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CHAPTER VIII. " IN THE DEAD UNHAPPY NIGHT." 

IN her room at last. Unseen by Miss 
Cave, who had remained at the theatre to 
settle accounts with Dunsany, and to 
talk over the pros ^.nd cons of the sug
gested Avonmouth season with manager 
Dobson. Scarcely seen by her sister Rose, 
who had been awaiting her arrival impa
tiently, and who rushed forward, directly 
she entered, to ask her what had been the 
purport of Gerald Hardinge's communica
tion, but whose love was greater even than 
her f-uriosity, and who, on seeing that 
Madge was ill and suffering, at once con
sented to postpone her inquiries untU the 
morning. 

In her own room at last, with the door 
locked, her hot heavy clothes thrown aside, 
and a light dressing-gown donned in their 
place. There she is, seated at the dressing-
table, her hair thrown back over her 
shoulders, and her chin resting on her 
hand. The time was now arrived when 
she could think it all out, the time that 
she longed for during her weary walk 
homeward up the Dumpington-road, the 
time that she longed for as she lay pro
strate, dazed, and semi-conscious upon the 
^ d before going to the theatre. She 
could think it aU out now—all—aU. Why, 
good Heavens ! even since she was last in 
that room what a change had swept over the 
current of her Ufe ! What a new vista for 
the future had been opened up before her! 

He did intend that the Australian journey 
should be merely an excuse for a separa
tion, not merely temporary, but final. 
When she taxed him with it he acknow

ledged it. She was glad she had been 
beforehand with him there ; that was one 
instance, at least, where the cunning on 
which he so prided himself had not been 
able to cajole or deceive her. What a 
moral coward he was! He would have 
taken leave of her with fine promises and 
pleasant speeches, and let her go away, and 
then, when he knew himself to be far be
yond her reach, he would have let her 
know the truth, that lie had deserted her 
and cast her off for ever. Not even then^ 
perhaps: he might have allowed her to go on 
wearing away her life, hoping against hope, 
and ignorant of the state of widowhood to 
which she had long since been abandoned. 

Now she knew the worst. Come what 
might in the future, at least she would not 
drift into it unprepared. He had spoken 
plainly enough, said in so many words, that 
marriage was dissolved between them. He 
must have had that step in contemplation 
for some time past; such a resolution was 
not taken on the spur of the moment. And 
as she passed in review the recent occasions 
on which she and Philip Vane had met, 
and the tone of the few short letters he had 
written to her, she saw clearly how he had, 
bit by bit, been loosening the tie—never 
very strong, save in its legality—which 
existed between them, and preparing for 
the final rupture. 

And now it had come. " Tou will never 
look upon my face again;" that was what 
he said. What had she done ? Had she 
been so specially wicked, had her life 
been so specially happy, that she should 
be visited by an affiiction like this, that she 
should be forced to bear the brunt of the 
battle alone, quite unaided; more than that, 
even having to succour and provide for one 
weaker and younger than herself, without 
one friend to turn to in her extremity. 
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without one living soul to speak to her a 
kind word, or to lend her a helping hand ? 

Gerald Hardinge! As the thought 
flashed across her the name rose simul
taneously to her lips, and was spoken aloud. 

She raised her face from between her 
hands, where in the agony of her grief she 
had buried it, and catching sight of its re
flection in the glass before her, could not help 
noticing, all blurred and tear-stained as it 
was, the deUcacy of its features, the sweet
ness of its expression. She peered at it long 
and curiously, as though it had been another 
woman's face, now pitting a dimple with 
her finger, now tracing with her nail the 
track of a line or two which had already 
begun to appear near her eyes. Then sud
denly pushing her chair aside she rose to 
her feet and again muttered aloud, " Gerald 
Hardinge !" 

