%e, 
I know.' 

' Yes; but you will let me do it,' Joanna 
replicd, with a new gravity of tone and manner, 
and her eyes seemed ad1 a t  onco to be filled with a 
kind of awe. ' You will let me do i t  if it is 
needed, and I know i t  is. You will smile, per- 
haps, when I tell you that I know because of a 
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dream, and I shall be glad if I find that you have 
reason for smiling.' 

Michael did not srnilc a t  all. 'What  did you 
see in your dream 1' he asked, following Joanna's 
cpcs, which were looking out over the blue-grey 
distance in the east. 

' I saw a sad sccne,' she said. 'There was a 
vast ilesert plain, and I was wandering over it, 
but not aimlessly. I knew quite well that I 
wanted to reach a certain place, which I could 
not see, but which I knew to be there if I only 
went far enough. I seemcd to have i t  pictured 
in  my mind, as if I hacl bccn thcre before, and 
the picture represented rt ruined tower or abbey. 
When I came nearer to i t  I saw that i t  was the 
Abbey of St. Hild; ancl I made greater haste 
than before, for a storm was coming down-a 
storm of wind, and rain, and great darkness, and 
I was very cold and tired. "1will take shelter 
in the Abbey," I thought ; and when I ca,me t o  
it I found that some one else had taken shelter 
there, some one who secmed to have bccn ex-
hausted by the storm, and who had lain down to  
die of exhaustion. It mras a woman's figure, a 
slight figure in a, black dress ; and from the first I 
knew it-it was Dorna. Shc was lying there, 
white, and cold, ancl still. Once her lips movccl, 
but I could hear no word. And I could give no 
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help ; I was utterly powerless to help. I could 
only ltneel beside her, and beg her not to die. 
And in that extreme of anguish, because of my 
powerlessness, I awoke. I did not sleep again, 
and I have beeh able to see nothing, think of 
nothing since, but that  prostrate figure, and the 
white, still face. . . . You will let me go, 
Michael ? You will let me go to Hild's Haven 
this morning, and you will not let me go without 
the oil and the twopence? You know what I 
mean. We have had fears enough. I think my 
dream has been sent to confirm the worst fears we 
ever had.' 

The spell and influence of that strange dream 
were still upon Joanna when she went alone to 
Tenter's Close. The house was quiet-quieter 
far than usual. It was as if some illness or 
death had entered the door. 

' Let me come up to your own room,' Joanna 
said, taking Dorigcn's hand in her own, and 
looking into the' wan, worn face with quite new 
intensity and present intelligence written on her 
own. Not for years, not since her grcat trouble 
'had first crushed her with its sudden weight, 
had Joanna risen to  any emergency as she was 
rising now. Certainly thc compassionate find 
t l ~ ehealing power of compassion. 

'1 don't want you to tell me anything,' she 
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said, sitting clown on the chair Dorigen had 
placed for her in the little whitewashed attic. 
The walls were barcr than they had been ; the 
very books were fewer. But the sunlight came, 
and the Abbey was there across the green sloping 
fields. Joanna's eyes fixed themselves for a 
moment or two with a cu~ious gaze upon the 
towers, and arches, and broken pillars of the 
Abbey of St. Hild. 

' I clon't want you to tell nic,' she said, bringing 
lrersclf back by an effort of will. 'I will' tell you. 
I will tell you why I am here, and you are not to 
smile. I have comc because I have had a dream, 
and my dream was of you. . . . Ah, you are 
smiling already 1' 

'But I am not smiling as if I did not believe.' 
' No, you are not,' Joanna said. And then she 

told the vision of the night in briefer words than 
she had used in telling i t  to Michael. And while 
she spoke the woman who listened yicldccl to  
tears and wcpt, and her wecping was relief. 

' Ancl this,' said Joanna, laying her hand upon 
the  book into which she had quietly slipped a 
cheque, ' this is quite my own. My father gave 
it to me thm-this and a good cleal more-to buy 
my trousseau. I had spent part of it, but I 
would never spend the other part. I niacle 
hlichael keep i t  for mc for some special occasion. 
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I knew that some day something would happen 
to  make me glad I had it, and that I should have 
110 doubt about it. I could not have put i t  to 
common uses. I believe now that I had to keep 
it for this ; I am sure of it. So you have not even 
to  thank me; no, indeed you have not. I have 
only done what I was bidden to  do ; I had no 
alternative. . . . Do you think a vision like that 
-for indeed i t  was a vision rather than a dream- 
could be sent for nothing ?' 

'And you. have asked no question ?'Dorigen 
said. ' You do not even seem to wish to know 
whether my extremity was so great as you 
feared '2' 

'No,' Joanna replied, speaking slowly. 'It 
did not seem to  me that  I had anything to do 
with that. I can see enough. It is written on 
your face ; you need not speak of it. But things 
will be better for you by-and-by, won't they, 
dear ? I s  it true this tiinc about the marriages?' 

'Yes, i t  is true. I n  a few weeks I shall4 be 
alone.' 

' But you will not remain here ?' 
' I think I shall, for a time, until I see what 

sort of success my book will have. Everything 
will depend upon that.' 

' It is not done yet, is it rl' Joanna asked 
timidly. 
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' No, i t  will bc three months before i t  is done 
. . . So far as I can see, i t  would never have 
been done a t  all, but for you.' 

' Or but for my dream,' Joanna replied gravely. 
Then she changed the subject, and after awhile 
she went away. A little later the household in 
Tenter's Closc began to recover from that terrible 
stillness which had fallen upon it, and Dorigen 
went back to her desk in a mood which was as 
cleeply charged with quiet wonder as with gmti- 
tucle. She did not imagine that beford the clay 
was over her pen was to be arrested by yet 
another mystery of fate. 



CHAPTER XI. 

ABOVE THE SOUND O F  THE SEA. 

' Perhaps some saints in glory guess the truth, 
Perhaps some angels read i t  as they move, 

And cry one to another, full of ruth,- 
Her heart is breaking for a little love.' 

CHRISTINA
ROSSETTI. 


is quite possible that when Lavlcelot 
Wildcrslowe left .Burtree Beck with 
his guests that afternoon, he had no 

very definite intention as to  the request he had 
subsequently made of Gladwyn Thesiger. He 
would make i t  some time, probably very soon ; 
so far, at least, hc had decided. And hc had no 
misgivings. The da,ughter of the Rector of I-Iild's 
Haven was a handsomc and fascinating woman ; 
and moreover he knew that a t  last he loved well 
one who loved well in return. This was enough 
t o  rcst upon. 

I t  was just that little tremulousness in her soft 
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musical voice, that glance of timid affectionate- 
ncss in her appeal wile11 she besought hini not to  
run into any danger, which crystallized his intcn- 
tion on the instant. And on thc instant he was 
glad that be had spoken. Though he had said 
so little, that little had becn received as he had 
hoped. Lancclot wcnt back through the town 
calm, cluietly clatc, and with somc natural pride 
in his gladness. Neither with himself nor with 
his fntc was he clissatisficd. 

The evening was calm also, but less pleasant 
than the day had been. Hcavy grcy clouds were 
darkening the sky ; the genial wannth hacl 
turncd to  closeness nncl sultrincss. ' I t  looks 
and feels like thunder,' Lancelot s:aid to himself, 
as he went up the narrow steps in thc cliff-side 
which led to Btlrtrcc Beck by n ficld pathway. 
At  tho last nlomcnt he hacl told Gladwyn of that 
cliff-top pathway, ancl shc had smiled her relief 
in n way that satisfied him wholly. Hc  was 
thinking of her smile as 11cwcnt, unaware of the 
rcsponsivcness that plnycd about his own hsnd- 
some nncl scnsitivc moutl~. I-Iis eyes werc cast 
downward, so that hc did not sec n tiny figurc 
sauntering by the hedge-sidc, brushing the sceds 
from the dead tall hemlocks as shc passed. 

It was Margaret Lavcrock returning from Keld 
Houc, and going sadly, hchvily, as shc liacl too 



r 60 THE HA VEN UNDER THE HILL. 

often gone of late. The brightening, the relaxa- 
tion which st012 unconsciously over her own 
small, sweet face came there in answer to the 
look she saw in Lancelot's face; and from the 
same source she drew temerity to keep on her 
way, instead of hiding herself under the haw- 
thorns, as she might have done. The pathway 
by which she was coming from Keld Houe 
merged itself at the stile into the path by which 
Luncelot was going to Burtree Beck. They must 
meet there. if Margery kept on her way, and 
although her f~olish little heart palpitated at 
every step, she did not draw back. 'He looks as 
if he would bc kind to me,' she said to herself, as 
she went onward. But when Lancelot heard her 
light step and lifted his face, there was more of 
surprise than of kindness in his glance. And it 
was not a pleased surprise. 

' Is this the nearest way from Keld Houe ?'he 
asked, speaking absently rather than with studied 
ungeniality. 

Margery blushed, and looked up with timid 
deprecation. 

' It's the way I always come,' she said gently 
and shyly. The brightness, the gleam of hope, 
died from her eyes as the sun dies from the hills 
when the sudden cloud comes up, and for awhile 
tlicy went on silenf,ly. 
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It never occurred to Margery that there could 
be any reason why, since they were going to the 
same house, she should not walk by Mr. Wilders-
lowe's side. I t  was not thc first time she had 
sau~lterccl by the cliff-top ways with him, as the 
gossips of Lodbrok Bay were aware. Now, this 
evening, the miller passed with a curt greeting, 
ancl n little farther on they met a woman going 
to  the bay, with butter and eggs in her basket, 
and sharp comment on her tongue. Lancelot 
was newly sensitive to his position, bu't he saw 
that Margery was not thinking about it. Her 
small, clowncast face seemed to be full of wonder, 
ancl saclncss, and pain, as i t  was but too often 
norvndays, and he coulcl not see i t  afresh un-
troubled. Regret might be idle, and self-
reproach usclcss, but these feelings were his, and 
not to be put away ;not certainly to be put  away 
with Margery there by his side looking to  him, 
as he knew intuitively, for a kind glance, waiting 
upon his silent lip for a kind word. 

Ancl i t  was harder for him in that his heart 
was full of lrindncss toward the child. She had 
givcn him ' her fine care,' doing her best to  
1'1c.a~~him in everything, from thc boiling of llis 
eggs for breakfast to the cleaning of his brushes 
:111(1 palette. Thcn she had sat for him by tho 
hour together while Ile painted that unlucky 

VOL. 111. 52 



I 62 T H E  HA V E N  UNDER T H E  HILL. 

picture, sitting with a stillness so wonderful that 
she seemed hardly to  breathe ; and when she 
changed her position-as now and then, in his 
consideration, he had compelled her to do-she 
had displayed a facility for slipping back into 
the desired pose which many a professional model 
might have envied. More than once he had told 
himself that he would not have been human if 
the child's spaniel-like devotedness had left him 
untouched, unmoved; but  he had not been so 
careful in the expression of a Ion as his appreci t' 
he might have been. This he knew, and this he 
remembered, but not as he was to know and 
remember later. 

Perhaps i t  might be the deepening twilight, 
perhaps some more imperative thing, that lcnt 
Margery courage to  speak as they entered the 
last field which had to be crossed before descend- 
ing to Burtree Beck. She spoke timidly, hesi- 
tatingly-

' Are they gone, Miss Gower and the dther 
ladies?' she asked, knowing well enough that 
Lancelot must have been to the bay to see them 
start. 

' Yes, they are gone,' he replied. Then a little 
sigh escaped him. Was i t  quite free from all 
touch of hypocrisy ? 

'They will be comin' again '2' Margery said, by 
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way of comfort, answering the sigh rather than 
the spoken word. 

' Thcy may ; i t  is not very probable though, 
not now,' Lancelot said half musingly. 

A sudden idea had come to him, and he was 
pondering i t  in d l  good faith. Would i t  not be 
better, wiser, to tell Margery how i t  ,was with 
him ancl his hope? Would i t  not spare her, 
help hcr from herself? Would it not seem to 
her ;IS a, little compensatiorl if he should. take her 
into his confidence as hc might have taken a 
sister? As he thought of it, it seemed the only 
expression of his rcgrct, of his kindly feeling, left 
to him, and no chance would be bettcr than this 
afforded him now in the descending twilight, nor 
was it likely that he would again be movecl to  
speak as he was moved at  this present moment. 

' I have something to tell you, Margery,' he 
said presently, stopping by the last stile, ancl 
turning so as to face the girl, who stood before 
him in her simplc straw hat, ancl with hands 
lightly crossed upon her palc pink gown. She 
lifted hcr face at once, discerning the new serious- 
ness in Lancelot's voice ; and her heart began to 
beat throbbingly. 

' What is it 1' she said in faint response. 
' It is something I coulcl not tell to  everyone, 

not yet,' he said, trying to speak in his usu:tl 
52-2 
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ha1 f-languid, half-decisive tone, but  not wholly 
succeeding. ' I could only tell i t  to a person in 
whom 1had confidence, and who would be likely 
to  have some sympathy with me in m y  hope. . . , 

You would like to know that I was happy, Mar- 
gery ?' 

The child mias silent a moment, then she 
said, ' Yes,' saying i t  falteringly, as one might 
admit a truth but half perceived. 

' I an1 sure you would,' Lancelot said, speaking 
as if he were urged to speak the more impres. 
sively for her lack of fervour. 'Rut ,  as I said, 
I am telling you quite in  confidence, because it 
is not settled yet. I only hope, and I shall not 
be surprised to  find that  you already know in 
what direction I am hoping. . . . You have sus- 
pected it, Margery ? You know which of the 
ladies who were here this afternoon I am hoping 
will be my wife 2' 

Again Margery did not speak-for the very 
beating of her heart she did not speak. 

Shc stood there, holding by the stile, pressing 
l ~ c rtiny hand into the angle of the wood so that 
it should hurt to  the highest point of endurance. 
Still she did not sp~uli .  

llnncclot felt tllc silencc, the depth of it, the 
nlcaning of it-hc fclt these things to the full. 
Yot he woulcl not seem to feel, not vct. 
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' Can't you guess, Margery ?' he said with 
assumed deliberateness. 

Another minute elapsed before Margery spoke. 
' I don't guess,' she said in tones that seemed 

to strike tremulously, and vibrate upon the 
growing darkness. 'I don't guess which of 
them it is. I know ! It is the one with the 
beautiful colour and beautiful dresses-Miss 
Thesiger !' 

Because of the strength of hcr emgtion, the 
child paused for a moment. She began speaking 
again almost immediately. 

'Why do you love her? she asked, in wild, 
resolute, passionate tones. 'How can you care 
for her? She is proud and she is hard ; how 
can you love her ? . . . She will not be your 
servant, ns I would have been. You will have 
to be her servant ! She will make you do things 
for her, and she will hardly even thank you ! . . . 
And-and I would have done everything for you 
-everything ; and I would nevcr have troubled 
you-no, I'd never have troubled you l And 
I'd have learnt everything; and I'd never have 
spoken a saucy word-no, never one. . . . And I 
did love you f . . . I do love you I Oh, nobody 
in d the world will ever love you as I'd have 
done I' 

And in the darkness, while the sobs went on, 
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Lancelot felt Margery's small, warm hand laid 
tremblingly upon his. He  trembled hiinself to 
the passion of this passionate betrayal. 

'Listen to  me, Margery,' he said, speaking as 
calmly as he might. ' I have not been kind to 
you. Simply by being kinder than I should 
have becn, I have done the unkindest thing 
I could. . . . Don't you understand? If I 
find I have made you unhappy, it will take 
all thc gladness out of the new life I hope 
t o  live. I. could never be happy if I knew 
that I had left you here, suffering because 
I had made you suffer! Don't you perceive, 
Margery ?' 

The child was making an cffort to perceive-a 
strong, unselfish cffort. She did not know how 
high a point she was touching. Is  i t  the highest 
a woman may reach ? 

To renounce all that might have made life 
good and happy, to  renounce a11 hope of it, all 
drcam of i t  ; to be asked to look upon 'the 
prospcct of anothcr woman having a t  hcr feet 
all that, you had becn led to hope was 
yours, if you woulci have i t  so, and to do a11 
this silcntly, cheerfully, bravcly-this is not 
low. 

Margcry would bc bravc by-and-by. But 
liow a fresh burst of suhducd yct passionate 
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weeping broke upon the still air ; and twice a 
hot tear fell upon tho hand that yet lay under 
hers upon the stile. 

'What can I say ?' she asked presently in 
Broken tones. ' What is i t  you want me to 
say 1' 

' I want you to say that you will both forgive 
me and forget me.' 

'I'll never forget you-no, never ; not so long 
as I live.' 

'Are you saying, that to make me more un- 
happy than I was before ?' 

'No ;' Margery said, more passionately than 
relentingly. 'I don't believe you'll be unhappy. 
You've nothing to make you unhappy. You 
care for her ; and you're happy-both of you. 
And I'm nothing; no, I'm nothing at  all ; and 
I've no right to think of being happy.' 

Lancelot felt the touch of race and nature 
through the girl's gentleness and effort after 
magnanimity, but he tried to ignore the effect 
upon himself. 

' You will in dl probability have a happier life 
than I shall have,' he said sadly. 

He was really saddencd now, impressed by the 
Borrow that was so near to him, and might be 
laid so largely to his charge. 

Do~~btlessMargery's love was as Elaine's love, 
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but Lancelot Wilderslowe was aware that he had 
less excuw for his error than the knightly 
Lancclot of the Round Table had had for his, 
and his error had been greater. 

There was no one to ask him to  use- 

' Some rough discourtesy 
To  blunt or break her passion.' 

And if there had bccn, such discourtesy had been 
as much ' against him ' as against his greatcr 
narnesalrc ; ykt he could not lcavc the child 
therc in this mood of anguish without sorne 
effort to lessen it. But the arguments he used 
wcrc not new, nor wholly true. He concludccl 
thcm by saying : 

' And you arc only a child, Margery, and this 
is mcrely a fancy. Let me confess that I have 
had dozeiis such since I was your age. Somc 
clay you will laugh a t  yourself, and perhaps at  
mc, too. But, all the same, i t  makes me very 
miscrnblc now to scc you likc this, so nlisertlble 
that I must lcavc this place at once and go back 
to I-iiltl's Haven. I will go to-morrow, and thcn, 
pcrhaps, you will bc lcss un1ial)py. You will be 
as you wcre before I came. How I do wish that 

1 i ; ~ i lnevcr comc a t  a11 !' 
r i1licrc was n momcnt's silcncc ; Margery's 

I 
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sobbing ceased, :~ucl her voice 11:td n, sort of sub- -

ducd terror in it when she spoke. 
' You will not clo that I'  she said, grasping his 

hand again as a, pnssionatc child might have 
done. ' Oh, clon't do that, don't go nway yet- 
not just yet. . . . I will be good, quite goocl. I 
~vill clo cvcrything for you, and I won't forget 
your coffce after clinncr any nlorc, and I will 
ncvcr speak ngnin as I hnvc spokcn to-night. . . . 
Oh, plcasc, sir, clon't go away from Burtrce 
Beck !' 

' If I wcre to remain a little, would you try to 
look less unhappy, Bfargcry ?' 

' I woulcl ncvcr look unhappy any more 1' 
' LZlld you will not cry, nor stcnl away out of 

the house and stay nway for hours at a time 2' 
' No ; I will be quite good, and help mother, 

and do cvcrything you want. . . . Only sny 
you won't go-not yet awhile. Plcnsc say 
it !' 

' \'cry well, Margery. . . . And now you had 
bcttcr go home. It's gct,ting latc, and it's going 
to  rain. And, thcre 1 that's lightning 1 Run at 
once 1' 

' 13ut you're not going to stay out ?' 
' Only n little while. I want to watch the 

storm.' 
He was trying gently to release his hand froin 
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Margery's grasp, but she still held it, still stood 
there by the stile between the hawthorn trees. 
Suddenly in the semi-darkness she lifted her 
warm little face, and said in a tremulous beseech- 
ing whisper : 

' Will you kiss me ? I will never ask you any 
more. I will never vex you any more.' 

Lancelot took the fragile tiny figure in his 
arms, and kissed the small face which he knew 
was so beautiful, so wistful, so loving. But he 
uttered no word, and no s o u ~ d  broke tha,t silence 
save a solitary heartrending sob, which broke 
from the child as she fled down the sloping field 
in the darkness, and alone. 

For many a year afterward that sob came back 
upon the ear and upon the heart of Lancelot 
Wild erslowc. 



CIiAPTER XII. 

COMIN(: IIOME. 

' Swect is true love though give11 in vain, in vain ; 
And sweet is death who puts an end to pain ; 
I know not which is sweeter, no, not I.' 

