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CHAPTER VII. AN ADVENTURE. 

PHCEBE retired with a sort of uncomfort
able feeling, as though she had been re
proved. However, when she was alone, 
the image of the young gentleman waiting 
at the garden-gate for the girl he loved— 
wondering, feverish with hope and anxiety 
—kept rising before her. What would he 
think of the apparent neglect, the cruel 
desertion, by one whom he had travelled 
miles and miles to see ? How harshly 
would he judge the innocent Adelaide— 
and, after his long wait, go away in a pet, 
perhaps never to return ! 

From this interesting picture, it was 
not far to the daring scheme which arose, 
ready, complete, in Phoebe's mind. Ade
laide's peremptory refusal of assistance 
was but coquetry, and a pride which 
made her disdain assistance. She was 
now helpless, and her friends must act 
for her. She (Phoebe) would go in her 
stead—go at all risks, and without letting 
Adelaide know of the matter. Apart from 
the friendly character of the act, it would 
he a delightful and excitmg " lark." 

At eight o'clock the doors of the es
tablishment were invariably closed, and 
the keys distributed among the various 
officers; that of the great gate bemg car
ried up solemnly and laid on Miss Cooke's 
table, much as the Tower gate key is 
placed in the hands of the officer of the 
watch ; those of the hall and back doors 
being given over to the patrol for the 
night, constituted by Miss Emma Cooke, 
or by the matron, Mrs. Corbett, or one 
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of the resident mistresses. These solem
nities were time-honoured and inflexible; 
a u d i t was understood that, once locked, 
nothing short of what was analogous to an 
Act of Parliament passed for the purpose 
could unlock them, untU seven the follow
ing morning. Exit from the house by the 
regular mode was simply impossible ; but 
Phoebe recollected that at the end of one 
of the corridors was a low window, through 
which it would be easy to scramble. The 
corridor at this time was deserted, and' 
in comparative darkness, the gas being 
" down," and burning with a Uttle blue 
speck. She got her hat and cloak with 
a Uttle hood, making her toilet in much 
agitation. AU was still and sUent. With 
the sagacity of all school-boys and school
girls, she could account for the position 
of those in authority over her at any given 
moment—when they would be absent, and 
when they might be expected to return. 

The period after night prayers—which 
Miss Cooke in person recited, with a 
bearing and unction almost ecclesiastical, 
having a gift, too, of extempore interpola
tion—was always reckoned the season for j[ 
strategems and spoils. There was then, 
always a sort of luU, Miss Emma Cooke 
and the rest of the poUce being engaged 
with their grateful tea. 

Phoebe climbed lightly through the win
dow and tripped down the walk. Once 
in the open air, -with the dark trees over 
head, for the first time the danger, and even 
the impropriety, of the step occurred to 
her. What should she say ? What would 
he say? What would he think of h e r f 
But she recalled the imprisoned Adelaide, 
whose future interest might be at steke. 
Nay, she would take up her friend's cause 
—praise her to the skies. Who knew her 
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perfections so well as she did? What 
Adelaide could not speak for herself, she 
(Phoebe) could speak for her. There was 
something gallant and chivalrous in the 
idea, and it filled her little soul. 

She glanced timorously at the house. 
There shone the light in the greater Miss 
Cooke's window, who was then going to 
bed with almost regal solemnities. She 
hurried to the gate. I t was a clear night, 
and she saw through the rail the figure of 
<a young and good-looking gentleman— 
who, after a glance, instantly disappeared. 

There was something inexpressibly ro
mantic, if not pleasing, in the situation. 
Here was a hero, a knight, a cavaUer— 
such as she had read of in the story-book. 
There were the bars of the gate between 
—she was, as it were, in a cage; that intro
duced prose again. She recollected that 
she was shorter than her friend. No doubt 
he took her for one of the schoolmistresses. 

After waiting a moment, and with much 
hesitation, she caUed out, softly, " Don't 
be afraid; I am only Adelaide's friend." 

The gentleman came out of the dark
ness again, and stood before her. He was 
tell, brown-haired, and about three or four 
and twenty years old. The moon was just 
coming out, and he saw the face of the 
messenger as it peeped from the hood with 
a shy, sly expression. 

" She can't come," began Phcebe, ner
vously; "indeed she can' t ! They have 
shut her up in prison—i'̂ -^** 

" In prison ! " he repeated. " Adelaide 
in a prison! " 

" I mean," said Phoebe, " a room, you 
know. But it ia as bad as a prison to one 
of her spirit ; and, what is worse, she was 
suffering so much at the thought of not 
being able to meet you, and of what you 
muat think of her. And she was so dis
tressed—I can assure you she was " 

"And you came to bring me the message. 
We are both obliged to you. And cer-
teinly the messenger she chose " 

" Oh ! there was nothing in that ," went 
on Phcebe, every now and again looking 
round. " We have always been such dear 
friends—all the school knows it. And I 
like her so much I would not have her 
disappointed in anything." 

" And you did not care for this danger? " 
said he. " T h a t was very courageous of 
j p u ! " • 

" Oh! it 's no matter about me," said 
Phoebe. " I was delighted to come, for I 
wanted to tell you that you muat like her 
so much. She is worthy of anyone's love. 

You can have no idea what a grand, clever 
creature she ia, and how much she suffers 
here. They don't treat her kindly. Meet
ing her in this way," added Phoebe, laying 
her hand on the gate, "you can't know 
half her merits. But I do; for I know 
her better than anyone in the world." 

" I am sure she is everything you say. 
I am convinced of it. Miss—Miss—I think 
I ought to know the name of Adelaide's 
f r i end?" 

" Phoebe," she said, demurely; " Phoebe 
Dawson. You have heard Adelaide speak 
of me, of course ? " 

" So Adelaide is your friend," he 
answered, without replying to her ques
tion. " Phoebe Dawson! what a charming 
n a m e ! " 

Phoebe glanced back at the house—the 
compUment alarmed her. 

" Now," she said, recoUecting the pur
pose for which she came, and putting on 
her wise manner, as though she were say
ing, " Let us come to business "—" now, I 
want you to promise to like Adelaide very 
much. You don't know how much she 
deserves to be liked, nor what a treasure 
she wiU be—so wise, so clever—quite like 
a person that is grown np and in the 
world." 

At this praise the gentleman remained 
sflent. 

" H e r all depends on you," went on 
Phcebe, growing quite eloquent. "Her 
whole heart is set upon you; so—you must 
marry her as quickly as possible." 

He sterted at this rather abrupt decLi-
ration. 

" How warmly you plead the cause she 
has entrusted you wi th! '• 

" She knows nothing of my being here," 
said Phoebe; "ahe would be very, very 
angry if she did." 

" So it was your own idea," he said, 
astonished. " Y o u are a very spirited 
young lady. But, als for the marriage, 
that is going rather fast. There are many 
things to be considered before taking such 
a serious step. We must look about us, 
you know." 

" Look about you! " Phoebe repeated, 
indignantly. " If you were really attached 
to her, and prepared to give up all the 
world for her sake, you would not speak 
in that way." 

The young gentleman laughed. " Don't 
think very badly of me," he said, "but " 

" Mind this," said Phoebe, much dis
turbed at finding she was compromising 
her friend; " I have no command of 
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language aa she has, and cannot say what 
I want to say—oh! there goes the school-
clock ! " she added, suddenly becoming 
alarmed at the situation. " And I ought 
not to have come. Oh, I should not be 
here at a U ! " 

" I t was a most generous and loyal aet 
on your part ," said he, warmly; " and I am 
sure, if you had not come, I should never 
have returned—^I should have thought it 
all at an end." 

" I am so glad to hear tha t ! " said 
Phoebe, enthusiastically. " Then you pro
mise me to think everything good of 
Adelaide—which, of course, you do already, 
don't you ?" . \ ^ 

" As you say so, of course I' do—that is, 
have almost convinced me."-

" Almost!" said Phoebe, with a reprov
ing air. " Now! And after all I have 
said ! But I have not told you half what 
I wished." 

"No," he said; " there has been no 
time. And I, too, have such a crowd of 
things to ask you. You could tell me so 
much about her. Perhaps you would— 
no, I could not venture to ask you to run 
such a risk again " 

" Risk ! I don't care for the risk," said 
she gallantiy, " if that be all." 

" I mean, if you could finish all you 
have to tell me on some other occasion ? " 

Phcebe looked grave. 
" No, no; that can't be. Next night she 

is to come herself; and perhaps I may 
come too, "and keep watch." 

" What a true friend you are I" he said. 
" I seem to know her better now, through 
aU that you have been saying, than I ever 
did before." 

" I am so g lad!" said Phcebe. " I t 
makes me quite happy to hear you say 
that. Now I muat really go. Goodnight." 

" Just one moment," he answered. " You 
said that Adelaide did not know of your 
coming to-night ? " 

" No," said Phoebe ; " and it wiU be such 
a surprise for her when she hears it." 

"Exactly," he said, slowly. " I was 
thinking how she would receive the news. 
You know she has her own ideas about 
these things—wishes matters to be done 
in her own way. She is a decided person." 

"Yes, I know that, ' ' said Phoebe, 
thoughtfully. 

"WeUj^now it just occurs to me that 
perhaps, after aU, it might be better to 
keep this as our own little secret. Next 
time you shall teU me more about her; 
and how amazed she wUl be to find that 

we have been old friends aU the time! Is 
it a bargain ? " 

Again the clock struck, which made 
Phoebe start, as though Miss Cooke had 
suddenly caUed to her. Without answer
ing hia question, ahe aaid, hurriedly: % 

" There! I muat go! Good night! good 
n igh t !" 

" W h a t ! " he cried, " you won't ? " 
His hand was waving through the bara 

in a manner that seemed comic, or at least 
grotesque, to Phcebe. 

After a second's irresolution, she came 
back and shook it, then fluttered away like 
a bird. 

She got through the window, having 
rather a narrow escape of being detected; 
for gendarme Corbett was actually going 
her rounds, in list-slippers, dark lantern 
in hand. 

As it was, a flash detected Phoebe at 
the open window, but luckily on the in
side. 

To the interrogatory, " What are you 
doing here; miss ? " the reply was a gay 
laugh, and a declaration that she wanted 
to run away from the school, and that her 
clothes would be found tied up in a bundle 
on the grass under the window. 

" This shall be reported to Miss Cooke 
in the morning," said the matron, more 
indignant at being gibed than at the 
culprit's offence. 

" Catch me first," was the answer, and 
Phcebe bounded away to her room, leaving 
the matron much disturbed, and with a 
certainty that there was some prepared 
trick or Fieschi explosive laid, which gave 
her half-an-hour's trouble to search for. 