"The last time that Gerald spoke to 
me," she continued, pacing to and fro in 
the room, " I listened to him carelessly and 
talked to him lightly. Knowing the barrier 
that existed between us, there was no harm, 
I thought, in so listening, for it was a 
break in my dull and dreary life, and a 
pastime to me, and I knew that Gerald 
was too much of a gentleman to say any
thing that might not properly be said to— 
what he imagined me to be—a good and 
virtuous girl. Now that barrier exists no 
longer, and he must learn the truth ; I must 
tell him that I am the deserted wife of 
another man, that the confidence and com
panionship which have hitherto existed be
tween us must now be brought to an end, 
that the terms on which we have hitherto 
lived, were they to continue, would be 
dangerous to him and compromising for 
me. Tes," she added, after a pause, during 
which she had remained rapt in considera
tion, " the retribution which Philip Vane 
will inflict upon me for refusing to obey 
his commands will be bitter indeed. He 
can disappear, ' efface himself,' as he says, 
banish all remembrance of me, if it be 
not already banished, blot out all traces of 
his married life, commence a fresh career 
of dissipation, and look for a new victim to 
wheedle, and make use of, and desert. He 
can do all this, for he will̂  be free, while I 
must remain here, fettered and heart-broken 
and solitary." 

She flung herself prone upon the bed, 
and clasping her hands behind her head, 
lay there motionless for some time. When 
at length she raised her face from the pUlow 
in which it had been hidden, there was on 
it a sti'ange, odd expression, such as those 

who were most intimate with it had never 
seen there. A bright scarlet patch burned 
on each of her cheeks, there was a wild 
restless look in her large brown eyes, and 
her lips, ordinarily so soft and mobUe, were 
set and rigid. 

" Why should I be solitary ?" she broke 
forth, raising herself on her elbow, and 
gazing eagerly before her. '' Why should his 
be all the triumph, and mine all the misery ? 
Why, while he creates a fresh life for him
self, should I settle down in apathetic 
wretchedness and dull despair? He said, 
truly enough, that our secret was our own, 
that our marriage was known to none but 
ourselves, and that when he decided .upMi-
ignoring it, it would be just as though it. 
had never happened. I t was known but 
to ourselves and to two others, hired wit
nesses, whom in no human probabiUty I 
shall ever come across. What is to pre
vent me, then, from shaking myself free 
from the shackles, and seeing whether in 
life there is not yet some happiness in store 
for me ? What is to prevent ? My con
science ? Duty ? The duty I owe to Philip 
Vane would sit lightly enough upon me; 
and is it not his wish ? ' I will never inter
fere with your plans and projects, be they 
what they may ;' he swore that, and he wiU 
keep his word, only too thankful to lay hold 
of any act of mine which would tend to our 
further estrangement and ratify the separa
tion between us. 

" And here is Gerald, whose only thought 
is to take me to his heart, and make me his 
wife, who, hard worked as he is at the 
theatre, has been devoting his extra hours 
in labour to gain a position which he could 
consider worthy to offer me, and who is 
steeped to the lips not merely in patient 
devotion to me, but in the desire to rid me 
of the burden which I now have to bear, 
and to render life smooth and easy to me. 

" Gerald Hardinge's wife ! He asked 
me to become so at once, why should I re
fuse ? I am older than he is it is true, 
and my youth has been passed in toil, and,, 
to a certain extent, in privation. But, 
she added, stopping before the glass, and 
again surveying her features in it, " I d(y 
not think I show the traces of it, I do aot 
think, speaking dispassionately, as Heaven 
knows I feel, there are many who are 
better or more attractive-looking, howevCT 
much my beauty may have palled on Phihp 
Vane. 

" Gerald Hardinge's wife ! Could I re
turn the love he gives me ? My capabiU-
ties of loving have not been put to any 
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severe test; it was that silly admiration of 
a good-looking face and specious manners 
which led me to like Philip Vane; the 
idiotic folly of a schoolgirl, which raves 
about the colour of a man's eyes, or the 
shape of his nose ; but I doubt whether 
there was much question of love in the 
matter." I was sillily fascinated by him in 
the first few days of our married Ufe; I 
remember I showed it as much as he would 
let me, but that is so far off that it seems 
like a dream. Since then I have been 
almost constantly separated from him, and 
when we have met there has been no 
question of love between us, certainly none 
shown, even of regard, on his part. I 
wonder whether I have ever possessed the 
faculty of loving, and if so, whether it has 
died out ? I think I can answer that ques
tion," she said, smiling gravely. "Last 
night, when Gerald's arm was round me, 
holding me closely to him, when his face 
was bending close to mine, when I felt his 
soft breath on my cheek, and saw the love-
light trembling and fading in his eyes, a 
shiver ran through me from head to foot, 
and my soul yeaimed towards him with a 
passion hitherto strange to it. Ah, why," 
she cried, clasping her hands above her 
head, " why should my life be solitary and 
blank ? Why should this wealth of love 
which I possess be thus wasted? Why 
should I not solace what remains to me of 
my youth, and give up such beauty as I 
still possess to him who prizes it so dearly ? 
I cannot, I wUlnot, let sUp this chance 
which is offered me so opportunely. I wiU 
write a line to Gerald telling him that I 
accept his offer, and am only impatient to 
call myself his wife, and thus at the same 
time I wiU gratify my love for him, and my 
revenge on PhiUp Vane." 