TICSNYSON. 

is not oftcn that  a man finds hinlsclf 
in s y ~ n ~ ~ i ~ t l l y  Naturc in lierwith 
wilder moocls. Tllc tl~un(lcrstorm 

brcalis wllcn lic woultl write a sonnet to his 
n~istress's cycbrow ; ~ l ~ i l ~ ~ r c c l i ,with disaster 1)y 
lunti aiicl sen, occurs wliilc hc sits placidly paint- 
ing :L snowdrol3. Tc t  now and tlicn thcrc is 
coincidcncc. 

1,nncclot IVildcrslowe, stancling there on the 
cliff-to11 ahovc thc clnrk wntcrs of tlic Northcrn 
Krn, IV;IS :~lmost glad for tlic gntliel-ing, tlirentcn- 
i i ~ g  storm that  was abovc upon tlic i~oor land  
hcight Lel~ind him. 
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The half-hour cluring which Margery had stood 
by his side had not been to him, as i t  would have 
been to many men, a brief episode, to be half- 
enjoyed a t  the time, smiled over afterwards, and 
then wholly forgotten. It is but clue to him to 
say that he was distressed-distressed painfully. 
Almost it seemed as if each successive lightning- 
flash disclosed to him some new lowness of the 
lowcr side of his life, some lapse from the ideal 
height he had once tried to keep before him. 
For a long time past he hacl been conscious of 
declension, of case, of the absence of that fine 
peacefulness which belongs to him whose daily 
life is made up of small negations. It occupied 
him while the distant thunder was rolling nearer 
to  trace the source of his present dismay. As 
befalls most men, he found i t  in that careless- 
ness, that unwatchfulness, which is the natural 
result of a continued ancl unfearful worldly 
prosperity. 

Life had seemed so good ; why should he mt 
accept its seeming ? He had not asked him-
self the question ; 21c hacl askecl i t  in his 
living. 

Ilc was not comforteci by recognition of the 
fact that his present trouble was cviclcnce enough 
that liis soul had not fallen into that deadly 
;~sl)llysiawhich is thc normal conclition of somc 
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who npparcntly livc and thrive. He did not 
seek for comfort, ancl 11c did not find it. 

He remained thcre \\-here Alargcry hacl left him 
for longer than i t  was prudent. When he turned 
his L1c.c to\varcls Pctcr Laverock's cottage thc 
lightning was flashing about him everywhere, the 
thunder was rolling overhead, the rain was de-
scending in torrents. The tiny beck was already 
giving cvidcncc of increased force. 

Lnncclot wcnt rountl to his own room. A fire 
had been lighted, a lamp was burning on the 
tnblc among his books and papers, and by-and-by 
Jean 1,nverock came, bringing a tray with n jar 
of olivcs, a plate of l~iscuits, and a wineglass. 
,Jean had not the hcnrt that stormy night to tell 
the young man that her roof must shelter him 
no longer. Shc would tell him certainly when 
tlic morning cnmc. 

But when that following morning brokc, 
breaking aftcr a night of such storm, such 
disaster as had ncver been known in the ncigh- 
bourllood of Hild's Havcn within tlic memory 
of man, Jean's resolutiori hail changed. 

I t  had bccn lntc when Jlancclot wcnt to bed. 
A11 through thc worst of the storm hc hacl rc-
mniucd in the little sitting-room whicli had 
doubtless in some bygonc clay formcd part of a 
scparatc cottage. I t  hcid its ow11 cntmncc, its own 
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staircase leading to the bedroom above, and the 
only door of communication being in the narrow 
passage, he was seldom aware of what was going 
on under the other half of the roof. But to-night 
he had heard Pete Laverock praying in the upper 
room next his own, and he knew that Margery 
and her mother had remained below in anxious 
conversation, which every now and then had ceased 
for awhile when the thunder was at  its loudest, 
the lightning most vivid, the heavy dashing rain 
most violent in its descent. Then-it might be 
two o'clock in-the morning, perhaps-there came 
a lightning-flash which could almost be heard, as 
a sudden heavy breath of wind is heard. The 
thunder-crash which came simultaneously seemed 
as the rending of a world, and then immediately 
a strange impressive silence followed. 

Was the storm at an end ? Lancelot went out 
into the garden. The great dark clouds were 
scattered and flying to the sea; the lurid light 
was gone; the moon was high in the heaven%; 
here and t'here a silver star shone out between the 
rifts. Behind, over the moorlanci, there was a 
l ~ n g  line of clear sky, above i t  the dark, ragged 
cloud-fringe was rising rapidly. For a time, at 
least, there would be better weather when this 
sombre cnnogy was overpast. 

Jean Laverock and Margery had gone to bed 
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by the time Lancelot went indoors again. Hc 
sat a little longer, thinking, regretting, dreaming, 
wondering. Afterward he remembered that his 
thought had been a t  least as much of Margery 
as of Gladwyn Thesiger, and he was not sorry to 
remember it. 

Naturally, when at last sleep was his, he slept 
somewhat more soundly than usual; but his 
awakening was in anxiety and confusion, and a 
vague, nameless dread which he could not put 
away. 

He hardly knew whether it was Jean Lave- 
rock's voice which had awakened him from sleep, 
or whether it was the sound of the wild rushing 
of water, which seemed as if the heavens had 
burst and were descending upon the land and 
sen that were there below. 

It was daylight, or should have been, being 
half-past six ; but the thick, dusky, yellow light 
which seemed to be outside the windows, yet not 
to  enter the room, was R very different thing 
from the common light of a common day. 
There was a separate terror in that strange 
light. 

' It is rt cloud that llas burat,' Jean Lavcroek 
was snyiilg in greater affriglit of tone and manncr 
than seemed justified. She had brought Lancc- 
lot's hot water and set it down within the door 
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as usual ; but she had not retired, as she usually 
did. She stood there, twining her hands one 
over the other in a nervous, purposeless way that 
was painful to see, and her voice was full of a new 
distress. 

' It is the burstin' of a cloud, sir-a waterspout, 
as my husband calls it-an' he's had to go out to 
seek that child o' mine, my Margery. Oh, Mr. 
Wildcrslowe, what will I do if aught has happened 
to my Margery 1' 

' You don't mean to say she's out of doors I' 
Lancelot exalaimed, sufficiently concerned to 
satisfy even the mother's need of sympathy. 

'Yes, sir, that's what I was sayin'. It was 
fine enough an hour agone ; an' I heard her get 
up an' go downstairs quietly, an' I said to 
myself, " She's goin' to be as good as her word, 
and begin to be a better girl this mornin', as she 
said last night." An' I lay still, dozin' between 
whiles ; and then all at  once the mornin' dark- 
ened, an' then, with no warnin' but a flash of 
lightnin' and a peal of thunder that was not bo 
near, the water came burstin' upon us like a sea. 
I jumped up then an' ran downstairs, an' to my 
dismay I found no fire lighted, an' Margery gone, 
an' the little white straw hat wi' the daisies she'd 
on yesterday. . , . What can ha' come to her? 
My heart sinks wi' the wonderin' what can ha' 
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come to her 1 Ye'll not be knowing at  all what 
was i' thc heart o' the child, Mr. Wilderslowe ?' 
' I know nothing. But I'll be out in five 

minutes. Mrs. Laverock.' 
And in less than five minutes Lancelot was 

out upon the cliff. For a time he could hardly 
stand under that terrible downpour, though he 
was by no means in the thick of it. And, in- 
deed, on that cliff-side there was no place where 
a man might stand safely. The uprootcd whins 
and hawthorn-trees were coming down-from the 
cliff-top hedgerows ; stakes of wood, masses of 
rock and earth were following. The scene in 
the valley below was as if the day of another 
deluge had come. 

The little wooden bridge below the mill had 
been torn away ; the miller's cottage was half 
wrecked. Everywhere there was devastation- 
everywhere that deep roll and thunder of rushing 
water filled the ear and deadcned the brain with 
its terrible might. For two long, dread hours 
there was no cessation. 

And during those hours, and others that 
followed, Lancelot Wilderslowe never stayed 
from his desperate searching. Once, in rt hollow 
of the cliffs to the north, he came across Pete 
Laverock, an old man with white hair and a 
grave, noble profile that would instantly have 

VOL. 111, 53 
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arrested the attention of any artist who might 
have been wishing to find a model who could sit 
to hinl for a St. Peter. The man was graver 
than usual, and though he was not unperceptive, 
no resentment beset him. He touched his sou'- 
wester respectfully as Lancelot ascended with 
difficulty the wet, clayey cliff to the point upon 
which he stood ; and, with a fine sense of cour- 
tesy, he waited for the younger man to break the 
silence. 

'Have you no idea where the child can be 1' 
Lancelot askgd, with very real anguish in his 
tone. I have been as far as the Red Bight, and 
I have not seen her. . . . Tell me what you 
think ; this is terrible !' 

' I t ' s  bad to bear, sir!' said the old man 
calmly. 'Me an' her mother'll know that.' 

'For heaven's sake, don't speak so I Surely 
she may have gone to the bay, or to Keld 
HOUC!' 

' I've been to both places, sir. Margery hasntt 
been there since she left last night. . . . I'm 
thinkin' you saw her as she came homeward ? 
There's folks that say they met you i' the 
fields.' 

'Certainly I saw her. I stood near the stile 
with her for half an hour.' 

An' you parted friends, Mr. Wilderslowe 8' 



-- - - 

179 COMING HOME. 


'Yes; in a friendlier way than ever before,' 
said Lancelot, remembering that long, last kiss, 
which was also the first, and remembering with 
pain. 

There was a minute's silence, which Lancelot 
broke. 

' If you have any suspicion, I beseech you to 
speak of it,' he said, looking with steadfast eyes 
into tho face of Margery's father. ' It will be 
better for you, better for me, if you will speak of 
it. . . . I cannot bear to think that you may 
have some thought which you cannot utter.' 

' I don't know as I'd call i t  suspicion,' the old 
man replied, with calm deliberation. 'But  a 
trouble of this kind makes one gozback upon the 
pmt ; an' when I saw you comin' on the sand 
just now, it sort o' reminded me 'at a few days 
agone-mebbe now 'twas only ye~terday -I 
helird Margery speakin' o' the plant 'at you was 
needin' ;an' she asked me as to the safest way o' 
getting up to the Craiuie's Ledge. In course I 
told her there weren't no safe way, neither for 
her nor for none such. But there was a strain o' 
wilfulness i' the child, sir ; she was a good bairn, 
an' lovin', but there was allus a strain o' wilful- 
ness in her nature. An' it sort o' came to me 
'at if she thought she'd vexed you in any way, 
she'd be bringin' you that sea-plant by way oJ 

53-2 
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makkin' friends again. That was all, sir. But 
I'd not call i t  that-not a suspicion-no%, sir. 
. . . An' when I saw you comin', I was on my 
waay to yon ledge.' 

For a moment, one weighty moment, the two 
men looked into each other's eyes; and the face 
of the younger nlan grew white and rigid. 

' We will go together,' the latter said hoarsely. 
And for nearly an hour he said no more. 

The Crainie's Ledge-a bold, rugged point of 
rock beyond the southern angle of the bay-was 
at  a greater distance than it seemed to be. The 
weather was rapidly changing for the bettcr. 
The rain had ceased; the clouds were breaking 
to let the flashes of sunshine through ;but yet it 
was not an easy matter to walk by the sodden 
cliff-side ways ovkr which old Pete went with 
such resolute determination. Sometimes he led 
the way over the cliff-top, sometimes by paths 
below the top ; but everywhere the depth of the 
strong, wet clay, the loosened masses of stow, 
the swept look of the scant grasses, gave evidence 
of the wildness of the night that had passed. 
Would it be remembered by more than its wild- 
ness ? 

Specch seemed irnpoasible ; silence grew ter- 
rible. The screaming of the gulls close at hand 
addcd to Lancelot's foreboding of coming ill, and 
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the monotonous rise and fall of the receding 
waves came with the rhythmical beat of a slow 
sad dirge. He felt as if his brain were beginning 
to be dulled with the mere weight of dread; of 
impending calamity. Once it seemed to him as 
if he could go no farther ; but the figure of the 
old man before him, striding upward and onward 
with the forceful resolution of one who knows 
that his journey can only end in pain, precluded 
the possibility of failure on Lancelot's part. He 
must keep on, though the want of hope, the 
growing sense of certainty that he was on his 
way to meet some transcendently painful hour of 
his life, left him strangely strengthless. If he 
had been alone, he had waited for power to meet 
the moment that was so near. 

What was it, that small white thing, that two 
strong men should stand in silence beside it, 
growing paler, growing more silently stricken as 
they gazed across the narrow, wet chasm between 
two roclrs 1' 

It was only a straw hat, a little straw hat with 
drooping daisies upon the brim. 

Tho cruel rains had beaten upon i t  ; the wet 
clay had soiled it. A piece of rock had fallen 
upon it, and kept it thore to give testimony. 
There was nothing beside, nothing but the s m d  
straw hat. 
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It was old Pete who stepped across the rift 
between the rocks, and tenderly took i t  up from 
the wet earth. 

'Take it, sir ; take it to her mother,' the old 
man said with ashen lips, and- tearless sunken 
eyes. 'Take it with you. . . . There'll be no 
need of speech.' 

It was on Lancelot's lips to say, ' I cannot do 
that ; ask anything of me but that.' But the 
words would not come. He took the hat, and 
held it with hands that trembled pitifully. 

'You will search farther ?' he asked hoarsely 
of the old man. 

And by way of answer Pete Laverock pointed 
downward to the almost perpendicular wall of 
rock which at that poiut was all that was betwe,ea 
them and the sea. 

'Will I search there ?' he said presently. 
Then he clasped his brown withered hands, and 
turned away his face, and amgain there was 
silence. 

Presently the old man looked up, beckoning to 
his companion to follow him. 

Not more than a dozen steps away there was a 
kind of plateau upon the rocks, a green space 
where a solitary whin-bush grew, and a few 
fronds of bracken, with here and there a spike of 
faded rest-harrow. Below, fringing a tuft or two 
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of scant grass, there was the beautiful little sea- 
spleenwort. 

Old Pete sat down upon the edge of that tiny 
plateau, and leaned his head upon his hand. His 
eyes fixed themselves instinctively upon the 
grey-green water that was tossing its white, 
crested waves to the foot of the cliffs below. 

And Lancelot Wilderslowe stood beside him. 
If Margery had come to her death by some 

actual deed of his own hand he could hardly have 
felt a keener, R more awful, a more unspeakable 
remorsc. It was altogether unspeakable. Not 
even in that hour, to that old man who was her 
father, could he utter the passionate grief, the 
passionate desire to recall but one day of his past 
life which overpowered him as he stood there. 

' You will come back with me?' he asked of 
the fisherman ; but the old man shook his 
head. 

' Noti, sir, noa. I'd fain be alone a bit, if so 
be as you'd leave me.' 

There was no alternative. 
Some plaintive touch or tone in the old man's 

voice broke into Lancclot's aching heart, and 
forced the tears to his eyes. But they were not 
of the tears that fall; they were too hot and 
scant for falling. Almost i t  seemed as if they 
were stayed by that oppressive dread which 
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filled his soul, the dread of the tagk yet before 
him. 

But it was a task which had to be fulfilled. 
And Jean Laverock's cry, the one bitter piercing 
cry which she uttered as she fell to the floor, 
rings through Lancelot Wilderslowe'a brain to 
this hour, when his nights are sleepless, or his 
days solitary and sad. Almost her unconscious- 
ness was a relief to him, and her return to 
consciousness a moment to be anticipated with 
dread. 

There is no need to write the words that the 
bereaved mother uttered in the first hour of her 
bereavement. As it has been said, Jean was a 
woman acquainted with grief, grief of many and 
varied kinds ; but nothing had really subdued 
the strong, stormy passion of her nature. As 
soon as strength was hers, she rose to her feet ; 
and, standing in the middle of her cottage floor, 
she poured out n torrent. of words-words of 
natural anguish, of wild reproach, of fiewe 
rebellion against the ways of God and man; 
and Lancelot Wilderslowe, standing before her 
in the silence of a deep remorse, uttered no 
word in extenuation of his own sin. It seemed 
to him that such words could but aggravate hie 
wrongdoing, 
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If by any reticence, by any painful silence, by 
any sharp endurance, hc could buy back a little 
peace, a little self-toleration, he would have been 
very glad to buy it. So i t  was that in the least 
deserved of Jean Laverock's reproaches he found 
some satisfaction. 

He had thought that he would be glad to be 
alone again ; but the loneness of a stricken con- 
science is surely a terrible thing. Everything 
in the little rooni seemed changed; there was 
nothing in it that he could bear to look upon. 
The picture, standing there with its face to the 
wall, had a power to torture that surely no painted 
canvas had ever had before. He groaned aloud 
as he forced himself, for Jean's.sake, to touch it, 
to put it out of sight. 

He had instantly and certainly felt the force 
of Pete Laverock's suggestion as to Margery's 
desire to do lom me thing to propitiate him. He 
could neither tell to the old man nor to Jean all 
that had passed at  the stile at the top of the 
field ; But going over that hour in his own mind, 
he felt but too surely how the child's mind would 
be full of him and his fancies. He knew how 
his threat to leave the place had moved her ; he 
remembered how she had instantly promised all 
that he desired. Doubtless in her own hcart her 
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resolve had gone beyond any desire he could 
have entertained. 

He tried to picture it all in his own mind- 
the fair sunrise after the night of storm ; the girl 
creeping silently down the stair in the dawn, and 
speeding with swift step away over the rocky 
paths. And then, what had happened then? 
How had it been with the child when that sudden 
change had come sweeping up over the morning 
sky ? Had the mere force of the wr~ter as it fell 
from the heavens beaten her from her standing- 
ground upoi  the narrow shelving rock? Had 
her foot slipped ? Had faintness come ? These 
questions could never be answered. From the 
first he had had no hope ; and it seemed to 
him that his mere hopelessness attested the 
worst. 

By noon the news was everywhere. Neighbours 
came and went, sympathizing with Jean, con-
jecturing, wondering, pitying. The girl had 
been a favourite with the people in the b y .  
Her prettiness, her gentleness, her refinement, 
the very frailness of her health, had made them 
look with kindly eyes upon the child of Pete 
Laverock's old age ; and in the whispering caused 
by the stranger's presence in the cottage at 
Burtrce Bcck there had been more than one 
whisper as to whether or no so dainty a form 
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and face might not outbalance the mean birth, 
and help in the bringing about of yet another 
romance. There had been more than one 
such romance in the neighbourhood of Lodbrok 
Bay. 

And now it was all ended, and there was 
mystery in the ending. Everyone seemed to 
feel that there was more than either Jean or old 
Pete could or would explain. 

When the tide was low half the population of 
the bay went forward in little groups across the 
beach. Some went up the rocks to where the 
hat had been found, and some kept close down 
by the edge of the sea, and stood there watching 
silently. 

And one who was there had need to go to 
Hild's Haven in the afternoon. FIe took the 
news of the morning with him, ancl Thomasin 
Cleminshaw being in the street heard it. So it 
was that the tidings reached that attic in Tenter's 
Close, and were wept over in sorrowful amaze, 
though only the bars outline of the truth was 
known. Later the outline was filled up by one 
who gave the details with unsparing self-condem- 
nation. 

Tllus went the day on which Lancelot Wilders- 
lowe was to have gone over to the Rectory at  
Hild's Haven. Glndwyn would be waiting in the 
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house all day in a very tremor of expectation. 
And the night would come, and she would know 
that she had waited vainly. 

Of course Lancelot thought of her. It seemed 
to him as if that day were long enough for thought 
of eveiything, past, present, and future. But at 
last it came to an end. Old Pete came back to 
the cottage in the twilight, paler, more silent, 
more stricken than when Lancelot had left him 
on the Crainie's Ledge in the morning. He 
uttered no reproach, no complaint, and even 
Jean ceased from making her passionate moan 
when the day was gone. 

' You're not goin' out, Mr. Wilderslowe ?' she 
said, with some concern, when she saw Lancelot 
putting on his coat and hat. It was nearly nine 
o'clock, and Jean had lighted his fire, and had 
done all she could to mitigate the sorrow she 
saw in him. 'You're not goin' out, sir ?' she 
said, with surprise. ' It's late, an' cold, an' 
though the moon's getting up, the night doepn't 
look over-settled.. . . . Where can you be thinkin' 
0'goin', sir 2' 
' I hardly know where I am going,' he said. 

' Probably not very far ; but I cannot stay 
indoors any longer.' 

Jean watched him go with a sigh tliat turned 
to tears and heartache, If he was wounded and 
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restless, what might she be ? And n little while 
she sat in the chair he had left, rocking herself 
to  and fro, and weeping silently. Upstairs, her 
husband knelt by his bed and prayed, fervidly 
he prayed, and his strong desire was that at  least 
he might look on his child's dead face. 