There was not much sleep for Phoebe 
that night, for it was long before she 
could shut out that exciting and romantic 
scene. Here was a new and undiscovered 
element in the life of the finishing-achool. 
The garden, a gaUant young prince, the 
gate, and she herself playing the part of 
the good fairy ! - ' 

The only thing that was uncertain was, 
how would she deal with her dear friend 
Adelaide ? She had an instinct that the 
advice given by the young prince was not 
exactly to be followed, and something told 
her that a secret or mystery in auch 
matters was scarcely proper. But had he 
not shown such deference, such complete 
loyalty, such sense, too, as a perfect man 
of the world, who knew much more than 
a little boarding-school miaa like herself ? 
Above all, how admirably he had hit off 
Adelaide'a character. Beaidea, " they two. 

T 
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thua laying their heada together," would 
act more in the intereat of Adelaide, who, 
to say the truth, waa likely to injure her 
own intereata by the rather too practical 
tone which ahe waa inclined to impart 
i i to all mattera, romantic or otherwiae. 
Phoebe lay awake long, her pulaea all in a 
flutter, thinking of thia enchanter, and 
being a young lady not in the leaat familiar 
with such elemente aa "deciaion," or 
"making up one's mind," and the rest, 
was content to leave the matter in a 
.delicious mist of uncerteinty; 

CHAPTER VIII. SHOULD SHE TELL? 

I N the morning, almost the first person 
she met waa Adelaide, now releaaed from 
confinement. Unprepared, and doubtful 
what to do, Phoebe thought that ahe 
would put off the revelation tUl later in 
the day, especially as she fancied the eyea 
of Adelaide were reating on her with an 
air of inquiry. Very eagerly ahe poured 
out her aympathy on her friend, yet felt 
that ahe waa a Uttle hypocritical. But at 
the next recreation, when ahe had time to 
turn the great businesa over, ahe poaitively 
would teU her the whole. 

"You muat have auffered dreadfully," 
aaid Phoebe. ." How cruel they have been 
to you, and " here ahe heaitated, " the 
dreadful diaappointment too." 

" N o t at all," aaid Adelaide, bluntly, 
" it waa part of my plan. I intend that it 
ia to be a teat for him, ao that he can now 
have thb opportunity of ahowing whether 
he can be true and conatent. He ia a Uttle 
volatile, but I myaelf believe that he will 
atend thia trial. Not for the world would 
I have aent him a mesaage or excuae, and 
ao I told you last night." 

Phcebe murmured "Ye-es" in a rather 
faltering fashion. She was full of courage 
of a certain soH, and would have " faced 
a battery," as the phrase runs, when 
brought to bay; but the sort of courage 
that can face a mentel battery—the guns 
of the stronger mind—she had not. She 
was then always inclined to temporise, to 
put off the evil hour. 

" Ye-es," she faltered. Shouldshe—it was 
no longer " tell," she felt, but " confess ? " 

At that moment appeared Miss Emma 
Cooke, to take proces-verbal of the open-
window business last night, and Phcebe 
went with alacrity, accepting present reUef 
from the situation at the price of future 
embarrassment. This was our Phoebe 
all over. She had the young spendthrift's 
eagerness to draw or renew bills. Any

thing that would put off the present in
convenience, were it only for a few hours, 
was equivalent to a full deliverance. Dis
missed with a warning from the bench, 
delivered with uplifted finger, Phoebp 
then congratulated herself on having so 
cheaply escaped from her interview with 
Adelaide. When she joined the girls again, 
at "second recreation," she found the 
difficulty recur; but she felt now that it 
waa too late, and that she should have 
spoken after Adelaide's speech, if at aU. 
She was in part glad to put it aside alto
gether on that excuse, for the doctrine of 
getting it over, by going through present 
pain, though often preached, had always 
something like terror for her. Finally, a 
little worried by the " mess " she had got 
into, she said to herself that the thing would 
end there, and was only a bit of fun. She 
was before the gldss as she thought this— 
the rather attenuated measure allowed by 
the esteblishment to the young ladies—and 
a roguish smile was playing over her face. 
Was she sO sure that it would end there ? 
He was certeinly distinguished-looking and 
handsome, with a most bewitching ex
pression ; and oh! he had such a musical 
voice and power of language ! 

Thus it was that Phoebe was impelled to 
say nothing of the adventure; but she in
tended to act in the most delightful and 
satisfactory way for her friend, as soon as 
she had the matter weU in hand. That 
she would thus control, and bring it to the 
issue, was next to a certeinty, from what 
was perhaps not the least disagreeable ele
ment in the caae, and the thought of which 
made Phoebe smile, toss her head, and say, 
" What nonaenae! " an expreaaion, in the 
mouth of every Phoebe, meaning the direct 
opposite. Thia waa that the young gentle
man would not be diainclined to submit to 
the influence of the friend of his Adelaide. 

I t was natural, therefore, that she should 
soon be wondering what would be the next 
at^p, and waa eager that some new oppor
tunity ahould offer. 

A few days later Miss Emma Cooke was 
coming round in the capacity of general 
postman—a duty ahe fulfilled with a 
douanier-lUce severity. For she carried 
a penknife, with which she used to cut 
open each envelope on ita delivery to, 
and in preaence of, the recipient—with a 
view that no coin, note, cheque, or other 
shape of funds, should be concealed within. 
Such presents came rarely to Phoebe, 
" mamma " not being able to offer many 
tokens of the kind. 
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On this occaaion there were two lettera 
submitted to the postman's operating knife. 

" That's mamma! " cried Phoebe, who, 
when eager and enthusiastic, uttered her 
thoughts aloud. " B u t I don't know this 
one; it's not Tom ! " thus unconsciously 
illustrating the figure of "personification," 
on which Miss Emma Cooke often lectured. 
She opened it, then started, and walked 
away. No wonder, for Miss Emma would 
have required some explanation of those 
glowing blushes which dyed her two sen
sitive cheeks—a language which haa but 
one meaning for even the most unsophis
ticated. As it was, Miss Emma noticed 
some confusion, and set it down to the 
account of bad pecuniary newa from home. 

Adelaide was stending by, not waiting 
for letters, which rarely came to her, but 
about to speak to Miss Cooke on some 
business. Here, perhaps, was the cause 
of the flush on Phoebe's cheek. She had 
crumpled up the letter and put it in her 
pocket. 

" No bad news ? " said her friend, now 
beside her. 

Phoebe started, and had to look up. 
" Why, what's the matter ? " went on 

Adelaide, deliberately. 
" Nothing," said Phoebe. 
"No th ing ! " said the other. "Your 

cheeks are the colour of blood! " 
Phoebe was a little rebellious in temper. 

To " patting," or any kind of invitetion, 
she would respond with eagerness, but not 
to " driving." 

" You don't want to see all my letters, 
Adelaide," said she, mischievously, " d o 
you ? " 

"No ," said the other, coldly. "Only 
when the whole school can read the con
tents in your face." 

" I don't care," said Phoebe, " let them, 
they are welcome; and you, too, if you 
can." 

" Let all the world be welcome, by all 
means, only understend this—^you can hide 
very little from the world, or from me." 

A moment before Phoebe was hesitating. 
Adelaide, she thought, of all persons, 
should see this letter, for it was from the 
lover, but no one should dragoon her. 
" She was not a chUd "—a favourite pro
test of Phoebe's. She belonged to that 
class of the community who have to 
assure people what they are, and what 
they are not ; that they are clever; that 
they are making money, getting on, &c.; 
or that they are not stupid; or, like our 
Phoebe, " won't be treated like a child." 

The genuine class make no such declara
tions—their actions speak for them. The 
world sees for iteelf that they are getting 
on, are clever, and are not chUdren. 

The letter which Phoebe, once out of 
sight, flew along the corridor to read in 
her room, was as follows: 

" [Private.] 
" D E A R MISS DAWSON,—I do hope you 

got back without risk. How courageous 
and gallant it was of you. I felt ashamed 
of myself, I can assure you—I, who ran no 
risk in the world, and was quite safe out
side the bars of the gate ; and to think of 
your devoting yourself in that way for 
your friend! I have been thinking over 
all you so admirably urged about Adelaide, 
and which you were urging when we were 
interrupted. You almost convinced me, 
but still I doubt. I am, as I daresay you 
have guessed, a rather uncertain and scep
tical creature. If I give my heart, what 
shall I get in return ? Do I reaUy know 
the brilliant Adelaide after all? This is 
what I ask myself often. You are her 
friend, and know her much better than I 
do. There are a thousand things I would 
wish to be told, but who is to tell me ? 
What you have said already, has done 
much to reassure me, so I must only be 
content with that, and trust, as Mr. 
Micawber says, ' that something will turn 
up.* At least you will be my friend. 

" Forgive my being so bold as to write 
to you, but I know you love Adelaide, and 
wUl be interested in anyone that is inte
rested in her. You see that I do all this 
openly, and without any attempt at subter
fuge. I am steying at the Red Lion. May 
I hope for one line ? BeUeve me, yours 
truly, FRANCIS PKINGLE." 

This last point, of being "open," had 
already struck Phoebe as something noble 
and chivalrous. I t did not occur to her 
that the writer need have no fear of being 
compromised. What impressed her also 
was ttie respectful tone of his letter. I t was 
that of a " perfect gentleman," and it re
moved all the scruples which had hitherto 
disturbed her. A number of plans and 
speculations went dancing through her little 
brain. She was eager to be at work again. 
She thought pleasantly she was not so 
simple, after all, and could be a Uttle clever, 
Uke other people. 

But what was she to do next ? Things 
could not remain in their present stete, and 
delay would be dangerous and embarras
sing. The difficulty was Adelaide, from 
whom she could not keep this secret, and 
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to whom she yet could not impart it. Now 
she began to feel the inconvenience of the 
first concealment; but the idea of going to 
Adelaide, and making confession of what 
she had done, was an act for which she had 
not courage. On seveoral occasions the 
cold gaze of her friend had settled on her 
in a manner that made her uncomfortable. 
She determined that she would put it off 
until—and here her spirits came back again 
—the grand crisis, when she had arranged 
everything for dear Adelaide, far better 
than dear Adelaide could do it herself, and 
had brought the young Lochinvar to offer 
his hand in the most satisfactory way. 

Having thua found a favourable iaaue, 
Phoebe's spirits returned; she saw the whole 
picture before her—the whole transaction 
completed—^and meeting Adelaide a few 
minutes later, she ran up and kissed her 
heartUy, as though to congratulate her, 
leaving the impression that she was in pos
session of some joyful news. • 

Before the day was over, Phcebe, who 
at first had " shied " timorously at the bare 
idea, had actually brought herself to the 
serious step of writing a letter directed to 
her correspondent at tihe "Red Lion Hotel." 
She tore up half-a-dozen attempts. She had 
tried to begin with "Dear Sir," "Miss Daw
son presents her compliments," and she 
finally determined to commence abruptly, 
without any fa i^on of address or " dear." 