The scarlet spot on her cheek burned 
more brightly than before, and the light 
was still in her eyes, but the muscles of her 
mouth, instead of being rigid and set, were 
moving involuntarUy, and her lips were 
fuU and humid. 

She took her blotting-book and ink
stand from off the chest of drawers, ar
ranged them on the table, and sat down to 
•^ite. But her brain was too much ex
cited, her heart beating far too quickly to 
admit of her sufficiently steadying her 
thoughts; and the next moment she was 
up and pacing the room again to and fro, 
to and fro. No reminiscences of past misery 
now; all visions of future happiness with 
Grerald! How handsome he was, how 
high-bred and gentlemanly he always 

looked! Not even his coarse, common 
painting-clothes could disfigure him ; how 
softly he always spoke to her, and how 
he always looked straight into her eyes, 
not boldly, not triumphantly, but with a 
strange mixture of diffidence and love. 
She recoUected, too, the long, clinging 
pressure of his hand. Ah, how she would 
love him, how she would make up for past 
years of coldness and neglect. She longed 
to have him there by her side, that she 
might tell him how warmly she recipro
cated all he had said to her on the previous 
night. Unable to see him at that instant, 
she must write to him ; that was the next 
best thing she could do, and she would do 
so at once. 

Seated at the table once again, one hand 
drumming on the blotting-book, the other 
idly stretched on the paper in front of her. 
How should she commence her letter to 
him ? How should she end it ? She 
knew that, she thought. She should put 
"your wife." His wife? And then the 
pen slipped from between her fingers, and 
the other hand ceased drumming, and con
vulsively grasped the table. 

His wife ? Not his, but PhiUp Vane's, 
That fact remained indisputable, not

withstanding Philip's repudiation of it, and 
in spite of all the sophistry which he had 
talked, and which she had allowed herself 
to be persuaded into accepting. Philip 
Vane's wife, in the sight of Heaven, and in 
the eye of the law. Philip Vane's wife, that 
waa her condition, only to be released 
therefrom by her or his death. 

Ah, what vague hopes she had cherished 
in placing herself on an equality with him, 
what fruitless boasts she had made to her
self of claiming as much freedom in her 
future as he had insisted on his! Were 
she to take the step she had contemplated, 
were she to accept the position offered to 
her, the mere prospect of the expectation 
of which had filled her with happiness 
and joy inexplicable, what would be the 
result ? In her own secret soul she 
would know herself, whatever she might 
pass for to him and to the world, not to, be 
Gerald Hardinge's wife, but his mistress, 
and to be Philip Vane's wife still. Even 
if, looking at the happiness which such a 
prospect opened up to her, and contrasting 
it with the certain misery of her future, 
misery embittered a thousandfold by the 
omnipresent recollection of what might 
have been, she could have stifled the voice 
of conscience, and clung to the chance thus 
offered, what guarantee had she that Philipi 

/ ^X 



X 
3 1 6 [September 2,1871.] ALL THE YEAR ROUND. [Conducted by 

Vane might not some day or other put 
in an appearance upon the scene, and seek 
to gain advantage by her default ? He had 
sworn that he would not do so, but she 
knew weU enough that to such a man such 
an oath meant nothing; and then for the 
mere passing gratification of two passions, 
revenge and love, she would have entailed 
misery not merely upon herself, but upon 
the boy who had ottered his life for her 
disposal, and so frankly and loyally had 
placed his future in her hands. 