As Jean had said, it was not a settled night. 
Great dark clouds, with edges of gold and shades 
of grey, swept slantwise across the heavens. 
The moon was rising over the moor, throwing a 
clear bright light at  iritervals into the ravine, 
through which the beck ran its impetuous course, 
meeting the incoming tide at the mouth of the 
grif, and making, so i t  seemed, considerable re- 
sistance before i t  could be prevailed upon to 
mingle its foaming and turbid waters with the 
mightier waters of the outer sea. The roaring 
and stirring, the tossing and lashing was as the 
turbulcnee of a storm, and yet outside the sea 
wau comparatively calm, A few fishing boats 
were out upon it. In the far distance there was 
the light of a passing ship. 

Lancelot hardly knew how long he had stood 
there with his face buried in his hands, his whole 
soul merged in repentance, in regret, in passion- 
ate pain. What did i t  matter that he was 
resolved to  live his life on a new level, to hold 
every hour of the time that reinained to him as 
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if that hour were a special loan from God-a 
loan of time to be invested for eternal uses-
what did it matter, this high resolve, this deep 
remorse ? No mood, no lasting determination of 
his, no lifelong contrition, could undo what his 
thoughtless self-pleasing had done. And he had 
been pleased ; he had been amused and contented. 
He had found gratification in the child's beauty, 
in her way of lingering near him, in every sign 
of her too-evident affection. . . . And this was 
the end-the end:  a home fireside silenced, n 
mother's heart bereaved, an aged father strickeg 
a wide, wide sea, and somewhere beneath it-
what? . . . 

'Oh, Margery, Margery I what have I done ? 
What haws I done, in my selfish folly ?' 

He expected no answer; but presently an 
answer came. 

The moon had been obscured for a few 
monlents, and now suddenly the clouds were 
swcpt from the face of it again. The tide was 
at its highest, its dashing and tossing at their 
strongest. The little hillside pathway was half 
covered with the sweeping tongues of cream-
white foam, the tide being higher than even the 
highest tide that Lancelot had seen before at 
Burtree Beck, 

He was standing but just underneath the little 
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cottage where Margery had lived so much of her 
simple life. Hc knew that a light was burning 
in the window to  guide him if he wandered far. 
Was the old man yet praying ? Was the mother 
yet weeping ? 

Lancelot's eyes had been fixed for awhile upon 
the far-off light a t  sea. But when the light of 
the moon shone out fuller, clearer than before, 
his gaze unconsciously travelled onward to where 
tlie curving, crested waves were breaking upon 
the outward rush of the water of the beck, and 
making there n scene so wild and grand. Then 
sorncthing, some strange thing like the influence 
which moves us to turn when another is watch- 
ing us closely, moved Lancelot Wilderalowe to 
turn, to look downward to his feet. 

A large wave, which had struck higher and 
more heavily than the rest, was slowly receding ; 
i t  was leaving something tha,t had not been there 
Lcfore. 

At  a glance he saw and understood. 
Thc childlike figure in its pale, wet dress, was 

lying upon its side ; the small rounded cheek 
was upon the stony pathway. The eyes were 
closed. The impression was of one resting-
resting sweetly. 

There was no terror in the moment. 
Lancclot took thc slight form in his arms 
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gently, and laid i t  upon the bank among the 
whitening grasses. Then he spoke softly, with 
lips that  trembled, in  a voice that  was the voice 
of one speaking out of a broken heart. 

Margery,' he said, knowing that there could 
be no more any hearing or any answer-' Margery, 
what have I done? Tell me, what have I 
done 2' 

And it seemed to him that on the wind from 
the moorland there came a voice that  was soft 
and gentle. It came like a sob or a cry, and it 
said pleacliigly : 

' I will ncver ask you anything any more ! 
. . . I will never vex you any more. . . . 
Iciss me ! . . . I will never vex you any 
more !' 

Late that night, when Jean Laverock un-
fastened the chilcl's dress, a t iny book, which the 
Vicar of Keld I-Ioue had given her, fell out from 
between the bodice of her gown and its lining. 
Among the pages of the book were Wiorne 
newly-gathered fronds of the smnll sea-spleen- 
wort. 

Was this an answer to  any cluestion that had 
been asked ? Some will say ' No ;' some 
' Yes.' 

Tlancclot Wilderslowe said nothing ; but later 
hc askcd of Jean Laverock the little book that 
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was wet with the salt sea-water. Jean gave i t  
to him silently, and silently he took it. But 
where i t  lies to-day there seems ever a whisper-
ing, a soft, sad voice, saying : 

' Kiss me! . . . I will never vex you any 
more !' 

VOL. 111, 



CI-IAPTER XIII. 

' But I am sad : 
I cannot thoroughly love a work of mine, 
Since none seems worthy of my thought and hope.' 

MRS.BROWNING. 

HAT grand double marriage of t,he two 
Miss Cleminshaws had taken place 
one day in the autumn. Lydia had 

crone with Mr. Sladill to live at  Otterwell, while h 


Mr. and Mrs. Feaster were living at Hild's 
Haven-on the west side of the town, of course. 
For s few days Mrs. Gower had remained at 
Tenter's Close, and then she, too, had !one 
i~orth~vnrdto the seaport where her second 
(laughter was settled in a bright, newly-fi~rnished 
liouse. Little Matty nras to remain in the old 
I~ousefor an.hile--~nucll to her own sntisfaction. 

So tlicy were living-llorigen ant1 her small 
s t ( ~ l ~ - ~ i ~ t c r - - oilc morning i11 the earlyvlien,  
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spring, a parcel came with some copies of a new 
book. It wns in three volumes, rolumes with 
uncut leaves, and crisp bindings of pale, soft, 
willowy green, and that general air of daintiness 
which a well-got-up book always has. Matty 
understood, and smiled radiantly ; but there was 
no smile on Dorigen's face. Iler hand trembled 
as she lifted the volumes out one by one, and her 
thoughts went swiftly to the old churchyard. 
If only he, her father, might have been there, 
just to take them in his hand, jusb to look 
gratified, pleased ! But he was gone ; and Mr. 
Kenningham, who had foretold it all, was gone, 
and there was none left to care whose caring 
could make her glad-not very glad; or if there 
wns one, it was oize upon whose caring she 
might not dmrell wit21 any joy just then. By-
and-by the books were left lying on the table 
in the sitting-room, and in a dim way Matty 
knew how it was that she was left alone for 
awhile. 

The nest step was to write a brief inscription 
on the fly-leaf of some of the copies. One was to 
llc sent to Lady Annu; one to the clder Mrs. 
Salvnin ; one to Gladwyn Thesiger, whose en-
gagement vus now a settled and l~appy thing. 
Yerhnps the letters which came by way of 
acknowledgtnent were not the least part of the 

54-2 
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worker's reward. Lady Anna wrote with an 
exceeding gladness of appreciation. 

' I was just going out for a drive when the 
book came,' she wrote ; ' but I put off my cloak, 
and sent the carriage away instantly. Before I 
went to bed I had read every word, and could 
almost have dropped a tear because there was no 
more to be read. Dorna dear, i t  is not your 
book, but you. . . . Are you not satisfied, nay 
glad, that you put aside your poet vision? You 
could never have had the wide audience you will 
have now ; you could never have helped so many, 
cheered so many, as you will by such writing of 
parables as this. You will never know the help 
you may be to some-some who have troubles, 
perhaps secret troubles, which always seem to 
grow as one gazes at  them, and yet one cannot 
help gazing if no distraction is possible. And a 
good novel is help and distraction in one. One 
can have i t  at one's own fireside ; one can take 
it up and put it down as one chooses, an4 go 
back to life with a fresher eye for the change. 
And there is so much to be learnt by means of 
fiction. One finds out how " the poor, the tried, 
the suffering," really live, and bear their life, and 
conditions of existc~lce are brought home to one 
which had never been dreamed of before. And 
tlleii again the scenery, the beauties of nature, 
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the little beauties which one had passcd by a 
thousand times without once seeing them, one 
learns to see I)y reading a well-written descrip- 
tion. It is like the opening of a door into a new 
world, and I for one feel grateful always to the 
nlnn or woman who opens another door, and 
leaves i t  open for my fhture good. . . There, 
dear! That is only half of what I want to say, 
But Lance is waiting for me to go into Gmncester 
rvith him to choose some furniture. You shall 
have the other half in a day or two. And then, 
x~rhenI. am quieted down, and have read your 
book agaiq, so that I may be fully equal to the 
task of criticism, I shall insist upon you coming 
to St. Dunstan's to be criticized. You cannot 
decline my invitations on the old grounds now, 
and I do not think you will want to  invent new 
ones. . . . Say that you will come !' 

And then Gladcvyn Thesiger wrote a note, to 
which a postscript was added by the Rector, and 
that little postscript was a precious thing for any 
earnest brain-worker to have in memory. I t  
cnllie one sunny April morning ; and in the 
afternoon Mrs. Salvain's i;remulously-written 
letter arrived. It was Mr. Salvain who brought 
the letter. He had not been to Tenter's Close 
since the first week of the year. 

'1 don't know what my mother has said,' he 
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remarked, as Dorigen folded up the letter after 
reading it. There was a pleased smile on her 
face-a face which, as Michael saw, was as thin, 
and pale, and worn as ever, but yet had a look 
of con~ing peace. 

' Mrs. Salvain has not said much,' was the 
reply. ' But the little she has said is like herself 
-overflowing with kindness.' 

' I suppose the world in  general wears a kindly 
face to you now ?' 

' I don't know about the world in general. 
Friends ark kind, neighbours are kind, and even 
critics are kind. . . . Look t h e y !  Seven 
reviews already, and only one severe one !' 

' I shall not read the severe one.' 
'But I should wish you to read it. I t  is 

amusing 3s ~vellas severe. The charges brought 
against me are three. Firstly, I don't know 
anything of the dialect ; secondly, I have spoken 
of " the hot, tremulous summer air," and the 
reviewer wishes to know if I eves saw i t  treqble ! 
Poor man ! Fancy the life he must have lived if 
he has never seen the vibration of the air above 
the meadows and cornfields on a Ju ly  afternoon. 
Thirdly, I arn charged with makina the sun set b
over the sea 011 the coast of Yorlcshire.' 

' Which i t  does, of course.' 
' Fo r  some five or six weeks at  midsurnmer. 
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H u t  one couldn't expect a stranger to the coast 
to know thnt. The amusing thing is that he has 
made so much of it. Listen I 

' "When we were young we were taught that 
the sun set in the west, but it seems that things 
are altered since that distant day. Or i t  may be 
nierely the geographical position of I'orkshire 
that is altered, and that it now has a western 
seaboard as well as an eastern one." So he goes 
on, growing funnier and funnier over this 
'' absurd mistake." ' 

' And that is the worst ?' 
' The worst so far. The others are all of the1 

fiiir, nncl fiee from anything like spitefulness. 
'I'nro of them are generous in the extreme.' 

Michnel paused n minute or two, turning 
over thc reviews 0s lie did so. I-Ie looked up 
presently. 

' So you are going to be popular?' he said 
quietly. 

'That  I cannot tell. The odd thing is that 
if' I were, I should probably not know much 
about it.' 
"Nor care much ?' 
' Not for mere popularity. But i t  may mean 

more than that. I thinlc I have reason for hoping 
that it will.' 

' Could you tell me what you hope?' he asked, 
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lifting his face with deep interest in the ex-
pression of it. 

'For  the one good thing my work can bring 
me-the friendship of people whose friendship is 
worth having.' 

She spoke eagerly enough, yet Michael 
thought certainly that he detected an undertone 
of sadness in her words-a tone which found an 
echo but too readily within himself. He was 
silent a moment or two. 

L >Lut  you are not going to  remain in Tenter's 
Slose I '  he n'sked, waiting somewhat eagerly for 
ler reply. 

' No, I am not going to  remain here,' she said, 
spealsing with a certain sadness or weariness, as 
of a subject too much thought about. ' Matty is 
going to her sister's next week, and the week 
after I am going to Burtree Beclr. I have taken 
Jean Laverock's rooms for awhile-the two 
rooms that Mr. Wilderslowe had.' 

Michael Salvain looked at her in astonishme&, 
and his broad white forehead seemed to  lift itself 
into wrinkles by sheer force of perplexity. 

' Is that a wise step ?' he asked. 
' I don't know about the wisdom of it,' was 

tllc reply. ' I have tried to weigh i t  well, and 
I cnn sec nothing to balance my strong wish. 
1,:~tlyAnna wislics me to take Borne rooms she 
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knows of closc to St. Dunstan's, and Gladwyn 
Thesiger has tried to persuade me to find or to 
make for myself a home near the place where her 
own future home is to be. I t  is delightful to 
find so many people caring; but I have a curious 
feeling about the matter. It seems to me, that 
though I have now no special tie to this neigh- 
bourhood, the tie of birth is yet a strong and 
sufficient tie. I did not choose to be born in 
Hild's Haven, and I would not choose to leave i t  
without due reason.' 

' Most people in your position would consider 
a very natural desire for professional further-
ance a sufficient reason.' 

' Probably. I am aware of the disadvantages 
of Hild's Haven in that respect. But I shall 
never again have the same affection for any 
other place ; I shall never feel any place so 
sacred as I feel this to be. I never lose sight of 
the idea that I owe much to having opened my 
eyes upon the same wild and rugged scenes as 
the cyes of Cadmon looked upon daily, to 
having breathed the same air, to living within 
sight and sound of the same sea ; and if in this 
world I am ever to be so free from earthly care 
and pressure as to have a soul fit to receive, the 
same light from heaven which C ~ d m o n  received, 
I feel strongly that I must be here to receive it. 
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That is my p re~en t  conviction. Change may 
come. I may hear a voice saying, "Get thee 
out from thy  country !" and if I hear I shall 
obey. That is all I know about my future.' 

Michael Salvain listened intently, and yet with 
a sinking of heart m-hich he could neither explain 
nor wholly understand. I t  was as if he saw 
another and a higher life, another and a purer 
w-orld-a world with which he might hare no 
concern, and for which he yet had capacity if 
by any means he might have reached it or 
touched its border. 

There was anguish for him in the sense of 
constraiilt to a lower mood, a lower level of life 
and thought, a kind of anguish which could 
only be understood by a man of high spiritual 
and intellectual standing, able to imagine himself 
doomed for evermore to endure his earthly ex- 
istence with a lower environment ; to atrive for 
his soul's life with a spiritual poverty amounting 
to want and destitution. It seemed to him as 
he sat there that no humau being could ever be 
grateful enough, if the boon were his, to live his 
life in such society ancl companionship as should 
stimulate his soul's growth instead of dwarfing 
and hindering it. None could have felt the 
chilling, the narrowing, the deadening of his 
spiritual existence more keenly than Michael 
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Salvain felt it. I n  his daily life he might t ry  to 
ignore all he was enduring; but now and then 
moments like this vould come, moments in  
which the future rose up  before him, a long and 
dreary and ever-darkening future, unpenetrated 
by any light, or any warmth, or any true 
spiritual good that he could discern. Already 
he was conscious of declension, of hours of half- 
content, of days when that inner strife seemed 
useless and resistance impossible ; and across 
those times there callle always the visiofi of what 
might have been. . . . Now again that vision 
came as he sat there, and for awhile he dared 
not trust himself to speak. Presently he began 
to feel as if even his silence were betraying 
him. 

' I don't think I like the idea of your going to 
1'Surtree Beck,' he said at  Inst. 

' 11ave you been thinking of i t  all this time ?' 
Dorigen aslred with n smile. 

There was no responsive smile on Michael 
Salvain's lips. 

' No,' he said, with a sudden force and fervour. 
' No ; I was not thinking of that at  all, but of 
far greater things-things of whicEl I cannot 
speak.' 

'Not  even to me ?' 
'Not even to you. Nay, rather to anyone 
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than you. . . . And I must go,' he said abruptly, 
rising to his feet. ' I must go at once ; and I 
have said nothing of all the things I came to 
say. I have not even congratulated you.' 

' Why should you congratulate me 9' 
' Because of your book ; because of a purpose 

achieved. A something done-and done suc-
cessfully.'

' Thank you,' she said ; but she spoke sadly 
rather than gladly : and he understood how 
success might not have the taste of success, how 
it  might be as sad as any failure. If it were so 
with her, what remained ? 

Something on his face betrayed his inward 
questioning. 

' It is all well,' she said. ' There is yet 
something to hope for, something to wish for. 
Wish it for me.' 

'What shall I wish you?' he said eagerly. 
'Wish for me peace-perfect peace of mind, 

and heart, and soul.' 
' Is  that your highest desire 7 
' The very highest.' 
Michael Salvain understood. The very long- 

ing of another for a life that could have no peace 
in it enabled him to understand. Yet he asked 
a question. 

'Could you tell me what it is that stands 
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between you and peace at the present moment ?' 
he asked. 

' What it is?' she said, lifting her eyes to his 
face in weary surprise. ' It is everything ! It is 
all my life ! Think of my life from the he- 
ginning! Try to enter into it, and you will not 
wonder that I feel as if my very soul were 
untuned, and untuned for ever for peacefulness. 
It has been a11 strife, and storm, and change, and 
amazement. Except for that breathing-time at 
St. I)unstan's, I have never known any calm. 
And I have paid the full price for that since my 
return. Do you not think so ?' 

Michael was silent a moment. 
' 1 think it seems as if compensation were at 

hand,' he said, trying to soothe the spirit he had 
evokecl. 

' I am unfitted to receive it,' she replied with 
emotion. 'It has come too late. What is the 
worth of it all now, when there is none to see, 
none to be glad, none to take any pride or plea- 
sure, none to say " Well done!"-that is, none 
whose praise would have repaid me tenfold for 
all that I have undergone ?' 

' Don't say that !' Michael exclaimed with 
agitation. ' I cannot bear that you should say 
that ! . . . Is it not/bi?zgto you that I care ? . . . Is 
it nothing that I watch your every step, wait 
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impatiently for every word you write, delight in 
every word that is said concerning the things 
you have written ? Am I nothing to you ? Is 
my friendship nothing ? And, let me say it- 
I say it as in the very hearing of Heaven-is my 
love nothing ? my heart's best, and purest, and 
highest love, is i t  nothing ? . . . I know what I 
am saying ; I know that ybu will not misunder- 
stand. But give me an answer. I s  my life 
nothing to your life ?' 

Dorigen turned so as to look full into his face. 
She was tr;rnbling, but she made a strong effort 
to speal. calmly. 

' That you are niy friend has many a time 
been the one earthly thing between me and 
despair,' she said. ' I ought nct to have spoken 
now so despondently as I have done ; not to 
you, at any rate, who have done so much. . . . 
If you were to fail me, I think I could scarcely 
care to  live.' 

' Will you Lelieve that I shall not fail you 3' 
' I have always believed it.' 
' Then continue to believe it. Have faith in 

rile when I do not seem to deserve it, and do 
not ineasure the strength of the tie that is 
between your soul and nriile by present visible 
results.' 

I have never done thnt,' slre said. ' The 
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Lest reeults of a true friendship are seldom 
visible or tangiljle except by moments at  a 
time. They arc? too high, too wide to be 
grasped by tlle narrowed vision that serves for 
the uses of the day.' 

So far t l ~ a t  is true. . . . And now, "Good-
bye." Will you write if you want me to come 
to IS~lrtree Beck for airy reason 9' 

' I'erhaps I may. Something will bring nle 
the 1inpl)iness of seeing you when I need you. 
If not, I can wait. . . . If I 11:~re learnt *nothing 
clse, J have learnt 1 1 0 ~ 7to wait.' 

llichnel uttered his 'good-bye ' and turned 
iiwny nl~ruptly. 

' Your rnere w:titing is an easy thing,' he said 
linlf nutlibly, ad he went down into the (lull 
1larl.ow street where the sunslline was not, and 
where every face he saw seemed to be a marred 
01. worn face, or one crusl~ed with the weight of 
years of sorrowful living. All the way as he 
went horneward he ~ \ ~ e n t  in lleaviiless of heart, 
itlid witli that dread reluctance which surely has 
ilothing like unto it, the reluctance n man may 
11:tve to enter liis own home. Ah ! that bitter 
tiistaste, that most pnthctic and sad unnrilling- 
ness ! 

' Any~vherc, nnywllere ill the wide world but 
thetoe !' he saicl, 1vhc1-1 the gables of his liouse 
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came in sight, and the ancient chimneys. He 
forced himself onward, having no alternative ; 
yet all the while his heart was crying out, ' Let 
me have rest ! Let me go anywhere, anywhere 
but thew !' 



CI-IAPTER XIV. 

' TIIE 1'ANSY AT MY BEET.' 