" I received your letter. I t is very plea
sant to think that anything-1 said could 
have had so good an effect. I would give 
the world to convince you that Adelaide 
really loves you; and I think I could per
suade you of it. I know it is not right 
for me to see you in that way and that 
manner, and Miss Cooke would not approve 
of my doing so ; still, for Adelaide's sake, 
I think there could not be any harm in my 
seeing you once more at the garden-gate, 
when you must promise to Usten to what I 
shall tell you about her. P . D." 

This letter was conveyed, not without 
difficulty, to the letter-box, which was a 
short distance from the gate. Until the 
answer came she found herself rather shun
ning her friend, as she felt she could not 
trust herself before that interrogative 
glance and searching eye, which, with a 
question or two, would extract her whole 
secret from her. 

In her room she often prepared herself 
for the interview—rehearsing, as it were. 
The hero was so " nice," so charmingly de
ferential to her, that she flattered herself 
she had gained a sort of influence over 

him already, and he could not refuse her. 
Yes ; the poor persecuted Adelaide ahould 
have an unaeen friend working secretly for 
her, and never know of the obligation. She 
was not in the least nervous, and went 
about among the girls in a flurry of mis
chief, and in the most boisterous spirits. 
She had made up her mind that the hand
some young hero should not leave the gate 
till he had given his solemn promise, and 
even named a day, for hia nuptials with 
her friend. 

Days went by, however, and no answer 
came. Phoebe's lip began to curl and 
quiver a little at the mortification. He 
could not have been " amusing himself ! " 
and her eyes flashed at the idea of such a 
liberty being taken with " a Dawson "—a 
liberty which, on a single word to Tom, 
would be chastised with exemplary severity. 
But n o ; it was impossible that so nice a 
creature could behave in such a manner. 

StiU no answer came from the "Red 
Lion." Days, and even weeks passed by, 
and Phoebe grew not a littie anxious u^der 
the double responsibUity. 

PENNY BANKS. 

I T is a humiliating confession, but it may 
as well be made at once and finally disposed 
of, that one is getting ashamed of being a 
Southron. By that term I hardly include 
aU inhabitants of this island—" other than 
Scotch "^—but rather those inferior crea
tures bom south of a line drawn from the 
Wash to the Dee. I fear that we men of 
Wessex, Essex, and Kent do not " amount 
to much." We are perhaps a pleasant and 
good-natured, but a sleepy and beery race 
withal. Our tongue shows no trace of the 
rough Northern burr, and instead of con
founding the aspirate in the agreeable 
fashion common in the North, the Londoner 
" lets it sUde " altogether. As our speech, 
so is our mind; there is a want of what 
the Yankees call " snap " about us. Let an 
idea be presented to us, and our native 
suppleness comes into play immediately. 
We run round it, singing a chorus. We 
discuss it earnestly for a while, and then 
make heavy fun of it. We do not carry it 
out. Now the Northerner says a great deal 
less about it than we do, but he goes to 
work at once. I t is true that he does not 
understand a joke; but perhaps his whole 
faculties are absorbed in the practical pur
suit of taking care of number one, and he 
has no odd corners of his mind to occupy 
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with frivoUty. Be the reason what it may, 
our Northern brother undoubtedly "has 
the best" of ua in many things. Especially 
is this true of two great movements—Co
operation and the establishment of Penny 
Banks. The first of these, now a com
pletely organised and recognised method 
of doing business in the North of England 
and in the metropolis, has met with very 
scant success in Wessex, and in the Eastern 
Counties is looked upon with no favour
able eye, a feeling oddly enough shared in 
Scotland. I t is in the great counties of 
York and Lancashire that the co-opera
tive idea haa apread moat rapidly, as, 
indeed, waa to be expected from its having 
heen born where Rochdale, in Lancashire, 
looks pleasantly over at Todmorden, in the 
county of York. 

As the North-country operatives were 
the first to show the advantages of co
operation, so was Yorkshire first in the 
field with penny banks, which excellent 
institutions were, in a fashion, led up 
to by preceding efforts towarda making 
thrift popular among otir working popu
lation. I t waa reserved for our present 
century to discover, that it is .useless to 
preach thrift to people unprovided with 
any facilities for laying money by. The 
old-stocking style of saving has never been 
very popular with English folk, who hold 
it a miserly and stupid way of preparing 
against a rainy day. What may be called 
the " convirial" school of saving was very 
popular for a time ; benefit societies, sick 
clubs, and other associations—which com
bine the acts of saving and spending, by 
enabling a workman to provide against 
sickness and accident, and enliven his 
existence with pipes and beer^—held, and 
still hold, a strong grip on the English 
mind, despite the unsoundness of a large 
number of them, and the fraudulent be
haviour of many of-those entrusted with the 
savings of their fellow-men. The savings 
banks established about the year 1818 have, 
although in many cases improperly con
ducted, proved a great convenience to 
working-folk, who, as experience proves, 
only require the machinery of saving to 
be made easy, to take advantage of it. 
MUlions of money have been invested in 
savings bank's, despite the troublesome con
ditions exacted from depositors. FoUowing 
them came building societies, very gene
rally successful when properly conducted, 
and of immense value to the careful artisan. 
The writer has the pleasure of knowing 
some good fellows of that class—two of 

whom took advantage-of the building 
societies formed in London about twenty-
five years ago. Neither of these men ever 
earned quite a hundred pounds a year in 
his life; but now that they are past work, 
each of them owns houae property to 
the value of twelve or thirteen hundred ' 
pounds, paying clear six per cent.; so 
that they are now, at least, as well off 
in their old age, without work, as they 
were in their prime' with it. Following 
the building societies came the co-opera
tive societies, and, lastly, the penny banks, 
carrying to the extreme Mr. Gladstone's 
idea of going " deep down." The York
shire Penny Savings Bank was founded 
in 1859, under the auspices of Mr. Edward 
Akroyd, M.P., to whose energy and care 
in conducting the infant business is due the 
demonstration that a bank which accepts de
posits as low as a penny, can be made, under 
proper management, a regular commercial 
paying concern. This would at first appear 
impossible; but a glance at the figures 
which record the astotrnding development 
of the Yorkshire Penny Bank wUl dispel 
aU Ulusion, so far as this part of the sub
ject is concerned. At the end of 1859, the 
amount standing to the credit of depositors 
was two thousand nine hundred and sixty-
two pounds; in 1866, this had risen to 
one hundred and twelve thousand five 
hundred and'seventy-five pounds, collected , 
from two hundred and five branches. I n 
1873, the bank had three hundred and ten 
branches, with deposits amounting, in the 
aggregate, to three hundred and sixty-
two thouaand three hundred and sixteen 
pounds. Since that date the deposits have 
increased to nearly half a miUion sterling. 
So great has been the success of the venture 
that, at the end of 1873, there were some 
seven or eight thousand pounds of surplus 
in hand, over and above the working ex
penses of [the numerous branches. This 
must be pronounced a great triumph for 
the principle of "dry-money" saving, 
without flags, banners, or beer. While 
the penny bank was taking firm root in 
Yorkshire, the good citizens of Ghent 
began to teach saving to the rising gene
ration of Belgians. About ten years ago 
the managers of the communal schools 
instituted a system of school savings banks, 
which in 1873 stood as follows: " In the 
communal infant schools of Ghent, a city 
of about one hundred thousand inhabitente, 
were three thousand and thirty-nine chil
dren, of whom one thousand nine hundred 
and twenty had savings-bank books, repre-
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senting two thousand six hundred and 
fifty.one pounds. In the boys* and girls' 
primary schools, out of' seven thousand 
nine hundred and eighty-nine children, 
seven thousand five hundred and eighty-
five had savings-bank books, with ten 
thousand nine hundred and eighty-four 
pounds standing to their credit. The 
evening classes for men and women were 
attended by three thousand two hundred 
and eighty-five pupils, of whom two thou
sand eight hundred and eighty-nine were 
depositors, with three thousand nine hun
dred and seventy pounds standing to their 
credit." The high average presented by 
these figures is very encouraging to those 
who are anxious to extend the savings-
bank system to our own schools, and again 
demonstrates that human beings of all 
ages are not indisposed to thrift, if the 
operation of saving be not made too diffi
cult. Upon the importence of making 
penny-bank machinery work easUy, it is 
impossible to insist too strongly. I t must, 
also, work easily iu both ways—^in paying 
as weU as in receiving; for it is now no 
secret, that the restrictions respecting 
notice of withdrawal have deterred more 
people from avaUing themselves of the 
advanteges of the old savings banks, than 
have ever been attracted by those other
wise excellent institutions. 

About four years ago, Mr. George C. T. 
Bartley determined to bring about an 
extension of the penny-bank system to 
London. This gentleman was already 
well known as the honorary secretary of 
the Provident Knowledge Society, and an 
apostle of thrift. Mr. Bartley began his 
attack by applying to the Society of Arts 
for aid and countenance, and succeeded in 
attracting the notice of that body, and 
also the adhesion of Lord Derby. Mr. 
Bartley now proceeded to deliver speeches, 
and to write pamphlets and tracts on 
thrift, experiencing no Uttle difficulty in 
persuading people that the machinery 
already provided for saving was not amply 
sufficient. There were the old savings 
banks and the post-office savings banks; 
were not these all that was wanted ? The 
answer is simple enough. Those insti
tutions are excellent in their way, and 
deserving of all praise; but the very class 
of persons whom it is proposed to benefit, 
by establishing penny banks, are rebuffed 
from the Post Office by tedious forms and 
ceremonies. The amount fixed as the 
smallest that can be deposited at a post-
office savings bank—one shilling—is alto

gether too high to encourage saving among 
the actually poor and needy. Let us look 
again at regulation No. 3, framed by the 
official mind, ignoring poor human nature 
altogether. " On making his first deposit, 
every person must give his Christian and 
surname, state his occupation and resi
dence, and sign the following declaration, 
to be witnessed by the postmaster or by 
some person known to the postmaster, or 
by a minister or a churchwarden of the 
parish in which the depositor dwells, or by 
a justice of the peace; and if such decla
ration, or any part thereof, shall not be 
true, the depositor making the same will 
forfeit all right to his deposits." Sup
posing the intending depositor to be able 
to read, this rule is sufficient to frighten 
him away; but whether he can read or 
not, the Post Office has not done with him 
yet. He must sign, or, in the presence of 
a witness, affix his mark, to be attested by 
the witness's signature, to a portentous 
document, wherein he makes a solemn de
claration that he is desirous, " on his own 
behalf," to become a depositor in the Poet 
Office Savings Bank; and further declares 
that he is not, "directly or indirectly," en
titled to " any deposit in or benefit from the 
funds of this or any other savings bank in 
Great Britain or Ireland ; nor to any sum 
or sums stending in the name or names of 
any other person or persons in the books of 
the said" &c. &c.; and does also testify his 
consent that his deposits in the said Post 
Office Savings Bank shall be managed ac
cording to the regulations thereof. Sup
posing the wretehed intending depositor 
not to be quite reduced to idiotcy by the 
attempt to find out what all this means, he 
is finished off by the following: " Save and 
except such benefits as I may be entitled to 
from being a member of a friendly society, 
legally established; or from such sum or 
sums as may be standing in my name as 
trustee, jointly with the name or names, or 
on"* behalf of any other depositor or de
positors." If the reason of the depositor 
have survived this, he may make a deposit, 
and, having seen it entered in his pass" 
book, must sign his name, or make his 
mark therein. Having gone through all 
this trouble in getting his money into the 
Post Office Savings Bank, he has another 
grand performance to go through before he 
can get it out again. He must fill up a 
form of application and give all the parti
culars therein required. On the receipt 
of this document at the General Post Office 
in London, a warrant for the amount re-