Following out with strictest scrutiny her 
self-examination, Madge felt compelled to 
confess that there were several reasons for 
giving up the step on which she had so 
recently determined. The difference of age 
between them must not be lost sight of. 
I t was well enough now while Gerald was 
under the influence of his boyish passion, 
and while she yet retained enough of her 
youthful beauty to keep him in thrall, and 
to render her an object of admiration 
among his friends. But in a few, very few 
years' time she would have lost her bloom 
and be advancing towards middle age, 
while he would yet be in the prime of 
early manhood. What should she expect 
then but what she had already undergone ! 
Not that it was possible Gerald could ever 
treat her as Philip Vane had treated her; 
he was too manly, too high spirited, too 
tender hearted; but would it not be worse 
for her than anything she had yet endured, 
to see that she was merely tolerated by a 
man to whom her whole soul was given, 
and in whom the wUd ardour of love had 
been superseded by a feeling of mere 
tenderness and compassion ? 

No ! no! a thousand times no ! She 
could bear anything but that ! Better 
pluck out this passion of recent growth, 
though she plucked out her heart and her 
life at the same time, than let it have a 
short season of bloom and a long period of 
withering decay! The mirage was fast 
vanishing away, and again the long level 
sands of the desert of life which she was 
compelled to travel, with no well of hope, 
no oasis of rest and happiness in sight, lay 
stretching out before her. The shining 
sands had to be traversed, and the bub
bling fountains and the palm-trees' shade 
had proved mere mockeries of mental 
vision, so let her proceed upon her pil
grimage at once, and give up all further 
thought of those unsubstantial and im
possible delights ! It could not, must not 
be. And when Madge Pierrepoint had 
once faced that fact, although in facing it 

she went through such mental torture as 
since the world's creation has been suffered 
only by those white-robed few who sacrifice 
their all in all for duty's sake, she deter
mined in carrying out her resolutions, and 
came out of the conflict worn, and pale, 
and haggard indeed, but victorious and 
determined. 

What was to be done? The proper 
course for her to pursue was, as she knew, 
to see Gerald, and tell him aU. But that 
she could not do. She dared not trust her
self. Her courage was insufficient, not 
merely to carry her through the story of 
her wrongs, but to bear her up in what 
she knew to be the unavoidable result, 
his appeal to her to throw her past life to 
the winds, and entrust him with her future. 
She dare not trust herself to see him 
again; she must hurry away from that 
place, within the next few hours, in the 
early morning, and leave what she had to 
say to him in a note which would be given 
to Miss Cave, What should she say in 
that note ? Tell him the real state of the 
case, and appeal to his sense of honour, to 
his feeling of pity, not to attempt to follow 
her ? That would never do. Madge 
Pierrepoint's experience of the world was 
not large, but it was sufficient to tell her 
that when a man, and especially a young 
man, is madly in love, appeals to such 
sentiments are generally made in vain. 
Such a confession would probably act as a 
provocative to his pursuit, and that must 
be stopped at any cost. Seeing Gerald 
under such circumstances as those, Madge 
would not have answered for herself, and 
all the mental anguish which she had 
undergone, and the triumph which she 
had obtained, would have been in vain. 

After reflection, then, she came to the 
conclusion that there was but one way by 
which the end she sought for was to be 
obtained. 

And that way was to strike his kind 
and trusting heart a blow which, coming 
from her hand, would numb and paralyse 
its action, and prevent its ever again 
throbbing in response to hers. She must 
" b e cruel only to be kind," and must be 
content to pass as cold and heartless w • 
Gerald's eyes rather than let him know her 
for what she really was. Knowing Gerald 
as Madge did, she never doubted for an 
instant that he would refuse to take from 
her lips any denial which was dictated by 
prudence or policy, and that the only 
method by which he could be restrained 
from farther pursuit would be by touching 
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his pride. That must be done, no matter 
at what cost to herself; wittingly and 
knowingly she must degrade herself in the 
sight of the man who so loved her, and 
had just asked permission to dedicate his 
life to her. 