'Man, thou hast not well said ; a fool thou art. 
Not all fair gifts to  all doth God divide, 
Eloquence, beauty, and a noble heart. 
One seems in mien poor, but his feeble part 
God crowns with language, that men learn to love 
The form, so feelingly the sweet words dart 
Within them.' 

WOBSLEY'SOtlyxsey. 

RE year w e n t  onward, as the bcst or 
t h e  worst y e a r  will. For Michael Sal-
v a i n  m a s  it the w o r s t ?  For Dorigen 

was it t h e  b e s t ?  A f t e r w a r d s  it seclmed s u r e l y  
as if e a c h  had t h a t  y e a r  touchcc l  n certain or un-
certain limit. 

T h a t  v i s i t  to St. D u n s t a n ' s  t v a s  n i n d e ,  as Lady 
:inn,?, I Y i l d e r s l o w e  had d c s i r c t l ;  and the tirile 
was full of all g o o d ,  all p i c n s n r e ,  a l l  d c l i g l i t .  
Dr. MTi lders lowc ' s  d e f e r e n c e  to one t o w a r d  w h o s e  

VOL. IIT. 55 
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life's fulfilmelit he had done so much was touch- 
ing almost to the verge of pain ; and nothing 
seemed to gratify the good old man so much as 
to  sit for awhile iatellectually at the feet of one 
whose acquaintance with the literature of the day 
was, as he imagined, something very wonderful, 
and yet in itself a thing to be deplored. How 
was it possible for any human being to spend 
precio~~shours on a book published but yesterday, 
whcn the classics of all ages and all countries re- 
mained on the shelves unread? 

' But some of those who are writing to-day 
will become classics in their turn, Dr. Wilder- 
slotve,' said Dorigen one day. It was a July 
afternoon, and these t ~ ~ o  with Lady Anna sat on 
the terrace in the shade of the trellised veranda 
that was all overhung with roses and clematis 
and starry jessamine. The birds were still, and 
the bees hurnmed among the tall, white foxgloves, 
and dived into the chalices of the Madonna lilies ; 
butterflies hovered everywhere in the hot still 
sunshine. 

Dr. Wilderslowe heard, or half-heard the 
remnrk that llorigen had made, in perplexed 
silence. 

' T: beg pardon, inndam,' the old man said in 
his courteous wag, 'perhaps I did not quite 
unrlcrstnad ?' 
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Dorigen smiled, and repeated what she l~acl 
said, adding : 

'Don't yon think there are giants on the 
earth in these days? Don't you thinli: we have 
poets and prose writers among us nowT as great 
as any but the very greatest who have lived?' 

' I had certainly not thought that,' said the 
Doctor, with the air of one who ~ v a s  being greatly 
enlightened. ' No;  I had not discerned that. 
\\'auld you, madam, kindly mcntion the narnes 
of a fern of these great mcn?' 

This wad, to say the least of it, discomfiting to 
one whose judgmcnt was mainly her own, and 
~vhose natural shrinking from all assertion or 
contention was very great. She began to think 
in  some trepidation of mind, and Lady Anna 
turned to  hide a smile of rxlischievous delight. 

' Well, there is Robert Browning,' Dorigen 
said with quite uncalled-for timidity. 

' Ma'am 4' 
' I mentioned the name of Mr. Robert Brown- 

ing as one inan of note.' 
' Xr. Robert Browning. Yes ! May I ask 

what he has written or done?' 
'L'his was too much for Lady Anna's gravity, 

but she came t o  the rescue, and soon n very fair 
list of the master's chief poems was given, The 
Doctor made little pencil nlemoranda in  his note- 

5 5-2 
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book, and then begged with extreme humility to 
be further enlightened. It was as impossible to 
doubt his good faith as to deny his request, 
and the conversation became certainly very 
amusing. 

' Prose writers !' Dorigen repeated once, by 
way of beginning her reply to a question of the 
old man's. ' I t  seems to me that there can never 
have been four more perfect writers of English 
prose living at one time than four who are 
living among us now. There are others, but 1 
speak now only of these four-Cardinal Newmai~, 
".ofessor Ruskin, Professor Seeley, and Mr. 
katthew Arnold. I can read any of these for 
their perfect music alone.' 

' Indecd, n~adam ! But this is surprising I' 
' Have, you ever heard any of these names, 

gmndpnph ?' nslced Lady Anna. 
' Yes, n ~ y  dear, yes. 1 have some of New- 

man's earlier sermons. And I feel sure that I 
hnve seen the name of the last gentleman Miss 
Gowcr mentioned, Jllr. Matthew Arnold. . . . I 
--I thiizlr I saw it in n periodical!' 

On other days the old drives were taken, the 
old places and people visited : and it seemed 
that I I C ~ C  there sonlc light had gone from the 
bcenes, some charm had vanished. Dorigen 
knew well cnougli that the change \\.as in herself. 



' THE PANSY AT IVY FEET.' 213 

The fading of things into the light of conimon 
day is inevitable, and in no case can you see so 
certainly all that such fading means as when you 
return to  a place long loved, long dreamed of, 
long desired. 

Yet it was a pleasant time to  have in remem- 
brance, and Dorigen returned to  her desk in  the 
narrow room at Burtree Beck with new strength, 
and with at  least the beginnings of that inward 
peace she had so earnestly desired. And the 
hour was not without its satisfactions. Jean 
Lnverocli's warm welcome was not a thing to  be 
despised, and Gladwyn Tllesiger, having found 
pi*evious remonstrance with Dorigen useless, had 
with the help of her sisters done all that might 
be done to  make Jean's two rooms as beautiful 
as they were capable of being made. The walls 
had been re-pnpered with a real Morrisinn paper, 
somewhat aggressive, but beyond all doubt 
pleasant to look upon ; pretty rugs had been sent 
to hide tlie unbeautiful new carpet Jean hacl 
bought out of sheer goodwill; drawings hung 
allout in profusion, with embroideries wherever 
embroidery could be. Indeed, the place had 
been so changed that Dorigen felt as if she were 
entering upon a new home. And i t  \vas really 
homelilre. 

' I can think of you now with some plensurc,' 
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Gltlcl~vyn said, coming over on the following day 
to see how far her efforts had been successful. 
' You are always to sit in this easy-chair by the 
fire when you write. I had this low writing-table 
made on purpose. And I hung all the prettiest 
things on the opposite wall, so that your eye 
might rest upon them every time you looked up. 
. . . Isn't that etching of Rusliin beamtiful? 
That was Juliet's choice. And those little w t e r -  
colours of the Abbey and the town, mamma did 
them oil purpose for you. And there are all our 
photographs, .even papa's, who never gives one 
to anybody, and Thyra chose those pretty bits of 
still life. But I am going to get you some more 
photographs of people while we are in London, 
tlistinguished people, so that you may never feel 
lonely, but have good company about you alv-aps. 
But you never are lonely-are you ?' 

'No ; not 11ow.' 
' Were you ever ?' 
' Olice or twice in my life I have had 

paroxy~11s of loneliness. They lasted about an 
hour each time. I thinlr if they had lasted 
longer I should have gone mad.' 

' You seem to  have had every sort of experi- 
eilce,' said Gladwyn. ' I suppose i t  was needful 
for the work you have to do.' 

Then she glanced at the desk where the scat-
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tered pzpers were lying, the quill pens not yet 
dry, the much-used blotting-paper. 

I believe I have wsllced into the middle of a 
chapter ?' she said interrogatively. 
'You have,' was the reply. 'And since you 

are so good about asking questions, or rather 
t20t asking them, I will tell you a bit of good 
news. You have shared my bad news oft 
enough. And the good concerns this book I 
am writing. I t  is a novel, and I sent part ~f 
it, the first volume, to the editor of the Grosvenol* 
Magazine. If the two other volumes are as good 
as the first it is to be accepted.' 
'And that iis good news.' 

Eminently good, for me.' 
' Then I hope you will get more money this 

time.' 
' Much more. I have been making a list of 

the books 1 mean to buy. I will let you look a t  
it ; it is a rapture only to look at it.' 

Gladwyn glanced over the list. 
' There is no rapture in it for me,' she said. 

'But tell me a little more about your books and 
yourself. I am good, as you say, but it costs me 
a11 effort to be good.' 

But there is nothing more I can tell you.' 
'Not even the title ?' 
'Not even the title. Last time only one title 
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mras possible; this time three or four different 
ones are running in rriy brain, and in all proba- 
bility I shall leave the decision to the editor in 
the end. That is the awkwardness of questions -
concerning an author's work. There are so few 
that one can answer, and protestations of ignor- 
ance are very naturally received with incredu- 
lousness.' 

' I-tut at least you can tell me when the first 
instalrnent is to appear ?' 

' It is to appear in November, if : ~ tall ; but I 
am anxious that the last word shall be written 
before the first is given to the world. So, you 
see, I have no time to lose.' 

' That means I am not to come again.' 
' Quite the contrary : it means that you are to 

come whenever you can, in the afternoon, and 
stay as long as you can, and distract my attelltion 
all YOLI can.' 

'The twentieth of next month will be a 
little distraction for you,' said Gladwyn rather 
shy1 y. 

' IS that the wedding-day ? Lady Anna was 
not quite sure,' Dorigen said. ' I hope it will 
be a fine day-it is sure to be a happy one. 
shall tliinlc of you, you may be sure.' 

' Think of mc !' Glndmyn esclaimed. ' you 
arc to be my bridesmaid. I thought that was 

I 
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all settled before you went away; and, indeed, we 
have ordered your locket and bracelet.' 

' They mill do for the lady who will take my 
place,' Dorigen said, speaking sadly enough. 
'Gladwyn dear, don't press this. The character 
of bridesmaid is not in  my repertoire. I could 
not act i t  successfully.' 

In  her own heart there was another thought- 
a remembrance, almost a fear. 

' If I were to stand there,' she said to herself- 
' if I were to  stand in that chancel that day I 
should certainly see Glad~vyn and Lancelot 

L L '  One and one with a shadowy third." 

And Jlargery would be as present to me as they 
would be. 1could not bear it ;I could not do it.' 

And in addition there was a feeling which 
could hardly be put into tl~oughts, much less 
into words-n feeling of separation, of shrinking 
from contact with that outer world which nlakes 
such demands not only upon time, but upon 
strength, vitality, life itself. 

' It is not for me, that social world,' she saitl 
to herself. 'And  I am not for it. I h a w  
passed througll the fire, and I have come out 
too much scorched to care for contact witll 
people upon wl~osc garillentrs tlzere is not even 
the smell of burning.'. 
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Rut of all these things she said nothing. Slle 
only tried a little to soften her refusal. 

' No, dear,' she said ; ' you will have to be 
married without me, but not without my good 
wishes. I shall be able to thi~zk of you more, 
and more warnily than if I were trying to eat 
your wedding-breakfast.' 

Theye at any rate you mould fail,' said 
Gladwyn, still having disappointment. in her 
tone. 

' 1'robal)ly ; therefore excuse me from making 
the esperiment.' 

' 13ut you will promise, then, to come and 
stay with US at Adwalton as soon as we come 
back ?' 

' As soon as I can after you come baclr. 
. . . Ren~ember, I have my daily bread to 
earn.' 

' Which couldn't, I should think, be a difficult 
rnntter, comparing your appetite with a sixpenny 
10:lf.' 

Don't be impertinent ; I shall go and 'ttsb 
Mrs. Lnverock to bring in such a tea as will 
convi~lce you that I am not in the habit of 
starving myself. . . . But kiss me, Gladwyn, 
and be friends : the salt of life is in its friend- 
ships.' 



CHAPTER XV. 

E R O 	 Have you n shnpen purpose, or mere-will 
That sees the end alone, and not the means Y 
RosoIve will melt no rock$. 

Dus S~r.v.\. But it  can ~ c a l e  them.' 
G~co~rcieELIOT: The Sl~anishGi1)s.y. 

REEZY and fresh and beautiful as 
TZiorsgrif might be. in ordinary 
weather, i t  must yet be confessecl 

that i t  was a clull place to  be in on a, d u l l  
November clay. The thick white lnists hung 
low upon larid and sea ;  the muffled, mournful 
sound of the fog-horns came up the ravine all 
clay nnil all night ; not a bird-note broke upon 
the car ; uot a, breeze stirred the tree-tops in the 
gill ; the outer world was silent, formless, colour- 
less. Tlic inner world was-what you made it. 
With a November fog creeping in a t  window and 
door, one needs to draw upon olle's resource8 to  
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their last limit ; and the bankrupt soul is surely 
much to  be pitied. 

Michael Salvain and his motller ancl sistcr had 
lived through so many Novembers in ~ h o r s ~ i i f  
Gill, and their demands as to  the pleasurableness 
of life were so moderate and reasonable, that this 
particular November day had in i t  for them 
iiothiiig that was intolerable. Michael went to 
:~nd fro across the furzy waste that was between 
his own house and the Alum Works a t  Thorsgrif 
Ness, or now and then he went over to  Hild's 
Haven ; an& he was nowhere conscious of being 
suddcr or more depressed than was u'sual with 
llim in those days of ceaseless yet most patient 
endurance. 

His mother sat in her cosy sitting-room, heap- 
ing on coal and wood, stirring the fire iuto n 
perpetual blaze; choosing the brightest ancl 
lightest-coloured wools for the stockings she wns 
knitting for the two children, who, in her esti- 
mittion, did so much to  keep the house cheerful, 
and noisy, ancl busy, and pleasant. More tnan 
oncc she pnnsed in her knitting to listen to the 
music lesson Joanna was giving to ZarB. The 
little fingers moved over the keys, and ' Home, 
swect l-l[omc ' came slowly, note by note. ' One, 
two, three, four,' counted Joanna. 'Dere's no 
plncc litc homc,' sang Valerie, who was sitting on 
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the rug, looking up  into Mrs. Salvairl's eyes, 
with a smile on her own little pink-and-white 
face. The contents of an ancient Noah's Ark- 
i t  had been Joanna's-were spread out upon the 
floor, and the, animals were going two by two 
across the blue roses and the crimson scrolls 
which were the principal features of the carpet. 

' One, two, three, four,' counted Joanna again. 
'Be i t  ever so humble, dere's no placc lite home,' 
repeated Valerie, in good time ancl tune ; whilst 
overhead Valerie's mother was clasping llcr hands, 
and lifting a strained face in a very agony of de- 
spair because of that home's utter intolerableness. 

One word, which she had said months ago- 
i t  seemed years ago-lingereci strangely on her 
husband's ear. ' If you will let mu go, I can 
earn my bread,' she had declared ; and t'he de- 
claration was one he might never forget. 

Shc liad not expected that he would divine 
the nature of the dream which haunted her by 
night and by day. But Michael Snlvain was not 
quite the fool his wife deemed him to he. 

Immediately he had said to himself : ' Ermine 
would go on thc stagc if her way were plain ;' 
and even as .he said i t  thcrc came to h i n ~  the 
discernment to acknowledge that on the night 
she trod the boards she would find her true voca-
tion. 
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Her whole nature, her whole persoaality, her 
whole talent- which was not small-would there 
fii~clcz fitting scene for i ts highest and fullest 
outcome. Michael Salvain could imagine his 
wife appearing not only upon the stage of Eng- 
land, but of Europe, and being received as a 
seconcl Rachel. To his appreciation i t  seemed ns 
if there were in her something of that same 
ferric1 and glowing genius, with infinitely greater 
advantages in  the way of personal beauty. He 
knew i t  had been said that Rachel, even in her 
most transckndent n~ornents, was a plain-looking 
woman, lout none could ever say the same of 
Ermengnrde Salvain. Her great beauty would 
be thc half of her charm, the half of her influ- 
ence. 

Inevitably Michael Salvain dwelt upon the 
idea so forcibly presented to him ; inevitably 
i t  filled him with apprehension, with pain, with 
a great and overpowering disquietude. 

Latterly i t  had grown upon him-why or 
I 

wherefore he could not have said. But he was 
coiiscious of it, and his wife knew that he was 
conscious, and was very glad. It would make 
the clcveloprnent of her plans easier. 

All this while she had been maturing her 
plans ; her purpose had been growing ancl 
strengthening within her ; she had devoted her 
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whole time to such studies as she knew how t o  
p ~ ~ r s u e ,and her knowledge in these matters was 
not small. 

In that former life of hers, which seemed so 
far away, she had more than once taken a promi- 
nent part in nmatcur representations ; and she, 
with others who had acted with her, hacl had the 
advantage of same cxcellcnt training from a lrdy 
whose position on the stage is yct unchallengea. 
To this lady shc would appeal whcn thc timc 
came ; and i t  was coming quickly. .And yet 
there were many intolerable days to bc endured 
by the way ; this gloomy November day was onc 
of them-one of many ; and as i t  wore on to 
noon, bringing no change, no hope, no relief 
from the terrible inonotony, Ermengarde felt as 
if she could endure i t  no longer. 'How can I 
bear it ?'she aslted again and again, half-aloucl, 
lifting hor beautiful, tragic faec, nnd tossing wide 
her white, finely -mouldecl arms in a very agony 
of appeal, and having all the while n certain 
unclcr-current of consciousness that this despair- 
ing mood afforded excellent opportunities for 
study and practice. Thus i t  was that, instead of 
cliccking her dcspcmtion, she cncouragecl it, fcd 
it l)y all means, and gave herself creclit for ful- 
filling a professional duty. 

It inight be this same sense of use which was 
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moving in her when her husband came back 
from Hild's Haven. It was but  three o'clock in 
the afternoon, and yet the twilight was descend- 
ing through the thick, yellow fog. Ermengarde 
was still upstairs in her own room when he came. 
She had had a fire lighted there. The 'Winter's 
Tale ' was open on the sofa, and she was standing 
with clasped hands and set, marbie-like face in a 
recess near the window. She did not see tho 
quiet smile on her husband's face, the pleased 
look in his eyes, or the thick, grey-covered 
magazine which he was offering to her for her 
acceptance. 

' It is the G~.osvenor,Ermine,' he said ; ' the 
November number, ancl i t  contains the f i r ~ t  in- 
stalmcnt of "Thorwaldsthorne." I had a little 
time to wait, but I clicln't cut the pages. I 
ltnow you like to clo that for yourself, and I 
wouldn't spoil your pleasure.' 

( My pleast~re!' she said, having a great scorn 
in hcr beautiful voice. ' My p1easul.e ! There 
may be plcasure for you in reading a novd of 
Miss Gower's, or of anyone else's ; but I confess 
my emotions rcquire some stronger incentive 
bcfore they can be greatly movecl to pleasure.' 

' 2: expect this will be a stronger book than the 
last,' hc said, putting the magazine down with 
a certain disappointment in his act and tone. 
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'But even the last took its plncc with competent 
juclgcs, and t l ~ c  notices I have seen of the first 
instalmcnt of this arc full of high anticipation.' 

' Probably. But the subject has no interest for 
me-not one particle. What is a novel when it 
is written, and printed, ancl published ? It is a 
thing that peoplc borrow from a library, glance 
through in a couple of hours, and never see 
again-never dreain of wishing to see again. I 
pity Dorigen Gower, that such a mind as hers 
should have no fuller ancl greater and grander 
outlet for i ts power, than that ! If she were to  
write a drama, that I coulcl understand, there I 
could have sympathy with her. But if I might 
1mve.selected my gifts for myself, I would never 
h a w  chosen that my soul should trickle out 
through the point of a pen. Where can be the 
good of i t ?  TVhere the joy ? To sit alone, to  
brood over your own thought alone, to sit down 
nncl express i t  ulonc-whcre can be the satis- 
faction ?' 

'Tllcre must be the satisfaction of knowing 
that your mind is brought into contact with 
other minds.' 

' No-pardon me-there cannot be even that, 
not as n rule. A writer may clrcam, may hope 
that i t  is so ;  but he cannot know. What will 
Miss Gower lrnow a t  Burtrcc Beck ? . . . Oh, I 

VOL. III. 5 6 
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should go mad if I had to live her life for a, 
month. This is intolerable ; that would be mad- 
dening. I should be thinking always night and 
day of the life that might be mine, that toill be 
mine, that must be mine, if I am to live my life 
a t  all. . . . No ; don't interrupt me, Michael. I 
had meant to  sdy it. I don't want to leave your 
house like a thief in the night ; but I will do that, 
if you drive me to it. . . . You must let me go. 
Don't think mine is a girl's fancy-the usual fancy 
of the stage-struck young lady. I have always 
known that the power was mine-the power to 
move an audience, to win its sympathy, to carry 
it with me through a drama from first to last;  
and I can conceive no higher joy, no higher 
glory, than to find one's self face to face with n 
crowd of sympathetic listeners, people who have 
come there to  yield themselves heart and soul to 
your soul, to feel the flash as your passion strikes 
upon the passion in them, the electric thrill of 
emotion as you give adequate utterance to some 
forceful human truth which is rccognised instarftly 
to  be the concelltrated exprcssion of somc forceful 
human experience ! 