^ 



tita 
Charlea Dickena.] PENNY BANKS. [March 11,1876.] 5 6 1 

quired, payable at the office named by the 
depositor, is sent-to him by post; when, 
after signing receipts, and going through 
much stamping and checking, the depositor 
can recover his moneys with interest. Now, 
all these forms and ceremonies, though 
possibly useful, are by no means encour
aging to persons not endowed with the 
faculty of reading and writing; and it was 
to make saving easy to these, and to the 
large class who cannot muster deposits 
of a shilling and upwards, that Mr. 
Bartley devoted his time and energy. At 
last his efforts have proved successful, and 
the National Penny Bank (Limited) has 
been established, the capitel of fifteen 
thousand pounds having been subscribed 
by a number of noblemen, gentlemen, and 
ladies, whose names guarantee the solidity 
of the concern. Among the patrons, 
trustees, and committee—^all of whom are 
shareholdera—are the Duke of Devonahire, 
the Earl of Derby, Earl Forteacue, Lord 
Aberdare, Sir Titus Salt, Sir Joseph Whit-
worth, Mr. Edward Akroyd (the President 
of the Yorkahire Penny Bank), Mr. Thomaa 
Brassey, and SirHenry Cole. Bight branches 
are already open. To distinguish these es
tablishments from the adjoining houses, 
they are painted red, a device which pre
vents all difficulty in finding them. The 
central office occupies two houses. Number 
269 and 270, OsJord-street. I t is plea
sant, in the evening, to look in at this 
office and observe the amount of busi
ness done. Soon after seven o'clock, the 
clerks are busily employed in paying and 
receiving sums, varying from a single 
penny to several shUlings, the investments 
not unfrequently running into actual gold. 
It is so easy to invest in the Penny Bank. 
Names or marks must, of course, be made 
in the bank-book, but no declarations in
volving reading, • study, and writing are 
required; and for the withdrawal of amall 
aums no notice«of withdrawal ia required. 
Men and women, girls and boys—numerous 
boys—drop in with their little pass-books, 
to pay in their pennies, their sixpences, or 
their splendid shillings; not on pay-day 
only, but on all the odd days of the week, 
when pence by some stroke of work are 
plentiful. On each and every evening 
they stream into the snug little office in 
Oxford-street, and the branches in the 
Edgware-road, in the East and South of 
London. The working-man is capricious 
in his savings, sometimes investing his 
half-crowns and larger sums; at others, 
depositing a modest _ sixpence or a tiny 

"threepenny-bit." Poor needlewomen— 
hard-worked and poorly-paid—pause on 
their way homewards to add a penny or 
two to their little store; Uttle enough 
indeed, but yet a provision for the hard 
day when there is no work ready to be 
given out to them, and, but for their tiny 
hoard, their scanty fare would dwindle 
from slenderness into sad nothingness. 
Their little bank-books are treasured and 
hugged up, wrapped in paper to preserve 
them fresh and clean, in all care and vene
ration; for these tiny volumes are taken 
as the evidence of depositorship, and the 
trustees are not "responsible to pelrsons who 
may lose or part with their bank-book." 
Occasionally, of course, these booka are 
lost, and then—it is hardly necessary to 
say—the stringent rule is not practically 
enforced on identity being proved; but, to 
prevent carelessness, a shilling is charged 
for the new book, about the only penalty 
exacted by the Penny Bank. The risk 
of possible loss, however, falls upon the 
investor, the person who presents the book 
being considered, unless timely notice of 
loss be given, its owner. Boys are great, 
but spasmodic, depositors in the Penny 
Bank. They seem to like the fun amaz
ingly; possibly regarding the possession 
of a bank-book as a species of brevet of 
manhood. I t is pleasant to see the little 
fellows—some so small that they can 
hardly look over the bank-counter—bring
ing in their pennies and aixpencea to be 
carried to their LUliputian account. In 
the ante - Chriatmaa period they were 
very buay; newaboya, errand-boya, and all 
aorta of boya, pUing up their penniea fo^ 
a grand entertainment on Boxing-day. 
There was, of course, a tremendous run on 
the bank just before holiday time, when 
the accumulations of weeks, sometimes 
amounting to " three half-crowns "—were 
drawn out in the lump, and the happy 
owners marched off, feeling that they 
could command destiny for three days at 
least. Many closed their account at that 
festive period, but, curiously enough, the 
accounts were speedily re - opened after 
the holiday. A " little bit ex t ra" was 
being got out of pantomimes, and heavy 
investments, amounting at times to as 
much as a shiUing, were made, showing 
that the gospel of thrift has a great deal 
in it, and that the habit of putting by, 
once acquired, is not easily thrown aside. 
This is one of the reasons'adduced by Mr. 
Bartley for introducing sayings banks into 
schools. I t is not sought to divert money 
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given to school-children for tops and 
toffee from its legitimate channel, but to 
teach the children that a little care and 
self-denial, exercised for a few short weeks 
or months, will put them in possession of 
articles previously looked upon as unat-
teinable. Among th6 little fellows who are 
depositors in the Penny Bank, are many who 
invest a trifle almost every day, drawing out 
from time to time, but quickly falling back 
into their saving habit. When the amount of 
one sovereign is amassed, interest is allowed 
at the rate of three per cent, per annum; 
and, for those of ambitious views, facilities 
are offered for permanent investments in 
Consols. At the rate of the day—between 
fifteen and sixteen shillings—an actual 
share in Consols may be purchased, and 
the proprietor may feel himself raised to 
the proud position of one who " has a stake 
in the country." As many as five hun
dred accounts have been opened at one 
branch-office in a week, a conclusive proof 
that the class for whom penny banks are 
instituted, are not blind to their merits; 
and that our poorest countrymen and 
women only want the way smoothed for 
them, to become as careful and provident 
as the foreigners, whose saving habits are 
a standing reproach to the industrious and 
energetic, but apparently thoughtless and 
reckless. Englishman. 

" GIYE ME A CHANCE." 
• A PACT. 

*'GiVE me a chance. J a c k ! " . Fierce and fast 
thundered the flowing tide, 

The breaking billowsflashed in. foam, whecethe coble 
lay on her side. 

Bnt three bare feet from the rising wave, the mast of 
the snnken boat 

Stood firm 'mid tho terrible surge and swirl—it might 
keep one man afloat. 

Just one, and home lay close and safe, not a shot's 
length from the Scar; 

Jnet one, and already the Ufe-boat strove, 'omid the 
rollers on the Bar; 

Just one; and Will, clinging desperately, as men cling 
for life and death. 

Felt his mate clutch round him as he strove, in the 
boiling surf beneath. 

I t quivered and bent, the poor fraU. mast j his whole 
brain reeled in the roar. 

Wore those his bairns out there on the pier P Did 
the wife shriek then from the shore ? 

" Jack, give me a chance!" death's agony from his 
lips the sentence wrung. 

" I will; God bless thee, mate; good-bye ; " and he 
smiled up as he clung. 

Then, quietly loosed his iron hold, w^th never a 
moan or cry, 

Down 'mid the tangled seaweeds, the brave man 
sank to die; 

Stalwart, and strong, in manhood's prime, dear love 
and life he gave, 

The simple hero, who all unsung, lies 'aeath the 
northern wave. 

Just dying—^no thought of glory, no dream of an 
honoured name, 

To ring through the coming ages, from the fiery lips 
of fame; 

No flutter of flag, or dazzle of steel, or thrilling of 
trumpet blare, 

Only cold grey sky, and cold grey sea, drowning and 
death were there. 

Untaught, untrained, save to courage here, and trust 
in the good to come, 

Only to give his friend " the chance," the fisherman 
faced his doom; 

Such men our Yorkshire seaboard rears, such men 
make England's glory, 

Touching to light sublime the tale that tells our 
Island Story! 

L E T T E R S AND LETTER-WRITERS. 
'QDtKSKS OF ENGLAND. 

W H E N Anne Boleyn's first child was 
christened, with great pomp, at the Grey 
Friars' Church, Greenwich—Cranmerbeing 
godfather—the canopy covering the heed
less infant was supported by four noble
men, and all the burly lords of the 
butcher's couA strutted after. As soon 
as the name of Elizabeth was pronounced 
at the altar, the garter king-of-arms, say 
the chroniclers, " vaunted himself up," and 
cried, with a lusty voice : " God, of his in
finite goodness, send a prosperous Ufe and 
long to the high and mighty Princess Eliza
beth ! " Then the trumpete gave it out, 
and the rabble cheered till they were red 
in the face; for at christenings there 
were a good many comfits, and there was 
much hippocras going about, and therefore 
christenings were popular in those days. 
But none of those five hundred brave gen
tlemen torch-bearers, who lit the child home 
to the palace, knew what storms and gusts 
of trouble were to beat upon that fair, high 
brow, before her golden reign. There were 
to be many sorts of wind, before the spring 
sunshine would fall on the young queen 
seated on her throne. 

The little lady was scarcely two years old" 
before that stalwart Blue-Beard, her father, 
began to negotiate with •Francis the First 
for her future marriage with the French 
king's third son, the Duke d'Angouleme; 
but the proposal was so hampered with 
disagreeable conditions, that it soon fell 
through. The cruel death of Anne Boleyn, 
in the child's third year, and the stigma 
of illegitimacy unjustly attached to Eliza
beth, led te her neglect by the court, and 
the want of almost common necessities. 
In a letter of Lady Bryan, the governess 
of the princess—stiU preserved—that lady 
writes to Cromwell, begging piteously for 
child's clothes of aU kind, and that her 
charge might not be required to dine 
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and sup every day in state, as there 
were divers kinds of meats, fruits, and 
wine which it was hard to restrain her 
grace from. "She is," says Lady Bryan 
warmly, " as toward a child and as gentle 
of conditions as ever I knew any in my 
life. Jesu preserve her grace." The 
princess is cutting her great teeth with 
much pain, but if the king wishes to 
exhibit her in public, she. Lady Bryan, 
will answer for her discreet behaviour. 
The first appearance of the chUd-princess 
in public was at the christening of her 
infant brother, Edward the Sixth, where 
she carried the chrysom, in the arms, of 
the Earl of Hertford; but, on her return 
from the chapel, she walked gravely in the 
procession, holding the hand of her elder 
sister Mary, till they came to the chamber 
of the dying queen, Jane Seymour. 