So she sat down to do it. There, spread 
•out before her, lay the paper which was to 
have borne his summons to her side, where
on was to have been written her acceptance 
of his offer. She thought of all this, and 
the pen which she had taken up dropped 
again from her fingers. Ah, surely the task 
was too cruel, the self-imposed burden too 
heavy for her to bear ! Was it not too 
much to expect that she should not merely 
continue in the strait and thorny path, 
closing her eyes to the temptations of the 
lovely gardens stretching on either side of 
her, but that she should be called upon to 
wound and outrage him who offered to 
share that paradise with her ? She could 
not do it—she could not do i t ! And 
Madge hid her face in her hands, and the 
bitter tears burst forth again. When the 
paroxysm was over, she rose and bathed 
her face, and once more returned to the 
table. Then, stopping for some time to 
try and get more command over her trem
bling fingers, to try and still the audible 
beating of her heart, to try and find words 
in which her meaning might be, with as 
Uttle harshness as possible, expressed, she 
wrote the following letter: 

MT DEAR GERALD,—If you have ever had 
any kind feeling for me, and I know you 
have, Gerald, you will need to remember it 
all when you read this. What I write now 
I ought to have said to you last night, if 
not before. No, not before, for up till last 
night I had only looked upon what you 
have said to me from time to time as so 
much boyish nonsense, not to be thought 
of seriously by either of us. I knew that 
most boys—don't be offended, Gerald, there 
wiU come a time when you wUl consider 
youth a thing not to be ashamed of—that 
most boys admire women older than them
selves, and there was a greater reason for 
your liking me, as we have been thrown so 
much together, and there are not many 
people—in the company, at least, I mean— 
with whom you seem to have much in 
•common. I have always, as you wiU re
member, Gerald, endeavoured to stop you 
when you were going to say anything defi
nite to me, I have always refused to give 
you any definite answer, on the plea that it 
would be sufficient to ask me for one when 

you were in a position to speak seriously 
to me. Last night you told me that time 
had now arrived, and it is my duty there
fore to speak definitely to you, 

Gerald, I cannot be your wife! I must 
not even be to you what I have been, a 
chosen companion, a woman in whose so
ciety you have been happy! In saying 
this I am not hard nor worldly, I have 
no doubt of your success in life, and I 
know that, should you continue to think as 
you do at present, your pleasure in that' 
success would be doubled if it were shared 
by me. Should you continue to think? 
Ah ! that is one point, Gerald ! Tou have 
not seen enough of the world to know your 
own mind, and the woman whom you 
worship now might seem very homely and 
very dull to you in a few years' time ! 

But my chief reason for writing to you 
is to teU you that I am no longer free, that 
I have for some time been engaged to be 
married to a gentleman who now claims 
my promise. I ought to have told you 
this last night, Gerald, but I was over
come by the extra fatigue which I had un
dergone during the past week, and my 
dread of the annoyance which I knew my 
answer would give you was too much for 
me, so I write it to you instead ! Tou 
must try and not think very badly of me 
for not telling you before. I had my 
reasons, reasons which I cannot explain 
now, but may be able to do so some day. 
I am going away from this at once, and 
am to be married very shortly. Good-bye, 
Gerald! God bless you! Most likely we 
shall never meet again, but I shall always 
think gratefully of the kindness that you 
have shown to me, and pray for your wel
fare. Once more, good-bye! 

Tours sincerely, 
MARGARET PIERREPOINT. 

I t was finished at last, after many altera
tions and much delay. As Madge read it 
over she said to herself, " This is doing evil 
that good may come of it, may God forgive 
me this bitter, bitter lie." Then she folded 
the letter, addressed it, shut it in her blot
ting-book, and went into Rose's bedroom. 

The sun had risen by this time and was 
pouring in through the thin white curtains, 
Madge stepped softly np to the bed, and 
could not help noticing Rose's delicate 
beauty as she lay with her face upturned 
and her head resting on one of her arms. 