' "	T h e  life of a long l i fe  distilled to a mere drop, 
Falling upon the world's cold check t o  make it burn." 

You may call all this enthusiasm, you may call 
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it sickness of the brain, you may call i t  what you 
will; but you must face the fact, my husband, 
that  I, Ermengarde Sf~lvain, must follow my 
life's vocation-or cease to  live l I tell yon 
plainly, strongly, surely, for me there is no 
alternative !' 

Michael Salvain stood quite silently there, his 
hand resting on his wife's dressing-table, her 
trinkets strewn about before his eyes, herself in 
the recess by the window, tall and beautiful, and 
white and cold with thc intensity of .her own 
cmotion. 

' I  have tried to prepare myself for this, 
Ern~ine,' he said, with quiet strength i11 his 
voice, yet with pain written on every feature of 
his face. 'But  you find me unprepared. . . . 
I only know that it is impossible that I should 
ever consent to your leaving your home. As I 
have told you, I was fully aware of the sacrifice 
you made in accepting such a home. But I 
hoped you had countecl the cost, as I triecl to 
count i t  for you.' 

' I clo not blame you, Michael-not in any-
thing. I was glad of your offer, as you know. 
I condescended to scheme for i t ;  but I am 
sufficiently punished. . . . Oh, how mad, liow 
dcludccl I must have bccn ! But for my own 
folly I might have been free now-frcc as 

5G-2 
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air l . . . . But, Michael, you will set me 
free ?' 

'Never, Ermine.' 
'That is final 1' 
'It is quite final. I will never release you 

from the vow you made in the sight of Heaven, 
and I will never consent to your becoming an 
actress. But I will do anything else you wish 
me to do. If you wish it  I will make arrange- 
ments for leaving Thorsgrif altogether. And we 
will live where you wish to live.' 

'You wodd live in London 1' 
'Yes, or anywhere else where you could be 

happy. But let me remind you that we should 
have to live in a very moderate way. I should 
have to put a man in my place here, and pay 
him adequately for doing the work I do myself.' 

Ermine stood silently for awhile, looking out 
of the window into the blank yellow mist, tapping 
her foot impatiently upon the carpet. There was 
for her no good, no gladness in the prospect held 
out to her. 

' I should have no more freedom than I have 
now,' she said presently, but speaking more as if 
she spoke to herself than to her husband. 

But he heard, and he aslicd in sadness, 'Could 
any wife have more freedom than you have, 
Erminc 1' 
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'That i s  going baclr, arguing in a circle,' she 
said, having irritation i11 her tone. Then, after a 
moment's silence, she added, 'Leave me, Michael ; 
leave me now, and don't take any steps toward 
change till I tell you. I will think things over 
once more, though heaven knows I am weary of 
thinking. . . . And don't take the G?-osve~zo~ 
away. I will looli: over "Thorwaldsthorne." ' 
The11 slie added, in a tone that was half con-
tcml~tuous,half strangely wistful, < Perhaps i t  
will move me to say my prayers to-night. . . . 
It is a long while since I have said any prayers.' 

http:IIfI./.CT


CHAPTER XVI. 

' ONE LAST KISS UPON THE LIVING SEIORE.' 

'B u t  if some god amid the wine-dark flood 
With doom pursue me, and my vessel mar, 

Then will I bear i t  as a brave man should. 
Not the first timo I suffer. Wave and war 
Deep in my life have graven many a scar.' 

WORSLEY'SOdyssey. 

N alnlost every hamlet of Yorkshire, 
however small, you will find at least 
one man who has the doubtful repu- 

tation of being ' a character.' 
I t  might be difficult at times to say what the 

character has done to earn for hiniself this dis- 
tinction. Sometimes it would seem as if a 
power of saying rude or disagreeable things 
were enough ; at other times you suspect that 
n high degree of social incompatibility must lead 
to eminence ; and there arc villages where the 
quarrelsome seem certainly to maintain a position 
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of authority of which the inore peaceful must be 
secretly envious. A long course of observatioil 
has led to the conclusion that i t  is seldom 
the amiable, the unselfish, the quietly-disposed, 
who acquire that peculiar kind of reputation 
which entitles a man to be considered in his 
o ~ ~ n  as ' a character.' And yet there locality 
are, there must be, exceptions. 

Adam Farah, for instance, Enoch's father, was 
really on the whole a well-disposed old man, 
but his good disposition had not precluded his 
acquiring a certain prominence among his fel- 
lo~ss,  though it might be difficult to define 
eitlicr the cause of his prominence or the nature 
of' it. Ilis position at the Alurn Worlrs might 
have had something to do with it. I-Ie was 
uront to boast a little that he had been 'head- 
cooper ' at the ~vorl<s for nearly forty years, and 
of late he bad been employed to assist in the 
alum-nlaliing itself. This had added something 
to the dignity of his standing, and, perhaps, 
eomething of conceit to the piquancy of his 
orclinnry speech. Be this as it might, it may 
fnirly be said that old Adam was, in a mild way, 
a ' character ' in the hamlet of Thorsgrif. 

Ilis house was one of seven or eight which 
stood on the tmad ledge of shale half-wny 
down the cliff-side, and not very fhr from the 
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sheds and cisterns. I t  was :I solnewhat larger 
cottage than the rest, and old Adam, having no 
wife, had willingly agreed that his house should 
continue to be the home of his soil Enoch when 
the latter married. That was about two ycnrs 
before this wild wet winter set in, and they had 
been very happy years for Eiioch and Rizpali; 
happier of late for the presence of a fine baby 
boy. The next, i t  was hoped, would be a girl, 
and on the 17th of December this hope was 
granted. Rizpsh's new baby was three days old 
oil the niornii3g of Tuesday, the 20th. 

I t  was a dull, grey, and bitterly cold morl~ing, 
but the rain, which had poured down ceaselessly 
for nearly a week past, had ceased to pour. 
The becks were swollen and noisy, the sea was 
rough, and i t  almost seenled as if that Irere 
swollen too, and there was hardly a sail in sight 
anywhere. The single bare mast of a sloop m7ns 
in the offing, not far frorn Thorsgrif Ncss ; 
indeed, it had corne there wit11 coal for the Alum 
Works, and was waiting for low water to d&-
charge its cargo. The name co~lld be see11 quite 
distinctly ; it was the A~larc~ja, of Hild's Haven. 
lIer captain's nnllle wns James Applebic. 

I t  was about nine o'clocl~ in  the morrling 
wlleiz Mr. Salvain vent down the met windillg 
road that led to the office in the cliff. Enoch 
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was in the stable, the forel-t-tan was out among 
the cisterns, oltl Adam was stirring the office- 
fire, and he uTent on stirring it, not troubling 
liimself to turn oratouch his battered fur cap i n '  
answer to liis master's greeting. He prided 
himself a little on his disregard of ceremony. 

Michael Salvain knew the old man's way, nnrl 
made no attempt to reform it. In fact, as a rule 
he dicl not notice it. I3ut presently i t  became 
eviclent that Adam Jvas :tbout to claim a little 
notice this morning. Crossing the f l o ~ r  of the 
office in  a somewhat i~npressive maliner, he 
closed the boor, turned the key in  the lock, and 
came back to the desk. T11ere lle stopped, rcstecl 
his hand upon the little railing that ran round 
the top of the table, and sighed heavily. 

'Adam, you are not me11 this morning,' e s -
claimed Mr. Salvain with concern, and 1001iil-tg 
keenly into the old man's solemn facc and dark, 
intent-loolting eyes. What is it ? You n-tust 
go honze, and Enoch shall go for n doctor.' 

' Doctor mc nn doctors,' said thc old nlan, 
with a groan. ' It's nogn doctors as is wanted 
here.' 

'Then ~vlint is it ? What is troubling you ?' 
asked Micbael, patieiltly enough. I-Ie was Lcing 
trained to  extremes of patience. 

Old Adam was silent a moment, then he put 
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his hand on his side and evidently began to 
prepare for a long communication. Michael 
watched vi th  interest. 

Ah'm an oiid man, maister,' he began itn-
pressively. ' Ah've lived above my threescore 
years and ten, an' Ah've lived 'em all i' Thors-
grif. Niver in his life hes Adam Farah slept 
a neet oot 0' Thorsgrif.' 

' Indeed ! And you are not tired of it ?' 
' Tired on it ! NaSiy, maister. A man 'at 

tires of his naiitive counthry 'd tire o' the globe 
itself, give hihl tahme aauff. But t'warnt o' that 
'at Ah corn to speiik, 'twarnt for that 'at Ah 
started to tell yn 'at man an' boy Ah'd 
lived my life amang these rocks, an' cliffs, an' 
floods, an' wreclrs, an' landslips. Wheg sud 
1ina-c~'em if not me? Ah, it's been a straiinge 
spot, this coiist hes, for disaster! Ya'll have 
lecrd tell o' I-lunswyke village disappearin' all i' 
olio neet-ivery hoose in it but one where there 
was a corpse lyin'. An' Ah've heerd my granl-

4
father tell mony a tahnie hoo there was warnin' 
anufl, if only the follrs would ha' ta'en it, 
rum'lins i' the e'th, an' such like, for daiiys and 
daiiys afore. Noo Ah don't ~vantto give no% 
false alarms-Ah don't indeed, sir. Ya've niver 
know'd rna give noii hlse alnrnls?' 

'No, certainly not. I have never known you 
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do anything that a faithful servant ought not to 
have done.' 

' Thank ya, sir ! thanl; ya! That's handsome, 
that is. An' Ah wouldn't be actin' faithful by 
you, nor by nobody i' the plaiice, if I didn't snliy 
the thing I hev to saiiy noo. An' mebbe ya'll 
think i t  isn't much when it is said. But it 
seems plenty ta me 'at knaws the spot sa well. 
. . . Mr. Salvain, the stones, an' the e'th, an' 
the shale hesn't come droppin' doon upon the 
roofs o' these sheds three nights runnin' for 
nothin'. Porritt knows on i t  as well as me, an' 
we both on us heerd that rummlin', an cmclcin', 
an' sendin', an' rivin' that was goin' on i' the 
booels o' the e'th last neet, an' Ah made up my 
niinrl 'at Ah'd tell ya on it this mornin', 211' then 
the burden of it all 'ud lie on my head na longer.' 

Tlle old man had been wntclling his master in- 
tently, and he had perceived quiclcly enough the 
growing whiteness, the growing rigidness that 
cnrilc upon the face of the younger man. Then 
their eyes met, and each ~ n n n  betrayed the depth 
of his apprehension. 

' But you have heard these sounds before?' 
Michael asked. 

' I llev, sir, mony a tahme ; but niver hauf sn 
lood, or sn Inag-continying. . . . But there, 
Ah've said my saliy, an' Ah'd rether saiiy na 
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more, so as you be illin' in', sir. Ah'd not like to 
talilre no responsibility.' 

For a long time Michael Salvain sat there 
alone with his responsibility and himself; then he 
went out and looked up at the face of the rugged, 
immovable rocks, which seemed to him to look 
back upon him with that same calm sternness, 
that same inscrutable and mysterious grandeur 
with which they had given him back his glance 
for all t l ~ e  years of his later youth and middle 
i f .  The scene seemed part of himself, part of 
his every hdpc, his every error, his every dis- 
appointment, his every period of suffering. And 
tlirougli i t  all no change had happened there; 
for a thousand years, or twice a thousand, no 
change ha,d happened at Thorsgrif Ness. As 
Michacl stood there looking upon the firm, 
barren rock, he had almost smiled at the old 
man's foreboding. 

But it was noticed that the master did not go 
home in the middle of the day, as he had usually 
done. Instead, he sent a note to  his wife, saying 
sinlply that business matters would detain him 
till night fall. 

13cfore nightfall he had quietly persuaded more 
than half of his men to  leave the cottages by the 
works, and to take with them their wives and 
f~~milies. They could find shelter in the neigh- 
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bourhood, and he would recoup any extra 
espense to which they n~iglit be put. 

Eut there were some who were not to be per- 
suaded. IIe could not prevail upon Enoch 
Farall to attempt to remove his wife and three- 
days-old baby. The little lad was sent away ' to  
please the master,' but it was easy to see that 
Enoch did not share his father's fcars. Rather 
did he incline to listen to Jacob Porritt, who was 
as old a man, and who hat1 as great experience of 
the ways of nature by the wild Nortli Sea as 
Ada111 Farah had had. Jacob had laughed at  
Adam's fearfulness, and his laughter had made a 
great impression in the little community. In 
hct ,  during the day the people had divided 
themselves into two parties, one following the 
rieivs of each old nlnn. I3y the time the night hncl 
~ e tin none of Adam's adherents remained on tllc 
ledge of alum shale. Adam himself remained. 
' fie would see the end,' he said. 

Michael Salvain heard the words, and once 
lllore he smiled, but gravely. 

'How Inany people are there down here nolr 
altogether?' he asked, speaking as much to  
lii~nself as to Adam. 

' 'l'here's me nn' Jacob an' Bulmcr, sir. 'Twns 
o o ~first shift tee-neet ; but Ah reckon we'll ha' tc 
make it first an' last. There isn't anuther nble- 
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bodied mall left on the spot but Enoch. There's 
oiid Scaife, but he's nowther use nor orniment, 
an' nowt 'ud persuade him t o  get his begnes oot 
o' t' spot. . . . 1-100rnony dis that mak-favhe? 
Why, then there's iiobbut them an' Rizpah an' f;' 

bairn. r.I.'lhat's seve:1 sowls altegether, sir ; eight 
wi' you.' 

' Too many if anything should happen,' 
Michael sa id ;  ' bu t  I trust nothing will. 
Doubtless the rain has loosened the earth a 
good deal; that worlld account for the dropping 
of the soil a i d  stones. To-day there has been 
no rain.' 

Trew, sir.' 
' And all has been still enough for some hours 

now. I have not seen more than s few handfuls 
of e ~ r t l i  dropping downward since I came this 
inorning.' 

' Trew, sir.' 
' you as much dread as you had in the 

forenoon, Adam 4' 
' Ivery bit as much, sir. Mebbe rather more. 

Things mostly happens at  night.' 
' Well, I can only repeat that I hope nothing 

will happen. I can do no more unless I insist 
that every hutnail being shall leave the place. 1 
shall certainly do that so soon as I see sufficient 
grounds for doing it.' 
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' But you'll nut be stayin' here durin' the 
night, sir ?' 

' Yes, I shall. I am going home now for an 
hotlr or two. Send instantly if there is any 
further sign. And t,ell Enoch that I think he 
had better take the horse and trap up to Orde's 
stable ; i t  is no use going across to the gill with 
it this dark night.' 

The night was very dark, and Michael Salvain's 
mother was beginning to be apprehensive. Some-
how a word had reached her of the threatened 
danger at the Ness ;but she hod kept t6e matter 
faithfully to hereelf all day, and now she vr~ould 
not worry l~iim. He had enough of worry, she 
t.hought, as she watched the paleness of his face, 
and the sad, overburdened look about his eyes 
and mouth. Ermengnrde was as if she saw 
rr othing. 

Michael Snlvain's wife had never loolced rnore 
beautiful tlian she loolred as she sat there by the 
tea-table, in a pretty demi-toilette of some dark 
gauzy stuff, relieved by silvered ribbons and 
white lace. I-Ier golden hair shone in the lamp- 
light, her dreamy eyes loolted more dreamy than 
ever, and there tvas a most uii~lsunl flush of 
colour on her exquisitely rounded cheek. More-
over, there mas something in the cspression 
of her face .\vhicli even Michael, absorbed and 
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Ilar:~ssetl as he was. could not but percci~e and 
~voncler at. 1 Io  did not relilember ever to haye 
seen the sanie 100li 011 his wife's countenance 
1)cfore. A t  intervals a half-smile played about 
11er lip, but i t  was not a pleased smile. She 
T\'::Lssurely thinking of soniething, dreaming of 
something which perpleserl her as much as it 
gratifie(1 her. TVhatever i t  mas, i t  seemed to 
have drawn her soul from its present environ- 
mcnt. 

Many a time of late he had seen her depressed, 
silent, abselit-inindctl, and he had divined the 
cause of these things. Now he ~ v a s  aware of the 
presence of a new element, and i t  could not be 
but that he should fcel conc'knl. 

Nanrly five TT7celi~ had passed bi~lce that 
November day on which he hat1 offered to leave 
'l'horsgrif, to permit her to decide where they 
nliglit Innkc another home ; and since that day 
no rnore had been said. Ermengarde had de- 
clincd to cliscuss tlie matter. 

I'ct she had not forgotten it, tliis he kn'cw. 
She ba(l not relinquished her hope, tliis he 
knew also. \Vllat frcsh turn hat1 lier purpose 
taken ? 

I Ic coultl ask no question with liis mother and 
sister in the room ; but prescntly Joanna went 
upstairs to put tlie children to bed, and Micllnel 
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took the opportunity to announce his iritention 
~ ~ i t hregard to the coming night. 

I wish YOU t~ould  malw me a sandwich or 
two with your own hands, my mother,' he said. 
' Susan's sandwiches are not appetizing.' 

'But  you don't wiph to have them made 
over-night, Michael ?' thc little woman aslred 
in surprise. 

' Yes, please. I may want them for use during 
the night.' 

Michael was peaking to his mother, but he 
watched his wife as he spoke. He was not pre- 
pared for the change he saw on her face. Every 
particle of colour died from her lip and cheek ; 
her eyes seemed to fix themselves on the carpet 
with resoluteness. Over her whole frame there 
c a i e  a certain tremulous fluttering of apprehen- 
ion which another might have supposed to arise 

out of fear for her husband's safety. Michael 
Salvain did not so deceive himself. 

Naturally there came from his mother a torrent 
of questions, surprises, distres~es, entreaties. 
What if the whole concern at the Ness were to 
go into the sea ;what then ? Let her son go 
down again, order every living being away from 
the spot, and then come back to his home, and 
leave the rest to I'rovidence. 

Ermengarde, trying to recover herself, laughed, 
VOL, 111, 57 
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wit11 a strange iiervous trembling in her laugh. 
Michael alniost shuddered to hear it. 

' It 11as seemed to me for some time pnst that 
l'rovidence has no special need of alum,' she 
said. 'By how nlany thousand tons did you 
bay the demand had fallen off last year ? 

Michael named the number, and his mother 
with tearful glances to~varcl her son and her 
sister's daughter, went out, leaving then1 together 
for a moment. They stood silently. 

' Ermine, ~vllat is the matter to-night ?' 
Alichael said; crossilig the rug, and laying a 
gentle hand upon her shoultler. ' I must lenve 
you ; but tlie idea of leaving you like this is 
~iliseryto me.' 

' I,il;e what ? 
' I am not good at tlcscril)tion,' he said ; ' but 

you must know that you are not yourself. . . . 
You arc not afraid for me T' 

No ; really I all1 not.' 
r 7lliere was something pathetic even in lier 

csti~nntiol~ the way the dark colour swept over i l l  

her I.iusbrui1d1s 1)niiletl face to the roots of hie 
Iiair. 

Slie wntcllecl him critically. 
' 170u :Ire intcn(1ing to stay do1~7.n at tlle works 

all night T '  die nsliecl l)resciitlj. 
Yes,' 



'ONE LAST KISS UPON THE L 1 V . G  SHORE.' 243 

' You will not 'be alone !' 
' Not by any means alone. There will be 

six or seven human beings there besides my-
self.' 

' I s  Enoch remaining ?' 
' Yes ; he cannot leave his wife and newborn 

child. I am more concerned for them than for 
anyone else.' 

Again Ermengarde stood silent for awhile, 
a long while it seemed to her husband, who had 
yet acquired no clue to what almost mounted 
to a mystery. He was not likely to acquire any 
unless his wife chose thnt he should do so ; this 
he knem. 

' Ermine !' he said, bending over her, and 
drawing her face to his ; ' Ermine, I am in 
trouble to-night. The weight of apprehension, 
of responsibility, of foreboding that I have is 
almost more than one can bear alone. Say 
something to me before I go ;  say but a single 
word thnt I can remember for my comfort, for 
my consolation, if the worst should come that I 
dread. Apart from the loss of human life there 
would be nothing that I could not endure if 
you were helping nze to endure, enduring with 
me.' 

There tvas a moment's silence. 
' Michael, you knem before you married m e  

57-2 



244 THE H A  KEN UNDER THE HILL. 

that the ?*Gleof "d~ltiful helpmeet " could never 
be mine,' Ermengarde said with distinct and 
musical intonation. ' I might pretend ; I have 
pretended. But to-night I will not.' 