Elizabeth was brought up a good deal 
in the society of Edward the Sixth, for 
whom she had a great affection; and, on 
his second birthday, the little lady (six 
years old) gave him a cambric shirt of 
her own work. Wriothesley, who visited 
her about this time, says that she asked 
after the king's welfare "wi th as great 
gravity as she had been forty years old ! " 
She was a studious child, spending all her 
mornings at languages, and her spare hours 
in needle-work, and practising the lute and 
viol. 

The earliest letter of Elizabeth, which is 
preserved, is one to Anne of Cleves, on her 
marriage with King Henry. She expresses 
her respect for the queen, and her entire 
obedience, as to a mother. " I am too 
young and feeble," she says, " t o have 
power to do more than to felicitate you, 
with all my heart, in this commencement 
of your marriage. I hope that your majesty 
wUl have as much good will for me as I 
have zeal for your service." Anne of Cleves 
was, it is said, charmed with the child's 
beauty and wit, and became much attached 
to her. Katherine Howard, whose cousin 
Elizabeth was, treated the clever chUd with 
great attention; but Anne of Cleves still 
remained her greatest favourite. 

At ten years old, when Henry was first 
planning her marriage with the Earl of 
Arran (Edward being destined for Mary 
Stuart), and then with the Infant of 
Portugal, she became the pet of Katherine 
Parr, her amiable father's sixth queen, and 
through this lady's kindness she was sent for 
to live at Whitehall, a place for which she 
long had sighed. Before Elizabeth was 
fourteen her father had proposed her. mar

riage to Philip of Spain; and at fourteen 
Sir Thomas Seymour offered her his hand 
on the death of her father. In her letter 
in reply, she, for the first time, expresses 
an intention to live unmarried and to retein 
her Uberty. Four days after the ambitious 
admiral married the queen dowager, Kathe
rine Parr, to the mortification of Elizabeth. 
and Mary. That Elizabeth's young heart 
was entangled by this artful old widower, 
who spared no wiles or lover's stratagems, 
there can be no doubt; but it is also certain 
that the princess eventually absolutely dis
liked.him, and told him by letter that she 
" had neither the years nor the inclination 
for marr iage;" that she intended to devote 
at least two years to mourning the king, 
her father; and that even when she reached 
the years of discretion she wished to retain 
her liberty. 

Edward the Sixth so loved his sister that 
he never spoke of her but as his " dearest 
sister," or his " sweet sister Temperance." 
" She dressed plainly, so that she made," 
writes Dr. Aylmer, Lady Jane Grey's tutor, 
" t h e noblemen's daughters and wives 
ashamed to be dressed and painted like 
peacocks." Roger Ascham, Elizabeth's 
tutor, says that his mistress shone like a 
star among the ladies of his time. She 
spoke French, and Italian, and Latin per
fectly, and could get on .fairly in Greek. 
She had read with him almost the whole 
of Cicero and a great part of Livy; in 
Greek, the New Testament, the orations of 
Socrates, and the tragedies of Sophocles. 
In religious instructions she studied 
St. Cyprian and Melancthon. A formal 
and show letter of Elizabeth's to Edward 
the Sixth accompanying a portrait of her
self, will serve to show the ornateness and 
pedantry of the young student princess, 
and the love of metaphor alluded to by 
Roger Ascham. 

"Like as the rich man that gathereth 
riches to riches, and to one bag of money 
layeth a great store till it come to infinite, 
so methinks your majesty, not being 
sufficed with many benefits and gentlenesses 
showed to me afore this time, doth now 
increase them in asking and desiring 
where you may bid and command, requir
ing a thing not worthy the desiring for 
itself, but made worthy for your highness' 
request—my picture, I mean, in which, if 
the inward good mind toward your grace 
might as weU be declared as the outward 
face and countenance shall be seen, I 
would not have tarried the commandment, 
but prevented it, nor have been the last to 
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grant, but the first to offer it. For the 
face I grant I might well blush to offer, 
but the mind I shall never be ashamed to 
present; for though from the grace of the 
picture the colours may fade by time, may 
give by weather, may be spotted by 
chance; yet the other nor time with her 
swift wings shall overtake, nor the misty 
clouds with their lowerings may darken, 
nor chance with her slippery foot may 
overthrow. 

" Of this, although yet the proof could 
not be great, because the occasion hath 
been but small, notwithstanding, aa a dog 
hath a day, so may I perchance have time 
to declare it in deeds, where now I do write 
them but iu words, &c. Your majesty's 
most humble sister, ELIZABETH." 

In this youthful letter, formal and 
stilted as it is, the old English proverb, 
" Every dog must have his day," comes in 
like a touch of nature; and for a moment 
the school - girl peeps from behind the 
blue-stocking. 

When Mary's friends had overthrown 
that queen of a summer hour. Lady Jane 
Grey, Elizabeth came riding up to her 
palace at Somerset House with two thou
sand horsemen in green, armed with spears, 
guns, and bows. When the two sisters 
entered London, the taU, fine girl of twenty 
with the^ long white hands she displayed 
so carefully, contrasted strongly with the 
short faded woman, cross, sallow, and 
anxious, by whose side she rode. But 
Elizabeth's refusal to attend mass soon 
alarmed the bigot sister. After the Wyatt 
rebellion was put down, the Spanish am
bassador induced Mary to send Elizabeth 
to the Tower; and the death of the Pro
testant princess was distinctly resolved on 
by the Spamsh faction. There is no doubt 
that Elizabeth was in imminent danger at 
the time of the Wyatt conspiracy. She 
had corresponded with Wyatt, and ex
changed love-letters with Courtenay, the 
Earl of Devon. One of the avowed objects 
of'the conspirators was to unite in marriage 
the princess and Courtenay. She had un
wisely fortified her house at Ashdridge, in 
Buckinghamshire. Renaud, the Spanish 
ambassador, had said openly at Whitehall 
that the queen would never be safe while 
Elizabeth remained alive. Lord Arundel, 
Lord Paget, and others of the Catholic 
lords were urged by Charles the Fifth to 
drive her to death, the emperor being 
afraid that Philip might marry her instead 
of Mary. The fair prisoner, whom Simon 
Renaud the wily describes as " proud, lofty. 

and disdainful, her countenance pale and 
stern," indeed, so far tasted the bitterness 
of death that she requested that a sword, 
and not an axe, might be used for her exe
cution, and expressed a wish for a French 
executioner. Renaud and Gardiner urged 
the execution of Elizabeth before the 
arrival of Philip. 

I t was during this terrible time that 
Elizabeth wrote the following letter te her 
stony sister. I t is very characteristic of 
the writer, and shows the high unshakable 
nature, and the proud innocence that defied 
all tests : 

" If any ever did try this old aaying, 
' t h a t a king'a word was more than 
another man's,' I most humbly beseech 
your majesty to verify it in me, and to 
remember your last promise and my last 
demand, that I be not condemned without 
answer, and due proof, which it seems 
that I now am; for without cause proved, 
I am by your council from you commanded 
to go to the Tower, a place more wonted 
for a false traitor than a true subject, 
which, though I know I desire it not, yet 
in the face of all this realm it appears 
proved. I pray to God I may die the 
shamefuUest death that any ever died, if I 
may mean any such thing; and to this 
present hour I protest before God (who 
shall judge my truth, whatsoever malice 
ahall deviae) that I never practised, 
counaelled, nor conaented to anything that 
might be prejudicial to your person any 
way, or dangerous to the state by any 
means. And, therefore, I humbly beseech 
your majesty to let me answer afore your
self, and not suffer me to trust to yonr 
councillors; yea, and that afore I go to 
the Tower, if it be possible; if not, before 
I be further condemned. Howbeit, I trust 
assuredly your highness will give me leave 
to do it afore I go, that thus shamefully I 
may not be cried out on, as I now shall 
be, yea, and that without cause ! 

" Let conscience move your highness to 
pardon this my boldness, which innocency 
procures me to do, together with hope of 
your natural kindness, which I trust will 
not see me " 

Towards the end her generous spirit 
warms, and she exclaims, "Therefore, once 
again kneeling with humbleness of heart 
because I am not suffered to bow the knees 
of the body, I humbly crave to speak with 
your highness, which I would not be so 
bold as to desire if I knew not myseU 
most clear as I know myself most true. 
And as for the traitor Wyatt , he might, 
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peradventure, write me a letter; but on 
my faith I never received any from him. 
And as for the copy of the (intercepted) 
letter of the French king, I pray God con
found me etemallyif ever I sent him word, 
message, token, or letter by any means; and 
to this truth I wiU stend till my death. 
Your highness's most faithful subject, 
that hath been from the beginning and 
wUl be to my end, ELIZABETH. 

" I humbly crave but only one word of 
answer from yourself." 

To this brave, honest letter Mary 
never replied. During a short illness of 
the queen soon after, the bloodthirsty 
Gardiner actuaUy sent to the Tower a 
warrant for Elizabeth's immediate exe
cution; but the worthy Lieutenant Bridges, 
seeing no royal signature, refused to carry 
ont the fatal order. After Wyatt, on the 
scaffold, had retracted all his confes
sions, and aaaerted the entire innocence 
of the princess, Mary grew milder, caUed 
her again " sister," replaced her portrait in 
the Whitehall gaUery; rejected the pro
posal to send her to Hungary or Brussels ; 
and eventually removed her to Woodstock 
under kind but sure guardianship. 

Then came more proposals of suitors. 
PhUip pressed her to marry a prince of 
Piedmont; but she again declared her 
preference for a single life; and I think we 
should believe her. The great Gustevus 
also teied to win her for his son Eric. 
Philip, who seems • to have been rather 
smitten by her, is said by Camden to have 
thought of her for the unhappy Don Carlos. 
The Earl of Arundel had hopes tUl after 
her accession; and her friendship with 
Dudley was progressing steadily. 

Elizabeth's high spirit, which sometimes 
passed into Amazonian violence, seems to 
have shown itself directiy she got into the 
sunshine. 

Immediately after her accession she 
quarreUed with her faithful adviser. Sir 
Nicholas Throckmorton. She was for re
taining some hot Roman CathoUc lords in 
the Council, he for their instent dismissal. 
Queen Bess grew furious as he pressed the 
point warmly, and she cried, "God's death! 
villain, I wUl have thy head." The rash 
adviser replies, calmly, " You wUl do well, 
then, madam, to consider how long after
wards you wiU keep your own on your 
shoulders." 

Pretty plain speaking to a queen so Uon-
like. 

A letter which EUzabeth wrote to PhUip, 
on his announcement of the death of his 

father, the Emperor Charles the Fifth, that 
great warrior and statesman, shows us the 
queen at one of her grand momente. " We 
ought not," she says, in true queenly lan
guage, " to mourn the Emperor Charles 
your father as one dead, but rather to 
regard him as one that who shall survive 
through all future ages; for, though his 
body may be reduced to dust, his name, 
which is imperishable, shall never die. I 
am employing myself in reading the history 
of his wars, and his singularly great achieve
ments, his courage and virtue ; that so, by 
considering the glorious memorials of the 
father, I may redouble the veneration and 
esteem in which I hold the son." A beau
tiful and admirably-turned . compliment, 
and in the purest Engliah. 

Of Elizabeth'a love-lettera, or, rather,, 
flirting-letters, we can give but a short 
specimen, but sufficient to show what 
fantestic flattery was used to please her 
vanity, and with what coin she repaid 
her pseudo-lover's compliments and pre
sents. Hatton, who knew how to fool 
her to the top of her bent, was, on one 
occasion, peculiarly jealous of the rising 
favour of Raleigh, and in a sulk absented 
himself from court. Finding this produced 
no effect, he at last sent his friend. Sir 
Thomas Heneage, with a reproachful letter 
to the queen, accompanied by three em
blematic tokens—a bodkin, a book, and 
a miniature water-bucket: an aUuaion 
to "Water ," the queen'a pet name for 
Raleigh, either from hia inatebiUty or hia 
love of the aea. Heneage found the 
grand old vkago just mounting, to ride 
into the Great Park and kUl a doe. 
He knelt, with doffed hat, and delivered 
the letter and tokens, saying that the 
bucket might be useful, aa water would 
aure te be near her the moment ahe left 
the withdrawing-room. The queen took 
the letter, amUing and blushing, saying 
of Hatton, " Sure there never was auch 
another." The bodkin ahe tried to puah in 
her hair, but it would not abide there; and 
she gave it to an attendant. She then 
blushed as much as her paint would allow 
her ; and, half angry, half pleased, ex
pressed her confidence in Hatton's settled 
fidelity and fast affection, and her determi
nation never to give him good cause to 
doubt her. Then followed her message 
to Hatton, flavoured with all the chUdish 
euphuism of the day, and showing what 
puerUe epithets were used by Elizabeth— 
then a plastered-up old woman of sixty— 
and her obsequious swains;. and " she 
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had little inclination," she wrote, " to look 
on the bucket or the book; and that, if 
princes were like gods (as they should 
be), they would suffer no element so to 
abound as to breed confusion; and that 
Pecora Campi" (sheep—Hatton's royal 
nickname) " is so dear to me, that I have 
bounded my bankis so sure, that no water 
nor floods should be able ever to over
throw them, and, for better assurance 
unto you, that you should fear no drown
ing, I have sent unto you a bird that, 
together with the rainbow, brought the 
good tidings that there should be no more 
destruction by water ; and, further, you 
must remember that ahe is a ahepherd, 
and so you may think how dear her sheep 
are unto her." 

And this siUy old lady actually sent Sir 
Christopher a dove by Mr. KUUgrew, who 
was to bring back a true report of his 
health. Some tnne after the jealous cham
berlain, stiU unsatisfied, sent her a jewel 
in the form of a " fish prison," another 
aUusion to " Water " Raleigh. The queen 
accepted the joke, and again wrote : " The 
water and the creatures therein do content 
me nothing so weU as you ween, my food 
having Ijeen ever more of flesh than fish, 
and my opinion steadfast that flesh is more 
wholesome; and, further, that if you think 
pecora campi be not more cared of by me, 
both abroad and at home, and more con
tenting to me than any waterish creatures, 
such a beast is well worthy of being put 
in the pound." 

To conclude, adds Hatton's friend, " her 
looks and words having no charms of 
guile, but the charter of truth, I am fully 
persuaded you are so full of her blessed 
favour as may comfort your life, content 
your heart, and conclude you to be most 
happy." 

But let us take Elizabeth at a wiaer and 
more royal moment. She once asked Sir 
John Harrington's wife, " in merry sort," 
" How she kept her husband's good wUl 
and love ? " " My Moll," says Sir John, 
" in wise and discreet manner, told her high
ness she had confidence in her husband's 
understanding and courage, well founded 
on her own steadfastness, not to offend or 
thwart, but to cherish and obey. Hereby 
she persuaded her husband of her own 
affection, and in so doing secured his." 
" Go to ! go t o ! mistress," said the queen, 
" y o u are wisely bent, I find. After the 
same sort do I keep the good will of all 
my husbands—my good people; for if they 
did not rest assured of my special love 

towarda them, they would not readUy yield 
me such good obedience." 

Our next letter is taken from the time 
of the dangerous Babington conspiracy, 
when six Catholic conspirators had under
taken the queen's assassination. The Queen 
of Scots has just been removed to Fotherin-
gay ; and Elizabeth writes to her guardian, 
the faithful Amias Paulet, with reproaches, 
that he is to deliver to her fair and invete
rate enemy who had been in correspondence 
with the assassins. The confidential letter 
is written in the queen's most beautiful 
and legible handwriting. 

" Amias, my most faithful and careful 
servant! God reward thee treble-fold for 
thy most troublesome charge so well dis
charged. If you knew, my Amias, how 
kindly, because most dutifully, my grateful 
heart accepts and prizes your spotless 
endeavours, and faultless actions, your 
wise orders and safe regards, performed 
in so dangerous and crafty a charge, it 
would ease your travails and rejoice your 
heart, in which I charge you place thia 
most just thought, that I cannot balance 
in any weight of my judgment the value 
that^I prize you at, and suppose no trea
sures to countervaU auch a faith. If I 
reward not such deserts, let me lack 
when I have most need of you; if I 
acknowledge not such merit, non omnibus 
dictum. 

" Let your wicked murderess" (his pri
soner, Mary Queen of Scots) " know how, 
with hearty sorrow, her vile deserts 
compel these orders; and bid her, from 
me, ask God forgiveness for her treacherous 
dealings towards the saviour of her life 
many a year, to the intolerable peril of 
my own, and yet, not contented with so 
many forgivenesses, must fault again so 
horribly, for passing woman's thought, 
much less a princess; instead of excusing 
whereof, not one can sorrow, it being so 
plainly confessed by the authors of my 
guiltless death. Let repentance teke place, 
and let not the fiend possess her, so as her 
better part may not be lost, for which I 
pray to hands lifted up to Him that may 
both save and spiU. 

" W i t h my most loving adieu, and 
prayer for thy long life, your most assured 
and loving sovereign, as thereby by good 
deserts adduced." 

Elizabeth's more playful and familiar 
letters to her favourites are not common; 
but, though often spoUt by fantastic and 
strained similitudes, they are always affec
tionate and sensible. The following was 
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written to Burleigh, when he had returned, 
sulking and discontented, to Theobald's: 

" SiE SPIRIT,—I doubt I do nick-name 
you, for those of your kind (they say) 
have no sense (feeUng). But I have lately 
seen an ecce signum, that if an ass kick 
you, you feel it too soon. I wiU recant 
you from being spirit if ever I perceive 
that you disdain not auch a feeling. Serve 
God, fear the king, and be a good fellow 
to the rest. Let never care appear in you 
for such a rumour, but let them well know 
that you desire the righting of such wrong 
by making known their error, than you to 
be so silly a soul as to foreshow what you 
ought to do, or not freely deliver what 
you think meetest, and pass of no man so 
much, as not to regard her trust who 
putteth it in you. 

" God bless you, and long may you last, 
"OMNINO, E . R . " 

Elizabeth could write sharp letters 
when she liked; take, for instance, when 
Leicester, without leave, accepted the 
governorship of the Low Countries, and 
had threatened to make his wife's court 
superior to the queen's : " I'U let the up
start know," cried this amazon, " how 
easUy the hand which exalted him can 
beat him down to the dust." And sitting 
down, she wrote her " sweet Robin," as 
she called Leicester, such a " wigging " as 
Lord Robert had not had since he was 
first flogged: 

"How contemptuously," she writes, 
"you have carried yourself towards us 
you shall understand by this messenger, 
whom we send to you for that purpose. 
We little thought that one, whom we had 
raised out of the dust, and prosecuted 
with such singular favour above all others, 
would, with so great contempt, have 
slighted and broken our commands in a 
matter of so great consequence, and so 
highly concerning us and our honour. 
Whereof, though you have but small 
regard, contrary to what you ought by 
your allegiance, yet think not that we are 
so careless of repairing it, that we can 
bury so great an injury in sUence and 
oblivion." 

Of severer reproofs, the best example is 
the celebrated letter which this great 
queen wrote to Henry the Third of France, 
when Mary Queen of Scots was about to 
be tried. The language of the French 
ambassador had been almost menacing. 
The reported conspiracies against the 
queen's life, with which Mary was cog
nisant, had made Elizabeth reluctantly 

resolve to teke her Ufe and save her 
own. The language of the letter is full of 
regretful anger and shrewd threats: 

" SIR, MT GOOD BROTHER,—The old ground, 
on which I have often based my letters, 
appears to me so changed at preaent, that 
I am compelled to alter the style, and, 
instead of returning thanks, to use com
plaints. My God! how could you be so 
unreasonable as to reproach the injured 
party, and to compass thfe death of an 
innocent one by allowing her to become 
the prey of a murderess ? But, without 
reference to my rank, which is nowise 
inferior to your own, nor to my friendship 
to you, most sincere, for I have well-nigh 
forfeited aU reputation among the princes 
of my own reUgion, by neglecting them in 
order to prevent disturbances in your 
dominions; exposed to dangers such as 
scarcely any prince ever was before; 
expecting, at least, some ostensible reasons 
and offers for security against the daily 
danger for the epilogue of this whole 
negotiation; you are, in spite of all thia, 
so bUnded by the words of those who I 
pray may not ruin you, that instead of a 
thousand thanks, which I had merited 
for such singular services^, • Monsieur de 
Bellievre has addressed language to my 
ears, which, in trnth, I know not well 
how to interpret. For, that you should 
be angry at my saving my own life, seems 
to me the threat of an enemy, which, I 
assure you, will never put me in fear, but 
is the shortest way to make me dispatch 
the cause of so much mischief . . . I say 
this to you out of a true and upright heart, 
and implore the Creator to grant you long 
and happy life. ELIZABETH." 