' A t  least, tell mc what i t  is that has come to 
you to-night ? 

' Nothing has come to  me. Nothing could 
ever come to me in  Thorsgrif Gill.' 

Then, as if involuntarily, but with evident 
anxiousness, she t~lrned to looli at  the clock. 
I t  pointed to nearly nine. &Zichael7s eyes, fol- 
lowing hers, discerned the same unpleasant truth. 

' I did not tliinli it had been so late,' he 
said. ' I must go. . . . And I fcel curiously 
reluctant. My wife, what is it ? What is 
i t  ?' 

' It is the dread that you will find your pots 
:uld pans gone into the sea,' she said, with 
another nervous little laugh. Presently she 
addcd, ' 1 suppose everything mill be in con-
fusion down there to-night ?' 

' I fear so.' 
' i\Tell, it will pass ; everything passes if only 

onc has patience, a i d  pluck. That is not s 
nicc wol-d for a lady to use, but it is eminently 
expressive.' 
' Ijon't let it be your last word to me to-

night.' 
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' To-night ! to-night ! Why are you harping 
so much upon to-night ?' she asked fretfully, 
forgetting that she herself had but just used the 
word. 

' I don't know why,' Michael replied, half 
wondering at himself. ' I suppose I am rather 
overnought.' 

'Probably. . . . Try to talre care of yourself 
down at the works. Have a good fire in your 
office, enjoy your sandwiches, and go to sleep. 
You will come back more at one with yourself 
in the morning.' 

' Shall I ?' 
Assuredly.' 

' And you ?' 
'And I ? . . . I shall be more at one with 

myself also.' 
'I wish I could thinlr that, Ermine !' 
'Be sure of it ; quite sure. . . . I am going 

to begin a new life to-night, Michael. I am 
going to shake off all the old miserable unrest 
to-night.' 

' I s  that the meaning of the hour ?' 
' That, and that only. . . . And promise 

me one thing ; only one. You will not re-
member my old errors against me, against my 
children 3 You will forget the past ? you will 
have none but kindly thoughts of me in the 
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days to bc ? You will not remember my old 
sins ?' 

' They have hardly been sins, dear !' Michael 
said, remembering at her word the things he 
had suffered ;yet, half-bewildered by this sudden 
change, this unlookecl-for opening in his cloudetl 
prospect. ' Oh, Ermine ! you have made me 
very happy !' he continued. ' I t  was hard to 
go before ; it is harder now : decidedly it i.; 
harder to leave Ilappiness. . . . But no, I shall 
take it with me. I must leave you ; but I shall 
take tllc happiness. . . . Kiss me once more, my 
wife ! Kiss me once more !' 

And ~vi th  her last fervid kiss upon liis lips he 
turned away, not I<no~~iag ,  dreaining how not 
and whcrc they were to meet again. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

THE FALL OF TIIORSGRIF NES8. 

' Did Adam lovo his Eve from first to last ? 
I think RO ; as we love who works us ill, 
And wounds us to the quick.' 

CIII~ISTINAROBSETTI. 

HAT confusion which Ermcngarde hncl 
anticipated was not particularly ob- 
vious as Michael went down by tlic 

sod(lcn, clayey cliffs to his office among the alum 
sheds. Here nncl thcre a light was burning; oncsc 
or twice the souncl of human voices camc up the 
1)arrcn slope, nncl once or twicac the thud of stones 
dropping from a grent height to tlic roclis below 
nrreste(1 liis attention. The latter sound struck 
ll in~ as tlie dropping of carth upon a coffin-lid. 

Hc was prepared for the clcspcrnte apprchen- 
sion written on Adam Parnli's face, anrl lie 
listened attentively to thc old man's words. 



- - 
248 THE HA VEN ULVDER T H E  N X L .  

' It's overed, sir!  It 's all overed !' Adam said, 
entering the little office a moment after llis 
master, and stancling so that his folded arms 
seemed to have despair in the very fold of 
them. 

' What maltes you say that, Adam ?' Mr. Sal- 
vain asked calmly. 

The old man pausecl a moment, and his answer 
evidently required effort. 

It's the liquor, sir I . . . IT'SCOMIN' BLUN-

DERED 1' 
This reply; which ~voulcl have meant so little 

to a stranger, meant the worst to Michael Salvain. 
His knowledge, informing his imagination, enabled 
him to realize the t ru th  too well. 

The liquicl alum, which, as a rule, ran clear as 
glass, was beginning to come thieltcned and 
muddy-blr~ncEcrr?cl, as Adam said in his ex-
pressive phraseology-betokening that the serli- 
ment a t  the bottom of the cisterns was being 
clisturbccl by the action of the earth. 

Michacl only hesitated a moment. 
' Your son's wife must be removecl a t  once,' hc 

saitl, leaving his desk as he spoke. ' Joseph 
I:illrner must help Enoch to  carry her up to 
Orcle's. She can be carried on her bed ; and I 
will--' 

Tlie Alum Master rlicl riot finish his scntencc. 



THE FALE OF THOZf$GRJFF'NESS. 249 

His words were arrested on his lips by a sound 
which resembled the thunder which, breaks 
among the hills. Thore was the roll, the crash; 
the echo, and again the roll ; the  ground quivered 
beneath the feet of the two men fearfully; aucl 
then there came a dull riving and rending close 
a t  hand, and less muffled than the first; sounds 
had been. 

By this time they stood s t  the office door, 
listening to the slow, heavy falling of the rocks 
~t the back of the works. Nothing wuld be 
seen. There was a light in Enoch's window, nud 
one in the window of Bulmer's cottage. Jacob 
Porritt, half-dressed, came sunning across to the 
office, and the light from the door showed his 
aged face white and stricken with fear. To add 
to the horrpr of the moaent, the rain began to 
fall heavily. 

'S~methingmust 11.e done fop Rizpah,' Micl~ael 
Sdvain said, fancying thnt he' heard a woman's 
faint cry as the earth once more gave a slow 
onward wave toward the sea, and then seemed 
to recoil and shudder for a second dr two. 

In another moment he had lighted a couplc of 
lanterns, and, with two of the mcn, he set out to. 
cross the road to Adam's cott+ge. Thoy soon 
discovered that the worn and ancient pathway had 
disappeared ; indeed, the aspact, of the place had 
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so cha,nged that, but for the lights in the cottage 
winclow, they could hardly have been certain as 
to  their exact whereabouts. Tllerc was still that 
other light burning feebly in the distance-the 
light on board t,he sloop Aslauyct. 

I t  was all but impossible to proceed. Huge 
stones were thrown down ;wide fissures yawned ; 
cven as they went onward the earth slipped, and 
moved in :L slow, sickening way that was vcry 
terriblc to fcel. Just as they reached the door 
of Adam's cottage, the next cottage, which was 
dctacllcd ancl cmpty, went down with a crash, 
falling seaward. 

While tlie stones of which i t  had been built 
were yet grinding ancl sinliing in the darkness, 
Adam's door was suddenly opened, and Rizpah 
came shrieking out, only half-dressed, and with 
her three-days-old baby in her arms. 

' Oh, Mr. Michael! Mr. Michacl 1 save me 
save my bairn 1' she cried. 

Then her voice failed, and she sank back faint- 
ing against the palings of thc little garden. In 
anotllcr tv~inute she was lying in olcl Adam's 
arnich:tir, wrfil>pccl in blankcts from hcr bed ; 
ant1 Mr. Snlvnin stood 1)csidc her in the cottage 
with llcr 1):Jjy safe in his arms. Enocli, it 
scclmccl, had left the liouse but n few minutes 
bcf'orc tlic first crash had been licarcl ; thc woman 
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who hacl Lccn nursing Rizpah had gone before 
dark, promising to come back early in the  
morning. 

As they stood there in the little cottage, 
anxious and pcrplexecl for the fainting mother, 
Enoch came running back, fcar-stricken, anil 
pallid beyond all the rest. 

' Therc's no road up, sir, none ! The face 
o' the cliff's disappearccl altogether, an' there's 
no 1vay out o' this. Heaven help us !' 

'Keep quiet, Enoch,' Michael Salvt~in said. 
'And light the largest bonfire you can light as 
n danger signal ! Do this imnlcdiatcly ! Cap-
tain Applebic will scnd a boat, nncl your wifu 
and child can be taken on board the rlsla7iga.' 

This nras thc work of :tn hour or morc ; hut 
it was cffcctivcly donc. Thc poor fcar-cxhaustctl 
mother and her little one wcrc carricd as gently 
as might I>e to tlic bcach ; her Lccl was placed in 
the boat ; ancl tllcn shc was rowcd a~fc ly  over the 
dark rough wnvcs that wcrc bctwccn tllc shore 
and tllc ship. By 1Ir. Salvain's orcler Enoc.11 
rcmnillcd with her ; and on the following morn- 
ing the sloop wcnt round with thc 1)ussengcrs to  
the  quny-siclc a t  IIil(1's I-Iavcn. Rizpnh ncvcr 
forgot that night. 

I11 his nnxicty for tlic woman ancl cl~iltl 
3licl1i~cl11nd a t  first forgotten that thcrc \\.:li 
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another aged man on the spot, the same Isaiah 
Scaife of whom brief mention has been made. 
The old man was alone in a tiny cottage at the 
very end of the plateau; and Jacob Porritt, 
going a t  Mr. Salvain's request t o  rouse hirn, 
found him curiously unwilling to  leave his house 
or even his bed. 

' Naiiy, naiiy !' said the old man, turning 
sleepily on his side. ' Goii thy  waays, Jacob ; go 
thy  waiiys. Thoo's oiid aneiif t e  knaw bether 
than disturb a body, an' hinder him of his neet's 
rest i' this for nowt I' 

' For nowt ? Lisscn tiv him !' said the poor 
panic-stricken Jacob. 'Hearken for thysel' then !' 
he cricd as another burst of rolling thunder was 
hearcl in thc roclis hut just behind the cottage ; 
indeed, the stones came rattling upon the tiled 
roof furiously. Tllcse sounds were followed by 
the sanie riving and rending, ancl cracking and 
cruslling as bcforc. Surely not one stone could 
long bc left upon another in that hamlet l~y,the 
sen I 

The bccl on which the old man was lying was 
rocking visibly when Mr. Snlvnin went in and 
by sheer force clrcw him from his unsteady 
1)illow. 

Are you mad, Isaiah ?' he asked. ' Make 
Ilaste down to the Leach-that is the only safe 



THE FALL OF THORSGRIF NESS. 253 

place. And go you there too, Jacob. I liave 
sent the others down. Be cautious ; and malit. 
your way up the gill to my house, if you can. If 
not, try to cross the bay to Hunswykc.' 

'An' what be ya' goin' t e  do yoursel', maister?' 
asked old Scaife, sitting on the edge of his becl, 
and pausing in the act of drawing on an enor-
mous pair of woollen stockings. 

' I shall follow the advice I havc given you, 
presently,' Mr. Salvain said. 'Once lct me know 
that everyone is out of do,nger, and I slall  t d i ~  
care of myself.' 

But i t  was not until near three o'cloclr in the 
morning: that Michael knew himself to bc l)cr- 
fectly alone a t  Thorsgrif Ness. Therc was a timc 
of silence, of strained, almost unearthly silence. 

The rain had ceasecl to fall; tllc tide was 
receding ; the waves rose and fell, and murmurcd 
hoarsely. The darkness was intense, and un-
relieved by the light of the smallest star. 

Michael was growing accustomed to tllc darlc- 
ness. The lanterns had gone out long ago ; ancl 
1le 11ad sauntered in the still dcpth of thc night 
to the outer point of rock. Tlicil 11c sat down 
n11d thought. For nearly an hour he sat thcrc : 
tllcre were many things to  stimulate his thinking 
power. That scene which had passed bctwccrl 
himself and his wife came Lack upon him with 
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all  its burden of pain, of apprehensiveness. 
These sensations were more present with him 
now than the gleam of happiness which hacl 
broken upon him a t  the last moment. He 
remembered the gleam as one remembers last 
summer's sun, not feeling the warmth of it. 
Still he was glad to  have i t  in his memory. 

It struck him presently with a mingled sense 
of pain ancl amusement, that he should sit there 
among the ruins of Thorsgrif Ness thinking, not 
of what the ruin might mean to him, but of how 
lie might preGent a worse ruin. He would do 
what he could, he said to himself. That change 
which he had proposecl would bc almost in-
evitable now. The Alum Works a t  Thorsgrif 
would never be rehuilt ; of this he was aware 
cert'ainly. 

St111 he sat thinking; but presently his 
thought was broken in upon in a way he had 
not drcnmecl. It hacl never occurred to  him 
that tlie crisis of that night 11ad not yet come. 

I t  was coming now. Was the world itself 
rocking to its final doom ? Inrolunt,zrily he 
looked upward to the blaclc, broken heavens for 
some sign, but no sign mas given there, 

The thundcr was of the earth only, but i t  was 
louder, more terrific, more appalling than i t  had 
been before ; and it was continuing longer. It 
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seemed as if every rock along the coast were 
being riven asunder, and every cliff-top height 
thrown from its ancient place. 

' Surely they will hear this a t  Hild's Haven !' 
Michael said to himself. And he was not mis- 
taken ; the sounds were heard distinctly. 

Of course he knew tha t  in his own house, and 
in the hamlet above the works, there woulcl be 
alarm and consternation. With the first dawn 
of day he would hasten horncwarcl, or perhays 
sooner. It might be that he could make his 
way up  the gill, as he hoped the others hacl 
done. nhe danger would be in attempting to  
reach the shore. 

So he stood, thinking more of his home, and 
the anxiety there, than of his own present posi- 
tion, or of any peril he might be in. Aricl eve11 
as he stood alone, wrought upon by strange 
experiences, filled by strange fears and appre- 
hensions, there came a sound that startled him, 
and drove him from himself more than all the 
clrertd sounds of that night had done. 

I t  was a human cry-a, woman's cry ; not loud 
or shrill, but with sudden terror in it, and pitiful 
appeal. Michael shoutecl aloud in ans~vcr to i t  
instantly, rushing onward as he crictl over earth 
and stones and fallen rock, toward the place 
whence the sound had seemed to comc. 
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He went on desperately through that great: 
clarlrncss, linowing that any moment he might he 
rushing to his own destruction. Rut no thought 
of his own life stayed him. T h e ~ ehad been that 
in the cry he heard that told him certainly an- 
other life was in danger-a life dear to  him, 
precious to him, as a human life may be that all 
the while is fretting one's own life's happiness 
away in wilful disregard. 

Ah ! the misery of knowing that you love, and 
nlust love greatly, one who daily and hourly 
strains your affection to  the uttermost; who sets 
a heedless foot upon your most deathless in- 
stincts ; who returns you thoughtless ill for your 

-

most tllnughtful good ; who has no care for you ; 
who affords you no rest, no help, no companion- 
ship ; who is to you a stone for the bread you 
need, and who yet-yet can draw from you an 
nffcction that thrills with constant fear lest loss 
or harm should come t o  this one so painfully 
bclovcd. I s  there any love quite like to th*, 
wliicl.1 has 110 return but great and ceaseless 
pain ? 

Had Michael Salvain's wife been to  him the 
tenderest, most devoted, most spiritually conge- 
nial wife that was ever given t o  man, he had not 
clinlbcd the face of that wet, changed, falling 
cliff with a greater dread in his brain, with a 
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keener, or more passionate, or more yearning 
anxiety in his heart than that which possessed 
him as he went onward, onward and upward, 
yet, despite his effort, making but little way. It 
might have been some unknown and untrodden 
land over which he travelled, for any knowledge 
of the place he had. Where pathways had been, 
fractured peaks of rock stood for his surprise. 
Wide mounds of wet earth and clay had to  be 
crept over in the darkness. He had only know- 
ledge of the fact that he was striving to climb 
upward. That terrible cry had seemed td come 
downward to him as he stood on the point of 
the Ness. 

Again and again he paused in that drear 
ascent, a.gain and again he shouted a,loud in the 
still darkness, for all was silent again now-
appallingly silent. 

' Ermine ! Ermine ! speak to mc !' he cried. 
But there was no answer ; not cven a dropping 
stone or handful of earth marle answer. 

Some hours must have passed while Michael 
Salvain was creeping and climbing up from the 
scene of the worst disaster to the safety of the 
cliff-top. When a t  last he knew liimself to stand 
on firm earth, the day was coming up out of tllc 
sea. 

For awhile he stood thcre cxhaustccl, bewil-
VOL. 111. 5 5 
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dered, beginning to feel i t  possible that, after all, 
his ears had deceived him as to  any voice he 
might have heard. Almost he had smiled as he 
thought of i t .  But the temptation to  smile left 
him as he turned to look downward. 

The iinpression he received as he stood there 
was that the hamlet and the works had not 
fallen, but had been thrust out to sea. 

Almost the first thing he saw distinctly in the 
grcy, spreading light was that the sea-wall, or 
staith, which years ago he had built to  face the 
ocean! and defend the side of the rock on which 
the Alum Works stood, had been forced out-
wards across the beach for nearly fifty yards. I t  
was there, partly standing, partly broken down, 
but it was fifty yards below its original founda- 
tion. All the rest had followed. 

The peculiarly shaped point of rock which had 
towered above the works still retained its original 
outline, but i t  crossed the sunrise some two 
hundred fcet below its normal altitude. 

The sheds were still partly standing-they a h  
partly standing to-day-but they were utterly 
wrccked. Not a red-tiled roof remained in sight. 
The last stone of the office had been removed 
from its place. 

And not n single cottnge was left standing 
upon the lcdgc of alum shale, 
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It was a scene to bring tears to the eyes of a 
man whose life had been bound up with Thors- 
grif Ness as Michael 8alvain's had been. And 
yet, no ; the calamity was above and beyond 
tears. And more than this, there was in him the 
fear that he might not yet have sounded the full 
depth of the ill that night had wrought. Once 
again there came upon his ear the echo of that 
piercing cry, and with i t  the first fear, the first 
certainty returned. For a moment he stood lis- 
tening, thinking rapidly, scanning with his eye 
the scene of ruin and disaster spread out before 
him and below him. Then, with what strength 
was left to him, he sped across the waste to his 
own home. 

It was almost a surprise to him that it  stood 
there unhurt. He was prepared to find the 
windows alight, fires burning, evidences of watch- 
ing and unrest. It was his mother who met 
him at the door, having heard his step upon 
the path. Her hands were outstretched, her face 
was pale in the grey dawn, her voice tremulous 
and low, and full of tears. 

' Michael ! It is you, my son?' she said. 
'And you are not hurt 1' 

' No, mother, not a hair of my head is hurt,' 
he said, stooping to kiss her fear away, yet 
dreading to verify that strange fear of his own. 

58-2 
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His question came with difficulty. ' Has Ermine 
been much disturbed ?' he asked. 

' No, Michael,' she said. ' It is curious how 
she has slept. Adam Farah and old Porritt 
came up this way, making noise enough to 
awaken the soundest sleeper that ever was, and 
then those terrible thunderings and rumblings 
have been going on all night. . . . Michael, what 
has happened ? I thought i t  was the end of the 
world I '  

' I will tell you all about i t  after, mother. So 
far as I knoG, no one is hurt. . . . I must let 
Ermine know a t  once that I am safe.' 

He went up the broad stone stairs, slowly, 
heavily, not even removing his clay-laden boots 
or taking any heed of his soiled clothing. He 
felt his face grow rigid as he went. 

A small lamp was burning on the Ianding- 
table, struggling with the feeble daylight. He 
took i t  in his hand, and went into the heavily- 
curtained room. There was no sign of a r y  
change, of any disorder. The fire had not burnt 
itsclf quite out. Ermine's old dressing-gown of 
rose-red flannel was thrown across a chair, a pair 
of tiny pink slippers were near the wardrobe. 
But at  a glance, a t  one swift glance, he saw the 
thing hc feared to see. The bed had not been 
slcl~t in. . . . He stood for & moment chilled, 
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stricken, feeling the beating of his heart in his 
tortured brain. Then lie turned, and passed 
through his own small dressing-room to the room 
beyond, where the children slept. They were 
there, and asleep -Valerie's golden head on 
ZarB's arm ; and Valerie was smiling. 

He did not stay to watch theni. Going back 
to his own room, he saw a note, or rather a 
letter, lying on the table by the window. He 
expected to find i t  addressed to  himself, and in 

a Ion washis wife's handwriting, and his expect t' 
fulfilled. He tried to read the letter, but he 
gathered the contents without actual reading. 
Hardly a word reached his brain distinctly, and 
yet he knew that his wife had carried out the 
threat she had made but a few weeks before. 
She had left his house, she had started that night 
for London, and her sole entreaty was that she 
might be left to work out a carcer for llcrself un- 
hindered, unregretted. A postscript was added, 
explaining that Enoch was in nowise to blame 
for having consented to drive her over to Wild's 
Haven so late a t  night. She had invented a 
plausible reason for requiring his services, ancl 
also for requesting his secrecy in the matter. 