In her more playful moments Elizabeth 
was a kindly and sensible correspondent, 
taking a broad, generous view of human 
nature, and displaying neither pride or 
pedantry. 

GRIFFITH'S DOUBLE. 
BY MRS. CASHEL HOEY, 

AUTHOR OF " A HOUSE OF CABDS," &B. 4 o . 

'* 
BOOK III. WIDOW AND MOTHER. CHAPTER UL 

MRS. PEMBERTON'S ALTERNATIVE. 

" ' Y o u are looking for this, are you 
not ? ' I said to the girl, who sat erect 
upon her horse, and looked at me with an 
expression in her face wholly strange to 
me, as I held the letter out. 

" She extended her hand to take it, and 
answered in one word, ' Yes.' 

" I withheld it for a moment, and said : 
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" ' To whom is this letter addressed, 
I d a ? ' 

" She coloured deeply, and it was with 
an evident effort—the kind of struggle 
which convinced me that she was obeying 
orders, that she had been tutored for an 
emergency—that she answered: 

" ' T h a t is entirely my own affair. Please 
to give me my letter P ' 

" ' You are wrong, Ida,' I said, stUl 
reteining it. 'Nothing in which you are 
concerned can be entirely your own affair. 
I t must be mine also ; for your own sake 
and your father's. Take care what you are 
doing, and don't, don't refuse me your con
fidence. You must know that this clan
destine correspondence is wrong, at least 
uncalled for ! Why should it be secret, if 
it is r ight ? ' 

" ' Please to give me my letter,' she 
replied, in a firm, hard voice. ' I am not 
accounteble now to anyone for my actions, 
or my correspondence.' I was sorely 
perplexed, but the instinctive conviction 
that she was tutpred made me cautious. 
There had been nothing in all my previous 
life to prepare me for such an emergency 
as this, but I felt I must not say anything 
to provoke a quarrel a outrance between 
Ida and myself—that my sole chance in 
this matter, in which I had only strong 
suspicion, and one piece of evidence to go 
upon, was to combat an evil influence 
with a good, and to work on the girl's 
indisputeble love for her father, and 
loyalty to his memory. 

" I handed her the letter, saying with 
great gravity: 

" ' You and I must come to an under-
stending, my dear. I shall expect you to 
come to my room on your return. ' 

" She unfastened a button of her habit-
boddice, pushed the letter inside the gap, 
reined Dick backward a few steps, then 
turned and rode off at a quick pace, with
out uttering a word. I returned to the 
house, burthened vrith a new and over
whelming anxiety. 

"Dur ing Ida's absence I tried to put 
my thoughts in order. I had hitherto 
made no effort to occupy them otherwise 
than with my abiding grief, and the 
memory of the past; but I was awakened, 
by the incident of the morning, to a sense 
that of that past there survived to me a 
heavy care, a duty of whose onerousness I 
had formed no previous conception. No 

' quiet absorption in meditative sorrow could 
be naine, whUe the voice of my dead love 
cried to me on behalf of his chUd. That 

Ida was corresponding with Geoffrey Dale, 
I could not rationaUy entertain a doubt; 
and it was now of the utmost importance 
that I should discover, as speedily as 
might be, what had passed between them— 
during the time when I was unconscious 
of everything except my husband's illness 
and death, ajnd the interval of torpor 
which had succeeded those events—to 
render such a correspondence possible. It 
was the last thing of which it would ever 
have occurred to me to suspect Ida; and, 
though in many small particulars, inte 
which I need not enter here, I had been 
regretfully conscious of a change in her, 
and though I had had a lurking, almost 
undefined suspicion that she had been 
attracted by Mr. Dale, and resented my 
absolute sUence about him, my worst fears 
had never teken such a shape as that 
which the letter, dropped from Ida's saddle-
pocket, revealed to me. 

" I lay down wearily upon my bed, my 
eyes fixed upon a portrait of John, which 
hung where my waking glance should fall 
upon it. There was, in the calm, strong 
face in the picture, some of the help 
and counsel the living face had always 
had for me ; and as I looked at it I made 
a fresh resolution to be true, to the trust 
which my husband had reposed in me. 

" Ida seldom returned from her morning 
ride under two hours, and she remained 
away just that length of time on this occa
sion. When I heard the sound of her 
horse's feet in the avenue, I rose, and 
awaited her coming to my room. 1 felt 
confident she would seek me there. I was 
not mistaken—she came when she had 
changed her riding-dress; and never had I 
seen her look more lovely than she did, 
that day, in her plain garb of deep mourn
ing, with her beautiful hair in thick curls 
upon her neck, her head haughtily held up, 
and the girlish, arch, gleeful glance changed 
for a steadfast expression, in which I could 
read that careless girlhood had passed away 
from her for ever. The first words she 
uttered shocked me indescribably. They 
were: 

" ' You wished to see me when I came in; 
so I have come to you, Mrs. Pemberton.' 

" I knew, and she saw, that I grew quite 
white. Mrs. Pemberton! She called me 
by a form of address which had never 
passed her lips before—a form of address 
in which I heard the knell of our long and 
happy association, a farewell to the old 
relation of friends and equals, and a de
claration of war between us in the now 

^ 
^ . 



Charles Dickana.] GRIFFITH'S DOUBLE. [March 11,1876.] 5 6 9 

relation of authority on my part and de
pendence on hers. 

" I put out my hand to her to draw her 
to my side; but she did not seem to per
ceive the movement, and seated herself in 
a chair beside one of the windows, with 
her head partly turned away from me. I t 
was not sullenness that I read in that face, 
but again the expression of one prepared 
and tutored for an emergency. 

" ' Ida,' I said, ' I want an explanation 
from you. What is it that has come 
between you and me ? Tell me what has 
come into your life, my dear, and changed 
it so entirely ? ' 

'"Everything is changed,* she answered, 
' as much for me as for you, as much for 
you as for me. Since papa died, nothing 
has been the same.' 

" ' Nothing could possibly be the same 
either to you or to me where he is nbt,' I 
said, as steadily as I could; ' but why has 
his death, which ought to have strength
ened the old tie between us, loosened it ? 
Do you or I cease to care for him now 
that we can no longer see him, Ida ? Do 
you not mind grieving him by doing the 
very thing which would have grieved him 
most deeply while he was here ? ' 

" ' I don't know that he ' she began 
hastily, then checked herself, perceiving 
that ahe had misteken my meaning. 

" ' You must know that he dearly prized 
the happiness and the unity which existed 
between ua, and that nothing coiUd grieve 
him so much as the disunion which has 
come. TeU me the cause of it, Ida? 
What have I done ? I am wUling to. 
suppose, though I cannot trace it in my 
conduct, that the blame is mine. Explain 
it, dear, and it will vanish, and you may 
then tell me what I aaked you this morn
ing without fear.' 

" Ida turned her face fnU upon me, and 
repeated my last word scornfully. 

" ' Fea r ! ' she said. ' I have no fear of 
you. Why should I ? You are nothing 
to me now, except what I choose to let 
you be.' 

( " ' A lesson,* I repeated to myself; ' a 
lesson which she has been t augh t ; ' and so 
kept down the anger which her cruel 
words awoke within me.) , 

" ' I am a great deal to you, my dear,' I 
said, assuming an authoritative tone per
fectly strange to me. ' Your father's death 
has not decreased my relationship to you; 
quite the contrary, it has changed it from 
one of feeling into one of fact. I had no 
authority or power over yon whUe he 

lived; but I have both now, by the terma 
of hia wUl, and I muat obey that wiU. So 
muat you, Ida; and, I implore you, do not 
make the obedience which we owe to it 
a burthen to ua both. I am changed as 
well aa you, and yeara have gone over my 
head in the lapae of a few months. But 
I love you more instead of less, and the 
child I am expecting will be a closer 
link still between us, if you wiU have i t 
so. I t seems utterly impossible to me that 
you are you and that I am I, and ' that I 
am speaking such words to you, when I 
think of what was, such a short, short time 
ago. I don't appeal to you for myself, I 
don't ask you to consider me, and to refrain 
from making my life more miserable than 
it must needs be ; I appeal to you for your 
own sake. Don't enter on the dangerous 
path of concealment; tell me—I am your 
best friend—what it is that has come into 
your life since your father died—I think, 
I fear, the germ of it was there before— 
that has utterly changed you towards me, 
and has induced you to act as you did this 
morning. Tell me, dearest Ida, and, believe 
me, you shall not find a harah judge in me, 
or any want of sympathy.' 

" S h e had grown paler and paler while 
I was speaking; but she had not inter
rupted me by a word or a gesture. Now 
she spoke, with considerable effort, and 
putting visibly a strong constraint upon 
herself. This, again, waa Ida—our aweet, 
frank, outapoken Ida—^in a toteUy new 
aspect. But I read the riddle correctly, 
while I-shrank from the reading of it. 
There is nothing in the moral world so 
potent in its action, and so hopeless to 
contend with, as the influence over a 
woman of a man whom she loves, espe
cially if that man has, or even makes out 
that he has, any right of appeal to her 
generosity. 

" ' I t is quite as weU'—such were her 
words—' that thia explanation should teke 
place between us. I entirely deny your 
right to question me. Whatever power 
over me my father gave you can only ex
tend to a certain time, and he had no 
power to leave you my confidence and my 
obedience by his wiU. They would have 
been my own mother's by r ight ; they are 
not yours, and I wUl not give them.' 

',' ' Ida! in Heaven's name, what are 
you saying ? Think of what we were to 
each other! Was there a cloud on our 
happiness ? Did I ever do anything to 
hurt or harm you ? You did love me for 
aU those years. My child! what haa 
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changed you so much—so fatally ? How 
is life to go on at all for us, if you bring 
this dreadful element of estrangement 
into it ? ' 

" ' I do not know,' she anawered, slowly, 
* anything about how life is to go on for 
either you or me; but you can do aa you 
choose, it seema, with mine for a certain 
time. I don't believe, if my father had 
had time allowed him to think of what he 
waa doing, he would have disposed of me, 
even to that extent, without telling me 
about it, and asking what I wished.' 

" * And you, Ida, if he had had time, 
and had asked you, would you then, at 
that time, when I had ncr consciousness at 
;all that anything had arisen between you 
and me—would you have asked him to 
place your interests and the care of you in 
other hands than mine—would you have 
choaen another guardian ? ' 

" 'Mos t certeinly I ahould; and he would 
have done it.' 

" ' And what reaaon would you have 
aaaigned for making a requeat of your 
father; which would have caused him 
infinite pain ? ' 

" She turned her eyes completely away 
from;me whUe she made me this remark
able answer : 

" ' No doubt I should have found a 
sufficient reason to give him, though it 
would not have been the true one.' 

" ' And the true one, Ida—the cause of 
your sudden change of feeling and of con
duct towards me—wUl you not tell me that 

, now, that I may know where I stand with 
you, and set right whatever wrong im
pression your mind has received ? ' 

" I spoke as gently and persuasively as 
I could, though my heart was beating with 
anger—not against her, poor child, but 
against the man whom I suspected with 
ever-growing cause. 

" • No, Mrs. Pemberton, I will n o t ! ' 
" The reply paralysed me. A dreadful 

sense of helplessness came over me. 
" ' Ida,' I said, ' I am unable to contend 

further with you. You are no longer the 
same creature. I t is as though an utter 
-stranger had suddenly arisen in your place 
—an enemy, with a terrible secret weapon 
of warfare to uae againat me. How I am to 
meet thia dreadful perversity of yours I 
know not; but there is one thing of which I 
am quite certain—my duty to your father. 
That duty ia to aave and guard his child 
from every danger, in so far as it is pos
sible, even without and against her own 
wiU; and. Heaven helping me, I will do that 

duty. You refuse to give me your confi
dence ? You refuse to tell me with whom 
it is you are in secret correspondence ? ' 

" ' I refuse.' 
" ' Then I will tell you, poor, misguided 

child. Your mind has been poisoned 
against me by Mr. Dale, and the secret 
correspondence you are carrying on is with 
him.' 

" She sat motionless, her eyes fixed on 
the floor, and made no reply. 

" ' You must feel,' I continued, ' that to 
find you—who, a little while ago, were so 
different; you, who never had a thought 
or feeling unshared with your father and 
me; you, in whose love and sympathy I 
wholly trusted—capable of acting as you 
are doing, is a dreadful blow to me. I t 
is, perhaps, the heaviest that Fate can 
now inflict upon me, and it darkens the 
future as it embitters the present. But I 
do not reproach you, Ida, indeed I hardly 
blame you. You are very young and in
experienced, and you have fallen under 
the influence of a bad and unscrupulous 
man.' 

" Now I was to behold with astonish
ment another phase of the transformation 
which had passed upon Ida, and rendered 
her almost unrecognisable, almost in
credible. She rose deliberately, and said, 
not quite steadily, but very distinctly: 

" ' I refuse to listen to anything you 
have to say respecting Mr. Dale.' 

" In another moment she would have 
walked out of the room; but I arrested 
her by my next words. 

" ' Would you have refused to listen to 
your father, U he had told you his opinion 
of Mr. D a l e ? ' 

' " M y father had a good opinion of 
him; he liked him.' She said these words 
with nervousness which she could not 
conceal, and she glanced at me furtively, 
for the first time since she had entered 
the room. 

" ' Indeed he did not like him. He had 
not a good opinion of Mr. Dale. I suppose 
you have not yet discarded all faith in me; 
I suppoae you do not yet consider me 
capable of tolling you a deliberate false
hood ; and I assure you, upon my honour, 
if your father had lived, he never would 
have received Mr. Dale into' his house 
again, or allowed you to keep up any 
acquaintance with him.' 

" ' If that 's true—and I suppose I am 
bound to believe it—^my father was turned 
against him by you. I don't know why 
you hated him from the first moment you 

" ^ 
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saw him—bad as you make him out, he 
has refused to tell me that, though he 
knows i t—but you did hate him, and 
you turned papa against him, if he waa 
turned.' 

" ' You are perfectly right in that aup-
position,' I replied, to her evident aurpriae. 
' It was certain information which I gave 
your father, concerning Mr. Dale's conduct, 
that altered his first kindly impression of 
the stranger, for, like all his impressions, 
it was generous. And* now, I wUl make 
a bargain with you, Ida. If you wUl teU 
me how this secret correspondence between 
you and Mr. Dale arose, to what extent it 
has gone; in short, the whole truth, I wiU 
tell you what I told your father about Mr. 
Dale, and leave it to yourself to say what 
you ought to do,, for the sake of your 
father's memory, and for your own safety 
in the future.' 

" I rose and approached her, but she 
drew back from me, though I could see 
that her resolution was shaken, and her 
curiosity was excited. If she was acting 
under instructions now, Mr. Dale had 
foreseen contingencies, and calculated 
chances with considerable skiU. Again 
her eyes avoided my face, but she spoke 
firmly: 

" ' I don't want to hear; I will not listen. 
Nothing that you could say would make 
mo disbelieve h im; anything that you 
could say would oiUy make me more sure 
of what he has told me.' 

" ' Then,' I exclaimed, in agonised con
viction that there could be only one expla
nation of such words, ' I can but conclude 
that you love thia man; that he had 
exerted the one only influence oyei you 
which can pervert a girl'a whole mind, 
and turn it against thoae neareat and 
dearest to her, living and dead. And yet, 
how can this he ? You have not seen him 
since he left the house ; and he was but a 
few days here! I t aeems too dreadful to 
be true. Tell me—at least I have the 
right to know it—is it so ? Has this man 
won your heart, poor child, before you 
have learned anything of life, and of 
human nature ? ' 

" ' You ask me,' she repUed, blushing 
deeply, and in a voice tremulous with 
anger, ' what he has never asked me. Mr. 
Dale is a friend of mine. I truat him; and 
I have aurely the right to chooae my own 
friends.' 

" Her answer confounded me utterly, 
and so far placed me at a disadvantage, 
that I felt I had gone too far. But who 

would not have been led by the girl's 
words te the concluaion which I had 
reached ? 

" ' I am glad that I was mistaken,' I 
said. ' I am glad that it is not so bad as 
I feared; but I must tell you, Ida, that 
this man cannot be your friend; and that, 
in a certain sense, you are not free to 
choose your friends. You are too young 
for such freedom, and the proof is that 
you have been led into the impropriety of 
a clandestine correspondence. One does 
not address a friend by initials at a post-
office ! ' 

" She answered me in the same angi*y 
tone: -

" ' You are insulting me, Mrs. Pemberton. 
I am young and ignorant, but I know 
enough to be aware of that. I address 
Mr. Dale as I do because he has no fixed 
residence at present; he is moving about, 
and sends for his letters to the post-
office. He is going, to England almost 
immediately.' 

" This was good news in one aspect of 
it—the near. Bad news in another aspect 
of it—the distant. 

" * WUl you teU me,' I said, leaving aU 
else aside for the moment, ' how you got 
into correspondence with a person so nearly 
a stranger to you ? On what pretext did 
he indnce you to write to him ? ' 

" ' Mr. Dale,' she repUed, * respected and 
liked my dear father, and was grateful for 
his kindness; and he did not wish com
pletely to lose sight of us, and he asked me 
to let him know when we should be going 
to England.' 

" ' But you could not have told him 
that ? ' 

" * No—oh no—I could not tell him that ; 
but I knew he would pity me when my 
father was dying, and it was then that I 
wrote to him first.' 

" I understood it aU, I saw it clearly 
now. 

" ' Ida,' I said, ' I wiU not try to prevail 
with you by asserting authority which you 
deny—that could only bring abottt an un
bearable state of things between us ; I will 
only appeal to you, for the sake of your 
father's memory and the old affection there 
once was between you and me, to give up 
this correspondence. You have been led 
into it innocently; but it is wrong in iteelf, 
and it may injure, your future in ways 
which you could not now understand.' 

" She had been standing, during the 
latter portion of our conversation, midway 
between me and the door. She moved a 
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step or two in the latter direction before 
she spoke again. 

" ' Will you give it up ? ' I asked her 
once more. 

" ' No,' she said, * I will not. There is 
no use in saying anything more to me. I 
know my father would have allowed me to 
have Mr. Dale for a friend, and that is 
enough for me.' 

" W i t h these words she left the room, 
and left me to reflections which, for the 
time, were simply those of hopeless bitter
ness, but which afterwards shaped them
selves into a resolution. 

" I did not see Ida again until the fol
lowing day, and then we met with mutual 
embarrassment. I have no doubt she was 
trying to make ont whether her resolution 
had conquered me in any way, and that 
she could not beUeve that my solicitude 
was quite disinterested. I had no notion 
of the nature of the poison which Mr. 
Dale had instilled into her mind; but its 
active working was plain to me. She was 
barely poUte to me, with a fine assumption 
of careless indifference which would once 
have been impossible to Ida ; and she 
went about her customary occupations 
and amusements with more demonstrative 
zeal than she had shown in anything since 
her father's death. 

"Before I went to my room- for the 
night, I made the first allusion which had 
passed my lips to the occurrences of the 
previous day, and that in a very few 
words. I said I had only two requests to 
make of her. 

" The first was, that she would inform 
me of Mr. Dale's departure for England 
whenever it should take place. The second 
was, that if Mr. Dale should ask her to 
engage herself to him, she would inform 
me of the fact. 

" She seemed excessively surprised, and, 
for a moment, indignant; but I said, in 
the driest possible manner : 

" ' I conclude, Ida, it would not be 
pleasant, to you that Mr. Dale and I 
should meet; I am quite certain it would 
be very unpleasant indeed to him, and I 
therefore wish to avoid such a contingency. 

As for my second request—as you have 
made me understand that my wishes would 
weigh nothing—you cannot hesitate to tell 
me what I must know sooner or later.' 

" ' You imagine more than is the case.' 
" ' I hope so,' I said, and I did not urge 

her to any specific answer. 
" And now, what can I do, in the face 

of such a treachery of Fate as Ida's in
fatuation, because that it is ? The girl is 
perfectly sincere in her account of her 
feelings, she is only mistaken in their 
nature. Love him, in any true sense, 
she, of course, does not ; this is only the 
romantic imagination of a girl, excited by 
an unworthy object. But I am quite 
powerless, save in two respects. I can 
ensure the influence of time and absence 
on the ' friendship,' as she innocently calls 
it, by guarding against their meeting 
either here or in England; and, if he does, 
what I can hardly doubt it is his intention 
to do, in keeping up this correspondence—• 
that is, get her to engage herself to him— 
I will take such measures as, if I do not 
greatly mistake the man, will make him 
relinquish her promise without much diffi
culty. So, it may be, that the girl's dead 
father, by the hastUy-made will which 
put so much power into my hands, has 
provided for the safety of his chUd in a 
danger which he was mercifully saved from 
seeing. 

" Here my memoranda comes to an end. 
Many weeks have passed since I made the 
discovery I have recorded, and no altera
tion has teken place in the external rela
tions between Ida and myself. I am very 
near to my time of trial—a time which 
may leave her alone in the world. The 
best thing I can do for Ida is te make 
sure, as I have now done, that the relative, 
trusted by my husband, and therefore 
trusted by me, who would in that case 
be her only resource, shall be in posses
sion of the facts which are faithfully set 
forth here, and of the enclosed document, 
which will supply him with, as I belieye, 
the only weapon which he can use with 
success for Ida's rescue and protection. 

"MARY PEMBERTON." 
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