Mrs. Salvain was standing in tlic haU when 
her son went downstairs again, ancl in a few quiet 
words he explained to her what had hnppcncd. 
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She was too much stunned to reply, or to attempt 
to hinder him from leaving the house again in- 
stantly. He had said nothing of his intention, 
nothing of that cry which again was ringing in 
his ears as he went rapidly over the heath to 
Thorsgrif Ness. 

I t  was daylight now, and the people in the 
cliff-top village were all alert, moving about with 
pale, wonder-stricken faces, speaking in subdued 
voices. Most of the refugees from the wrecked 
hamlet below were there, congratulating each 
other that there had been no loss of life, and 
pitying poor Rizpah as they watched the grey 
sail of the Aslauga moving slowly away against 
the morning sky. 

' She could niver ha' been got up t '  cliff,' young 
Jacob Porritt was saying. If yon vessel hadn't 
ha' been i' the bay, Rizpah ud' ha' died o' cold 
an' fright. I t  is a marcy things is as they are I' 

' It 'ud be a bigger marcy if thou could find 
me my pinshers an' my lanshes,* Jacob,' said 
Scnife, who had hcld the proud position of local 
dcntist for more years than he ltnew, and who 
knew that his occupation was gone indeed with 
the fcnrful instruments, thc loss of which he was 
bewailing. ' Find me my little box o' tools, 

O Pincerrr and lancets. 



THE FALL OF TNOX.CGRIF NESS. 263 

Jacob, an' Ah'll draw thy teeth free gratis for 
nothing as long as Ah live I'  

'Whisht ! whisht 1' said a feminine voice, 
interrupting before this magnificent offer could 
be accepted. ' Whisht, wi' thee ! Here's the 
master comin' back. An' eh I but he leuks doon 
i' th' countenance. An' no wonder ! no wonder! 
What'll he be after noo, Isaiah ? . . . Eh ? He's 
comin' here !' 

Looking sadly downward upon the appalling 
scene of ruin which was between the whin-
covered waste and the grey, sullen sea, Michael 
Salvain 'came swiftly onwasd to where the nearest 
group of men were whispering together. 

'Jacob,' he said, speaking to the younger 
Porritt ; 'my trap is at  Orde's-I sent it there 
last night. Drive over to Hild's Haven, find 
Enoch Farah, and bring him here without 
delay. ' 

Then he turned and glanced round upon the 
men, choosing out three to follow him by such 
ways as they could make or find for themselves 
to the spot below where the hamlet had stoocl. 
They were to go separately. 

' John 1 you go down the gill, and make your 
way upward from the beach. Burrell ! go a little 
to the east and try to get to where thc office 
stood. Samson I can you get down from here- 
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abouts, do you think 1 I will meet you there, 
by the ofice.' 

He  gave them no further instructions; there 
was no need of any. If they should come upon 
any such thing as he feared, they would know 
what to do. And-he himself would not be far 
away. 

He waited till the three men had started, 
watching the two who were to  descend from the 
cliff-top as they went down the scarred, fractured, 
distorted hollow. Burrell had snatched a cmb-
hook from his cottage-door to  help him as he 
went. Samson clung with his hands to the wet 
clay, and went creeping like some dexterous 
creature of the wilder regions of the world. 

Then Michael Salvain turned and bcgan to 
descend him~elf. He was weary, and he was 
cramped and chilled by the clay-stiffened gar- 
rnents that he wore. And the pain and dread at 
his heart were growing now with every moment 
that went by. For some minutes he went on, 
slipping, climbing, dropping downward. Into 
cvery shadow between the rocks he stopped to 
look, behind every peak or mound of wet clay 
he crcpt to  search, under every mass of fallen 
stone hc glanced fearfully. 

I-Ie had chosen for his own exploration the 
pot whence, as nearly as he could tell, that 
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one clear, shrill, agonizing cry had come. All 
the while as he went he heard yet again the echo 
of that cry. And all the while as he went he 
saw a face before him, leading him onward, look. 
ing to hirn wistfully, sorrowfully. And all the 
while as he went there were words in his ear;  
silver-toned, most musically spoken words : 

' I  am going to begin a new life to-niglzt, 
Michael. I am going to shalce 03all the old 
zmrest to-rzight. ' 

Still he went onward; more onward than 
downward; onward with his face to  the eastern 
sky. And at last, suddenly i t  seemed, there 
came upon his sight something he had feared to 
see. But now he had no fear. There could be 
no need for any fear. The woman who was 
lying in the riven cliff-side lay quite peacefully. 

There was almost a smile on Michael's face as 
he drew nearer; so near that he could see the 
braiding of her dark travelling-dress of navy-blue 
serge, the dark-blue felt hat with its small feather 
lying near, the golden hair, shading the pale, 
perfect, sleeping face of his wife. 

'Ermine !' he said, coming yet nearer, but 
slowly, as one a little aggrieved. 'Ermine ! 
HOWcould you do this 2' 

But then he said no more. Instead of speak- 
ing he fell on his knees, and he knclt there in a 
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strong, silent agony; for a long time he knelt, 
and wrestled with his anguish, his remorse, and 
he was overcome. 

When Enoch Farah returned from Hild's 
Haven he made the matter plain to Michael 
Salvain's mother-that is, as plain as it ever 
might be made. 

His instructions had been to meet Mrs. Michael 
Salvain at  Whinyats, a small farm beyond Thors- 
grif. He  was to have the trap by the farmyard 
gate a t  ten o'clock on that night which later had 
proved to  be so eventful. 

It had not interfered with this plan that Mr. 
Salvain had, for safety's sake, ordered the trap to 
be taken to the stable of a farmhouse near Thors- 
grif. But when the time came, i t  seemed as if 
Nature with all her darkest forces had interfered, 
Enoch had in vain attempted to re-ascend the 
cliff. 

I-Ie could only suppose, as everyone else sup- 
posed, that Michael Salvain's wife had, in her 
determination, and in her ignorance of the worst, 
been trying to reach Enoch's cottage. She had 
missed the way; inclccd, the way was not there 
to  be missecl. And i t  seemed but too certain 
that she had wandered about in the darkness of 
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that dread night, not knowing in which direction 
to turn for safety until the end had come. 

Michael Salvain knew that i t  must have come 
at the time when he heard that fearful cry. 

It was strange that no disfigurement had 
marred the great beauty which had been to 
Ermengarde Salvain as a hurt and an unblessing. 
She was lying upon her side, her head compressed 
in a crevice of the rock, another stone was upon 
her feet; her white hands were simply crossed 
upon the folds of her dark dress. 
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CHAPTER XVIIT. 

AT EVENTIDE. 

Y 011th gone, and beauty gone, if ever there 
Dwelt beauty in so poor a face as this. 
Youth gone, and beauty, what remains of bliss ? 

$I 0 Q 0 (1 

A silent heart whose silence loves and longs, 
The silence of a heart that sang its songs 

While youth and beauty made a summer morn, 
Silence of love that cannot sing again.' 

CIIRISTINAROSSETTI. 

HAT shall I wish you?' had been asked 
one summer's day, in all seriousness, 
and wit11 some touch of curiosity; 

and Dorigcn had answcred- 
'Peace ; wish nlc perfect peace.' 
That was nearly a ycnr ago, and it seemcd now 

as if the wish wcrc being fulfillcd. 
The days of the new spring had a quietness 

that 110 spring lint1 had for her before. Even 
Iiopc scemcd to lie still and silent within her. 



Old regrets were dead, old sufferings remembered 
only when confessing the sin of having borne 
them ill. 

Dorigen was still a t  Burtree Beck, still in the 
narrow room which the Thesigers had made so 
bright and pretty and homelike. The latest 
addition to its comforts was an old-fashioned 
sofa, which Jean Laverock had bought and placed 
by the window, once when Dorigen had gone for 
a few days to the Rectory a t  Hild's Haven. 

' She looks sae weary, she wallis sae weary, an' 
she sits a t  that desk sae weary, that I can bear no 
longer to see her,' Jean said to her husband; and 
the old man shook his head silently. I n  his heart 
there was a feeling that the weariness of which 
his wife spoke was of a kind not to be cured by a 
sofa, even though its cover was of the brightest 
and warmest-toned crimson chintz to be procured 
in all Hild's Haven. 

But i t  did Jean good in those spring days to 
see how her thoughtfulness was appreciated. 
Dorigen sat there by the window, with her 
writing materials on a little table by her side, 
and she wondered that  she had not discerned 
before how good i t  was to be where she had only 
to lift her face and sce the blue, placid waters of 
the North Sea gleaming and rippling in thc 
April sunshine, catching the shadows of the April 
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rain-clouds. The sea was soothing beyond all 
other soothing things, suggestive beyond all other 
sources of suggestion, mystic beyond all other mys- 
teries. Her first inspiration had come to her when 
she had stood upon the cliffs, with the sea-wind 
in her face, and the sound of the sea-waves rising 
and falling upon her ear; and it was her hope 
that to the last she might be where she could 
listen to the voices that came with such deep and 
varied meanings from the wide world of waters. 
There was nothing now to hinder her peaceful 
listening. 

And yet i t  could not be but that she should 
remember through all the calm of those spring 
days that the influence of the sea had been upon 
her own life, and upon the lives near to hers, as 
an instrument and cause of seeming ill as well as 
of gootl. And not orily the sea itself, but the 
sea's bold and rocky margin, was in her remem- 
I~rtmce of disaster and pain. 

Her thought hesitated and faltered, as if struck 
1)y a sudden powerlessness, each time that later 
disastcr, that strange earth-throe, with its most 
pitiful conscquences, came to her mind. Even 
yet, tllougll months had passed by, she shrank 
from contemplating the dctails of that dreadful 
night's sufferings, dctails whidi Jean Laverock 
Ilad been the first to pour into her pained and 



shrinking ear. Subsequently all that Jean had 
said had been confirmed by Mrs. Salvain, who 
had, naturally, much more to tell than Jean had 
known, and who evidently found some satis-
faction in unburdening her mind of its twofold 
sorrow to one so likely to understand. And, 
indeed, it was easy to understand how deep that 
shadow must be that was yet lying upon the 
house in Thorsgrif 'Gill. 

It was not possible to have even a passing 
thought of it, and to prevent that thought pass- 
ing on into sympathy, the sympathy into pain. 
And though Dorigen and Michael Salvain had 
not met, each knew that each had thought for the 
other. 

One day Joanna had come over to Burtree 
Beck, Enoch Farah driving her and the two 
children in the dog-cart ; and, notwithstanding 
all Dorigen's constant realization of the things 
that had happened at Thorsgrif, it was yet a 
shock to her to see that the little party was 
dressed in mourning of the deepest kind. Zar6 
and Valerie, in crape-trimmed hats and dresses, 
were barely recognisable at  the first moment. 
It seemed but yesterday that Dorigen had heard 
their mother declaring that their quaint velvet 
frocks and feather-trimmed hats of sienna brown 
could not be seen to advantage except in a raom 
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with an orange-tinted dado. And nbw ! ah, how 
horror-stricken Ermine would have been to see 
them now, with their ill-made little frocks and 
hideously shaped crape hats ! The children 
themselves seemed conscious and changed. 
Valerie was the least silent of the two. 

' Papa is co'ming over to see you some day,' she 
said, putting her warm little hand into Dorigen's 
worn and chill one. ' He said so last s ight  to 
Miss Wharram, who came to  see grandmamma, 
and stayed to tea. They were talking about you 
ever so Ion&, and about the books you write. 
Miss Wharram said they would be nice books if 
they weren't so sad. She said she wondered why 
you didn't write some cheerful stories, because 
everybody likes cheerful things. And papa 
smiled, and he said perhaps you would write a 
brighter book some day. Do you think you 
will i3 And will you let me read i t ?  I was 
reading about Waldemar Daa and his daughters 
this morning. That isn't cheerful.' 

So the child ran on awhile, and then Joanna 
scrlt the two little ones out to thc garden to play; 
a,ncl olci Peter Lnvcrock took them up to the 
liollow to gather primroses and sweet violets, 
while Joanna sat and talked quietly with more 
mc~a,ningin ller words, and a morc intent presence 
01 hersclf in lier manner, than had been there 



when Dorigen first knew her. But that  was long 
ago. 

' It seems to  me like a long lifetime,' Dorigen 
said. ' People speak of the shortness of life ; I 
am always struck by the length of i t  when 1look 
back. I seem to have lived three or four different 
lives, and none of them my own. I have never 
had any chance of li17ing my own life till now. 
And now. . . .' 

'Now i t  is not satisfactory?' Joanna asked 
gently. 

'It is not satisfying, for the simple reason that  
I feel as if some spring within me were broken. 
If I could have been free to live this same life 
ten, even five years ago, i t  would have been 
supremely sa,tisfying.' 

Joanna was not wholly sorry to hear this con- 
fession. It lent possibility to a certain hope that 
she was trying to repress for a little while longer. 
And yet something in the word that had 1)een 
said a.ddened her ; her sympathy went deeper 
than her understanding. She seemed to feel 
that she stood ill the presence of ollc who had 
suffered losses which she could only partly 
comprehend. Dorigen herself hardly compre-
hended them. Tt is dificult to take one's life 
into one's hands, and examine i t  dispassionately. 

She felt, as she had mid, that the main-spring 
VOL. 111. 59 
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of her life was broken; but she hardly under- 
stood how the quiet, strong, electric energy 
which had been hers in the depths of her strife 
and humiliation should have been so overstrained 
tha.t i t  might never revive in its old integrity. 
This sacrifice also had seen demanded of her, 
and she had made i t  unknowingly rather than 
unwillingly. But now she was finding it. That 
fervour of life, that eagerness of spirit, which 
had been as i t  were the very essence of her 
nature, was subdued, lowered ; the tone had gone 
out of it. She was calm, but even from perfect 
calmness something may be missed. 

That you can accept this flavourless tranquillity, 

' This wide vacuity of hope and heart,' 

and live in it, and neither strive nor cry, does 
but attest the roughness of your passage through 
the world's ways, does but witness to the fact 
that its hardness and oppression have bruised 
and  crushed you effectually. Yet i t  is by this 
same crushing and bruising that  one comes to a 
true appreciation of peace, even of that lower 
peace which is not in any sense of the spirit. 

But this lower quiet is good. Not in the 
great and strong wind which rent the mountains, 
and brnkc in pieces the rocks before the Lord ; 
not in the enrt,hquake ; not in the fire that 
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followed upon the terrible throes of the earth, 
but in the calm that came after, was the voice of 
God heard by the wearied and despairing pro- 
phet, renewing his hope, deepening his faith, in- 
spiring him once more with that force and 
fervour of spirit which alone can make life 
greatly desirable. Which things are an allegory, 
and contain the secret of many a life not under- 
stood, of many an experience that baffles the 
insight even of him who endures. 

When Michael Xalvain a t  last went over to 
Burtree Beck he felt for awhile as if his insight 
into that other life which he had watched so long, 
so tenderly, so self-sacrificingly, were certainly a t  
fault. He knew something of the haunting fcars 
which had of late been half-whispered between 
his mother and sister, but hc said to himself now 
that those fears were groundless. The c2ianges 
which he saw on Dorigen's face were to hini 
changes for the better. The premature wrinkles 
were smoothed out, the dark hair looked more 
abundant, and had more life in the set of it, the 
sadness had gone from the sea-blue eyes, and thc~ 
expression of anxicty, of apprehension, from the 
whole countenance. 

'You arc certainly looking better,' ho saitl, 
uttering the commonplace phrase with an almost 
tremulous emotion as hc took her hnntl ; 2nd his 

59-- 2 
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words brought a rush of rose-pink colour to  her 
face, which made her seem to  him for the 
moment to be the Blushing girl of ten years 
before. 

' I am quite well,' she said ; and then they 
turned and went sauntering by the cliff-top ways 
as they had done of old: and that June day 
seemed the sweetest and gentlest and most 
perfect day that had ever beell upon sea or 
land. 

Presently they sat down in a green hollow on 
the cliff's very margin-a sheltered hollow facing 
the Northern Sea, upon the sapphire surface of 
which the sun was shining and sparkling as 
if the whole were turning to liquid diamonds 
that flashed for s second and disappeared. Not 
a sail was in sight, not a sea-bird to break that 
sweet silence with his boding scream. 

Michael Salvain broke i t  presently. 
' I am beginning to think you did well in 

coming to Burtree Beck,' he said, turning 'to 
look into the face hesicle him. 

Ilorigcn raised her eyes to his. 
' It is generous of you to aclnlit it,' she replied 

hriefly and quietly. 
' It is your own opinion 2' 
' On the whole, yes.' 
' I call imagiuc tllcrc may be drawbacks,' he 
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said, feeling that her reply had qualifications 
behind it. ' For instance, you can know so little 
of the kind things that your townspeople are 
saying about you-about your new book, "Thor-
waldsthorne." ' 

' I don't know,' she said, with a half-smile of 
pleasure. ' But i t  is curious, I seeui to feel it ;as 
if their appreciation and goodwill came to me on 
the wind. And i t  does me good-more good, I 
think, than i t  would do if i t  were put into 
words. Words might chafe or irritate dne ; the 
unspoken praise is soothing. . . . But, on second 
thoughts, doesn't that  seem like vanity ?' 

'Not to me,' said Michael. 
A little silence followed. Again i t  was Michael 

who interrupted it. 
'Would it irritate you if I were to ask you 

what you are doing now 2' he said hesitatingly. 
' It is not curiosity that makes me ask. I t  is the 
old desire, the desire to enter into your life, into 
every day of it, every hour. . . . And lately, for 
long, I have thirsted and hungereci for know- 
ledge of you;  and my thirst and hunger have 
been painful. All that I have had to satisfy me 
has been a few printed pages. . . . They were 
valuable to me, and they were of yourself; but 
they were not you.' 

' They are better than I am,' she said half 
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sadly. ' They are not, as you said, of me ; they 
only come through me.' 

' Then why through you more than through 
another ?' 

'That  I cannot tell. . . . Why was Caedmon, 
the cliff-top herdsman, chosen to be the father of 
English poetry 2' 

' Because his soul was of the kind that is open 
to receive inspiration.' 

' Yes. I think that is true.' 
' But you have not answered my question as 

to your present work, which is, I know, always 
your present life. Don't answer me, not by 
one word, if you would prefer not to speak 
of it.' 

' There is no reason why I should not speak of 
i t  to you; indeed, I think i t  may be a relief, 
since, so far as it is concerned, 1 am not myself 
as I was of old. . . . You will not think i t  an 
overweening appreciation of my own powers if I 
tell you that I 1)eliere my thought has never 
beer1 so cyuick, so luminous, so keenly perceptive 
before. 1 am moveci to a tliousand things ; but 
I do nothing, develop nothing, crcato nothing. 
. . . Ant1 i t  is no misery to me, except when I 
tl~i~ilcthat I may come to want bi*ca(l again. 
r 1Ll~c(1 :~~sglidc on smoothly, quietly. No hin-
clraiicc comes; imagination flows through me, 
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but as water flows through a sieve ; there is no 
result. . . . Now and then I awake as to an 
agony of fear because of that old need of bread. 
. . . Is  it not a strange experience ?' 

For a long while Michael did not speak. 
He sat on the slope of the grim cliff-hollow ; 
and the sapphires and diamonds of the sum-
mer sea glittered before him ; and the onc 
woman he loved suprcrnely sat quietly, mus-
ingly, yieldingly beside him. H e  was not 
unhappy. 

Presently he turned, and his hand sought hers, 
and held it ; and his eyes sought hers and caught 
the glance of them for one sweet and powerful 
moment. 

' 1 think I understand,' he said, speaking in 
his lowest and tenderest tone. ' It is you who 
have taught me to  understand. You have 
opened out for me a whole higher human world ; 
you did it long ago-gave me, as it were, the 
entrke of that spiritual city on the borders of 
which I am, and always have been, fain to dwell. 
It is through you that I see your nceds; i t  is 
through you that I perceive my mistake con-
cerning you, your own mistake concerning youle-
self. . . . It is this seclusion that is disastrous, 
i t  is this sheer isolation that  is working your 
undoing.' 
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By way of reply Dorigen again lifted her calm 
face to his. 111 her eyes there was scepticism ; 
therc was more scepticism in her smile. He 
understood. 

' You may smile,' he said, 'you may smile all 
your unbelief, and, pardon me, all your non-
comprehension ; but, all the same, listen to the 
word I have to  say. Years ago, I hardly know 
how many years, there was a great Prince, whom 
few people knew to be great. He had come to 
England with. little prestige and less riches, and 
i t  was hardly to be expected of wealthy England 
that she should appreciate him, or greatly care to 
listen to  him, or greatly desire to  believe in 
aught he said. Nevertheless, he said some things 
that will be remembered by such as have need, 
and are glad to remember. I remember them 
because of my thought of you. 

' Among other things mrns this-he spoke the 
words one night at a dinner given by the artis- 
tic people of the land. And one feels haiav 
straight from his heart they must have come, 
and liow ea,rncstly he must have thought upon 
the things he touched so briefly, how keenly he 
must have fclt thcm, and with what fervid 
insight i n  his feeling. 

" Gentlemen," he said, " thc production of all 
works in art or poctry requires in their con-
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ception and execution not only an exercise of the 
intellect, skill, and patience, but particularly a 
concurrent warmth of feeling, and a free flow 
of imagination. This renders them most tender 
plants, which will only thrive in an atmosphere 
calculated to maintain tha,t warmth-and thcrt 
cit1nosplzt.7-sis olbe k i i zd~~ess ,of kindness towaad 
the artist personally, as well as toward his pro-
ductions. An unkind word of criticism passes 
like a cold blast over their tender shoots, ancl 
shrivels them up, checking the flow of the sap 
which was rising to produce perhaps n~ultitucies 
of fruits and flowers." 

'This is what that clear-sighted Prince said, 
and I, who have learnt to perceive, can now dis-
cern that he spoke truly, and with an infinite 
closeness of sympathy. It is in that fineness of 
geniality, that generous warmth of the sur-
rounding atmosphere, that  alone any true artist 
or poet can fully live and breathe, and rightly 
unfold the life and the work vouchsafed by the: 
gift and grace of God. 

' The mute inglorious Milton is seldom to  be 
blamed for his muteness. He has fallen upori 
days that are evil days for him to whom no 
ground has been given that he may stand iri  
uprightness while he is singing; for whom no 
heart is warm in its helpful encouragement, for 
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whom. no life is lived, towards whom no soul 
aspires in generous appreciation. 

' To stand alone, isolated, chilled by the bleak- 
ness of the mountain-top, and yet to  bear the 
generous fruit of warmer climes, is given to  few, 
if indeed i t  be given to any. 

' Are you not proving the truth of what I say ? 
-of what others have said ? You are chilled, 
you are lonely, you have no motive power left to 
move you to  that full and fervid life you lived 
when you had hope. I t  might be a vague hope, 
i t  might have no tangible object. I know that 
i t  was not ambition, that i t  was not desire for 
fame, for mere worldly advancement. But yet 
you could hardly have defined it. Doubtless i t  
was not necessary that you should define it., 
since i t  was made strong enough to  lead you on 
to the point you have arrived a t  without defini- 
tion. Now you think that hope has failed, but 
i t  is not so ; you have tasted of i ts fruition, 
and found it not satisfying. But i~ your life 
to fail now for need of sufficient desire to go on 
living ?' 

' That is what I think,' she replied with 
solcninity. 

Michael Salvain turned his face to hers again, 
but now there was more of reproach than of sad- 
ncss in his eyes, more of wonder, of perplexity, 



than of that yearning tenderness which had been 
there before. 

'Have I been deceiving myself so utterly ?' he 
asked, speaking as if he sat alone. Dorigen felt 
that no answer was demanded of her. Yet she 
understood ; in very fear of joy's great pain, she 
understood. 
'I did not come to-day to  ask you to answer a 

question I years ago refrained from asking,' he 
said, speaking again in his gentler, kinder way. 
' I  meant to refrain yet n little longer', and not 
wholly for conventionality's sake-that a t  least 
you will believe of me. . . . But I must speak a 
little . . .' 

'Not now ! oh, not now !' Dorigcn said, turning 
a pleading face toward him. 'Let us remain as we 
are ! We acre so happy, so very happy. Let mc 
be happy for a little while; it will be better, 
believe me, i t  will be better.' 

'Better for whom 2' asked Michncl, turning 
paler. 

'Better for both of us-for you and for nlc.' 
'Let me judge for myself,' he said. ' iintl 

since you are so much to me, lct mc t21inli for 
you also. If I am to  go back w i t h  bliis new 
weight of pain and fear which you havc laic1 
upon me to-day, which you are laying upon me 
now, I think I caniiot live. I ,  who have el~clurcd 
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so much, can hardly endure this. . . . And as 
for yourself, remember tlic admission you have 
made, the confession of blankness, of wear.iness, 
of the  failure of strength in your life's strong 
purpose. I hope I am not taking undue advan- 
tage of anything you have said, but for your own 
sake I would plead with you a little. . . . Dori-
gen, my darling, a human life is not what you 
think it is. YOU may spend your braiu's last 
strength on a few sheets of paper, but you can- 
not spend your heart's emotion there. And if 
the heart suffer, if i t  be chilled, and starved, and 
trodden down, the whole nature suffers with it. 
An unloved and unloving life can never be a, 
perfect life, never n complete life. You have 
tried to live it, you have failed, and you have 
perceived your failure.' 

'Yes,' she said sadly, ' tha t  a t  least is true. 
My life has been a failure.' 

' I agree with you,' Michael Salvain replied. 
' Though a t  this moment your words are in ha?f 
the homes of England, though I believe that 
there lies ljefore you a future of such distinction 
as few women ever touch. Yet if that  future is 
to be lived as you are living a t  present, in the 
end you will count i t  failure. . . . But I am 
t;alking idly. It can never bc.' Then he drew 
nearer to hcr side, and looked down into her eyes 
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with eyes that had the passion and fervidness of 
the love of years in them. 

'You are making me talk folly, my darling,' 
he said, raising her hand to  his lips. ' I f  you 
were to refuse my pleading I should take 
you by force. . . . That would be the end 
of it.' 

There was a smile on the pale face beside him, 
and by-and-by, after a time of restful and con- 
fiding silence, Dorigen rose to go homeward. 
By the cliff-top ways the silence was still tender 
ancl sweet. 

' I  shall not go in with you,' Michael said, 
speaking in low loving tones, as they stood for 
awhile by the hedgerow above Pete Laverock's 
cottage. 'And, for a little while, I will not 
t,rouble you again !' 

He understood the mute reproach in the glarlce 
that was raised instantly to his ; he was glad to 
see it there. 

' I t  will be wise,' he went on. 'You shall have 
rt time of silence, so that you can think of, a r ~ d  
prepare for what is to be. I will not even write, 
but Nannie and the little ones shall come to bring 
rue news of you. . . . And when 1 come again, 
what shall I say, my darling ?-oh, what shall I 
say of that day to be ? The day that is to come 
after a whole long lifetime of suffering, aud 
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enduring, and thwarting. And what will you 
say to me-tell me, my child, what you will say 
when I come again 2' 

'I will say that I am glad to see you.' 
' Only that  2' 
'I will tell you that you have been to  me the 

kindest and truest and most loyal friend that ever 
any woman had.' 

'Yes ; that is better.' 
'And that you have made all my life, all of it 

since that day in Wharram's Yard, fuller and 
brighter ancl happier by a thousand-fold than i t  
\vould have been if I had never known you.' 

'You remember that  day in Wharram's 
Yarcl '2' 

' I remember i t  perfectly.' 
'And I clo not forget i t .  One does not forget 

the first hour of the first and last true love of a 
lifetime.' 

' That woulcl be in~possible.' 
' Is i t  impossible to you ? Was that the 

meaning of that hour for your soul as well as for 
mine 2' 

' Yes ; that was its sole meaning.' 
' Say, "YCS, Mi~hael." ' 
Wit11 a quick warm blush, the name was said, 

and then, for the second time, the lips of those 
two met in a fervent, passionate kiss. And 
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Michael Salvain went homeward in an ecstasy 
of grateful happiness. Had his house a t  Thors- 
grif been some Paradise towards which his face 
wa.s set, he had not gone onwascl in a finer or 
keener ecstasy of gratitude. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

' There the tears of earth are dried ; 
There its hidden things are clear ; 

There the work of life is tried 
By a jrtster Judge than here.' 

RING the summer and the early 
autumn days which followed upon 
that spring-time, Michael Salvain still 

lived as the man lives upon whose life the last 
and greatest good of life has come when i t  had 
seemed to be gone beyond hoping for. As he 
had resolved, he kept himself in silence: in 
patience ; and patience was hardly dificult since 
his hopc was so exceeding firm and fair. 

But the silence was completer than he had 
hoped it would be. One July day Mrs. Salvain 
had had the mischance to slip on the oaken 
stair, and though the lameness that ensued was 
not of a very serious kind, i t  yet left her more 
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From that day Joanna, went no more to Burtree 
Beck ; and llichael chafed a little because of 
the absence of knowledge of one on whom his 
thought was so ceaselessly centred. When these 
troublesome affairs concerning the ~vorl- mere\S 

fiiially settled, then he would go himself. Indeed, 
it would be necessary for him to go. I i e  could 
take no steps toward arranging for his f ~ ~ t u r e  
life and work until he had consulted tlle I\-islies 
and opinions of her who was to share'that life, 
to inspire that work. Naturally, he was anxious 
to have things settled, to see his way with that 
clearness which is iiecessary for 1)rudent living. 

His own plan was to  ta lx a large farm-
a place with a good I-louse in a beautiful 
southern county-a county somewhat wariner 
than this to which his heart still so passionately 
clave. ' I t  would be good for Ihc~,' hc said to  
himself. ' This is too wild, too blcak. I ~vi l l  
take her to a milder cliinatc Lcforc tlle nrii~tcr 
sets in. -4nd it shall be a quiet placc, as 11cll as 
beautiful, so that there shall be no l~indmncc it' 
she be moved to  write-no liintlrance, but cvcry 
incentive. I must take care that thc plncc is 
very benutifixl.' 

So he urns thinking one auturnil day, trying 
for the liundredth time to rcalizc tlie ~~rcsen t -

VOL. III. G O  
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ment of his ideas ; an idea including stately, 
park-like scenery, ~vit~h ancient trees, and abound- 
ing levels of green pasture-land, with slon7, 
sedgy streams, with picturesque cattle, with blue 
skics over which the white cumulus mrould 
sweep on summer days, shining to the sun. 
The house must be large, the rooms wide and 
high, the gardens ample, the orchards pleasant. 
And as to furniture, every touch, even to the 
last, should be made before she entered the 
doors. She. might make alterations to any 
extent to suit her finer taste, but there shoulcl 
be no positive need for exertion of hers. She 
should have rest, peace, beauty, loving care. 
Then she mould revive ;and he would watch her 
revival as a mother watches her child's return to 
life from the very grave and gate of death. 

It was thus that he was dreaming that autumn 
noontide. Then suddenly the postman's horn 
came sounding into his dream, and Valerie ran 
to the door with delight in the prospect of bring- 
ing the letters to the father who loved her so, 
and spoiled her so, that the child's affection had 
been won for life. 

' l'apn, there is only one letter !' she said, 
bursting into his study with disappointment in 
her tone. ' Only one, and it feels so thin. If I 
were to go away I would write you two long 
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letters every day-ever such long ones they 
should be!' 

'And what would you say in your long 
letters, you small fairy ? Fancy a fairy writing 
letters !' 

' I would tell you how much I loved you. 
Nobody will ever love you so much, dads !' 
And the child stood beside him, and raised his 
strong hand to her sensitive little ii~outh, and 
kissed it. Almost with a sob she turned away, 
and Michael watched her half sadly. 

' You will need, both he?. care and mine, litt,le 
one,' he said to himself as the child went out, 
shutting the door with characteristic gentleness. 

I t  was Izev letter-that he had seen, or he had 
not permitted his little daughter to go away 
uncomforted ; and, as Valerie had said, the letter 
was ' SO thin.' The words of i t  did not cover 
half the first page of note-paper. This Ivas a11 
that was written : 

' DEARMR. SALVAIN, 
'Will  you come 7 Will you con~e to 

Burtree Beck to-morrow ; that is, thc day after 
you receive this ? I am wishing to see you 
again. 

' lTours, with affection, 
' L)OI~IGEN.' 

60-2 
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' To-morrow !' That mere impossible. He 
must go to-day, this hour, this moment. 

He saddled his horse himself in his haste ; 
and i t  was yet but early in the afternoon when he 
dismounted at the Alatsonne Arms a t  Lodbrok 
I3ay. He would walk over to  Burtree Beck. 

It was a mild day, even warm for October ; 
and if the sunshine that was upon the sea was of 
s lower intensity than it had been on that day 
~vhenhe sat with Dorigen in  the cliff-top hollow, 
it was not levs beautiful. I f  the nearer sea were 
less sparkling the distance was in a softer 
mystery, and the gentle sun-white haze that was 
up011 the ~zloorland heights seemed to soothe the 
brain through the sense of sight as far faint 
music soothes i t  through the sense of hewing. 
Micllael Snlvain was in one of his happiest moods 
when Jean Laverock opened the cottage door t o  
let him in. 

There was no smile on Jean's face, and 
Micllael did not miss it. fIe followed her i'hto 
the little sitting-room, where a cheery fire was 
burning though the day was so warm. l3ut 
Michael Snlvain did not see the fire. I-Te saw 
only a face, a wan, white, transfigured face, 
s~riilinga ~trelcorneto him. A thin white band 
was held out to him from the sofa. and he took 
the hand. 13efoi.e a word was spoken his heart 
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sank, as a sailor's heart silllis when he hears tlle 
keel of his vessel grinding upon a rocli in l i d -

ocean. 
' I knew you would come-I knew that you 

would come to-day,' Dorigen said in a voice that  
was changed, even as her face was changed. 

Then he sat down on a chair that Jean had 
placed by the soh, and they looked into each 
other's eyes, and did not weep. I t  mas no tillie 
for weeping. I t  was the time for silence-for 
strong effort after fortitude. 

By-and-by Dorigen laid her hand upon tlie 
two firm hands that Michacl was keeping clnsl~ccl 
so hardly. 

' It is better,' she said ; ' it is better so. I 
wanted you to come that I might show you that 
all is well.' 

' All is well, and you so ill? he snit1 in n low 
stricken tone. The face hc lifted was not the 
face of the man ~vho had walked by the sofl, 
rippling water's edge to Burtree 13ccli. 

' Yes, Michael. . . . So ill that I aln clyi11,q. 
. . . And yet-all is well !' 

For nearly an hour the ticliing of t,l~c clocli 
was the sole sound that was heart1 in that 
narrow room. 'l'here was that on her fitcc aiitl 
in her voice whicli confirmed each word she lint1 
said. Shc was (lying-she was glml to tlie. 
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13ut presently Micliael Salvain's strength came 
back to him. 'Die old helpful saying, ' While 
there is life there is hope!' struck upon his 
memory with some sharpness. 

Darling ! my darling ! you cannot die 1' he 
said. ' You have not lived. You have only 
laboured and endured. You have had no human 
life. ' 

' To work and to suffer is the highest life that 
,z huinan being may live,' Dorigen replied. ' I  
llave only two regrets 11om ; one is that my true 
lifc-work is all undone; that what I have 
achieved is ill-done. I t  mas done under pressure, 
yressure so great that \\-hen i t  was taken off 
there was no rebound. I could not recover from 
the strain. Every year of my later life has been 
likc ten.' 

There has been no tinie for recovery,' Michael 
snit1 with ail eagerness that cvas almost im- 
patience. And you have had no chance. Let 

' ine take you away to  Switzerland-to Italy.' 
' Oh, hush ! hush !' she said. ' Years ago I 

1)acltcc;l up a11 illy photographs and engravings, 
:lid put thein out of eight. I could not bear to  
see suc l~  seniblances, the passion for seeing the 
realities being SO strong upon me. . . . But 
i ~ o w !. . . . 1 woul(1 not go if I could. I am 
too weary-far too weary.' 
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And for a ~vhile she said no Inore, ancl RIicElncI 
kept silence, having fear that she might I)e 
talking more than mras wise. Ancl in the sile~ict: 
they loolred out over the grey, wide waters to-
gether ; mid together they watched the shado~v 
of the approaching night. It was nearly dn1.1; 
when Michael spoke again. 

' Shall I ask for a lamp?' he said, spealring in 
the lorn changed voice which people usc in sicli- 
rooms. 

' No,' Dorigen replied. ' Jean knows I like 
the twilight, especially the calm twilights we 
often have after stormy days. It seems to be 
my own hour in Borne special way.' 

' Your day llas been stormy,' he said, \\-it11 
anguish in his tone. ' And now i t  seems to rile 

that I might have done so much more to alleviate 
it. Oh, my darling ! stay with me but a little 
while that I may atone for the neglect, that I 
may show you my love, all my love ! Only fbr 
a little while, that is all I aeli now. I t  may be 
granted to such a love as mine to so enfold your 
life, to so defend it, to so expand it, that the oltl 
desire for living would come again, and bring 
with i t  the power to live. . . . Oh ! my own ! 
my beloved ! stay with me a little while, but a 
little while.' 

He could hardly see the sweet soft smile that 
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tvas up011 the wan face $ the twilight; a twilight 
that did not deepen, because already the light of 
the moon was stealing into it, sending soft 
silvery rays across the eastern sea. 

' Michael,' she said presently, ' let me say 
another word or two ~vllile I can. Have you 
forgottell that niglit on the terrace so long ago 
when you spolre to me of pain, and sacrifice, and 
renunciation? . . . All my life the good, the 
beauty of the tllings you said then has been upon 
me as a deep and great influence. 

' In niy worst snffering I have yet acki~ow- 
ledged in my iilnlos t soul that the life of sacrifice 
was the most satisfying life, the ilzost enlighten- 
ing, tlie most spiritually far-reaching. Sacrifice 
is pain, pain of n ~ a i ~ y  For  you tlzcre iskinds. 
co~lzing the pain of parting. . . . Michael, you 
will bear it well, more patiently than I have 
borne my sorrows. . . . r~1hat is nzy other regret, 
that I have endured so ill. . . . Oh, so ill! so 
ill ! God forgiw me !' 

3Zichacl inatle no reply. Though her pntience 
uildcr sorrow of the keenest had amazed him oft, 
lie coi11;l inake no answer. 

ilntl again in the silence the clock ticked 
awny the pahsing moments, and outside a regal 
moon rose 11i:ljestically nnloilg soft ethereal clouds 
of silvcr, ancl of gold, and of pcarl. A stream of 



sparkling light was upon the waters, couling, 
going, shadowing, brightening, as the clouds 
n~oved across the heavens. 

' See !' Dorigen said, speakii~g in a slower and 
fainter may than before; 'the shadows come fro111 
above, always from above, anci the sea does not 
know. . . . And TI-e-we never know. Yet the 
shado~vs are always from above. That is why 
we mistake so. . . . Last time you were here 
we agreed together that m y  life n igh t  be countecl 
as a failure. . . . I have thought of i t  often. 
. . . Butwhat  is failure? . . . What is success? 
JVhat is szcccess ?' 

The question came again slowly, and with 
effort. ' Shall I tell you, Michael? Shall I tell 
you what I now think success is? I think it is  
to have one peaceful night, onc night of absolute 
calm, when one can lie " face to Cace with God," 
and not shrink! I think that is success!' 

And again there was silence. The moon 
swept herself free, and left the clouds lying low 
upon the horizon. The silver pathway across 
the waters was undirnmed. 

'Do you see it, Michael?' she asked. ' I s  it 
not sent to me, that vision of peace? . . . Tlic 
peace of i t  is more than the beauty. . . . I am 
glad, I am very glad that you shoulcl be here to 
see it with me !' 
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-4nd a low moan broke from the lips of the 
man who sat by her side. He had hoped so 
long, so surely, that they mould see all things 
together, ell-joy all things together, that this hour 
was more than he could bear. The passionate 
aaguish of his low restrained moan was more 
than all words would have been. 

' Michael, Michael, kiss me !' said the faltering, 
tender voice, in a very agony of sympathy. I t  
was all the comfort she could give. 

And yet again there was silence, yet onward 
and upward sped that clear light of heaven; yet 
inward to the shore swept the white waves that 
broke softly, and fell upon the beach. 

' Are you happier now, Michael Y' 
The yuestioil came as if one spoke from afar. 

But Michael Salvain did not soon reply. 
' Are you hapl)y, my beloved ?' he asked at 

last, speaking with an infinite tenderness in his 
effort. 

And the far faint voice made answer, 
' I do not know. . . . I nil1 i11 peace. . . . Is  

not peace more than happiness? . . . I cannot 
tell. . . . No ; I cannot tell. . . . It passes 
zc~ztb~~stn~zcling!' 

THE END. 

HILLINO A S U  SUSS, I'ILI.\'l'I.lI3, GUI1,UYOllD. 

S. & 11. 
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