"Too delicate and too sensitive to do 
much in the great battle of Ufe," said 
Madge, as she bent over her, " Poor little 
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flower, it 's lucky she has me to stand be
tween her and the rough wind outside, 

. SmiUng in her sleep, too," she added, after 
a moment's pause; " i t seems a shame to 
rouse her from a pleasant dream to the dull 
realities of packing and departure, but the 
time grows short, and we have much to do," 

Then she touched her sister Ughtly on 
the shoulder, and the girl awoke and sat 
up in bed, looking before her with large 
eyes full of surprise. 

" What is it, Madge ?" she cried. " What 
has made you awake so early ? I am gene
rally up long before you ; and your eyelids 
are all red and swollen too. I don't believe 
you have been to bed aU night. What is 
the matter ?" 

" No, dear," said the elder sister, quietly, 
" there is nothing the matter, only you must 
get up at once and pack your own things, 
and help me to pack mine; we are going 
away." 

" Going away!" repeated Rose. "When?" 
"Now directly, by the seven o'clock 

train. We have scarcely time for our 
packing and our breakfast." 

" But where are we going to, Madge, and 
w h y ? " 

" I don't know yet^ dear, where, though 
probably we shall stop first at Springside, 
and as for why. Rose, the answer is, because 
I wish it." 

Then Rose, who knew that when her 
sister was in what she was pleased to call 
" one of those tempers" there was no gain
saying her, promised to get up immediately, 
and Madge returned to her room, and began 
emptying her chest of drawers of its con
tents. 

As she was in the midst of her packing. 
Miss Cave, who had been roused by the 
dragging about of the boxes, came in full of 
wonder and surprise at all she saw and 
heard. For Madge told the old lady a 
long story about her being not merely 
much fatigued, but more seriously out of 
health than she had imagined, adding, 
that Doctor Kent, whom she had con
sulted, had recommended her to try the 
mineral waters at Springside, and that 
she was about to proceed there with that 
object. 

I t was a great blow to Miss Cave to lose 
sight of her favourite, even for, as she 
imagined, a very short period, as she had 
fully calculated on their being together at 
Avonmouth. However, as the old lady re
marked, an extra pound a week and half a 
clear benefit were good things in their way, 
but not to be compared to health, and 

Doctor Kent's opinion should be followed 
to the letter. 

The packing was completed, the prepara
tions for departure were all made, and they 
were standing on the platform just before 
the train started, when Madge handed to 
Miss Cave a letter, and requested that it 
might be sent round to Mr. Hardinge's 
lodging. Her hand did not tremble in the 
sUghtest degree, nor was there in her face, 
which was closely scanned by the old lady, 
a trace of any unusual expression. Once 
resolved that the sacrifice was due from 
her, Madge went to the stake not merely 
with courage but with dignity. 

OLD STORIES RE-TOLD. 
"TOM OF TEN THOUSAND." 

JoscELiNE, the eleventh Earl of North-
umberland, who died in 1670, at Turin, at 
an early age, left an only daughter. This 
little heiress of half Northumberland, in 
1679, when only thirteen, was nominally 
married to Henry Cavendish, Earl of Ogle, 
and son of the second Duke of Newcastle. 
A year only after the death of the Earl of 
Ogle, the child-widow, much to the anger of 
her proud relatives, was married to Thomas 
Thynne, Esquire, of Longleat, in Wiltshire. 
This wealthy country gentleman, generally 
known as " Tom of Ten Thousand" (the 
rich Issachar of Dryden's Absalom and 
Achitophel), was a sworn friend and ally 
of the young Duke of Monmouth, who had 
advanced his suit, and won over the in
triguing grandmother, who guarded tbe 
heiress, by eulogies of Thynne's vast estates 
and great rent-roll. The Cavendishes had 
also given him a helping hand; the pr i^ 
sighed for by all the needy bachelor nobles 
of the corrupt court was Tom's now, and 
lucky Tom's only. The Whig party was 
delighted at the matrimonial triumph of 
one of their side, one especially who, on 
presenting a factious petition from Wilt
shire, had been personally rated by the 
angry king for encouraging the people to 
mutiny and rebellion. The girlish bride 
being even now not yet fifteen, her mother 
agreed, with the consent of her husband, to 
send her for a year to the Continent. 

This natural delay of the union seems 
to have roused fresh hopes in the minds of 
some of the former lovers of the little 
heiress. In one especially it kindled 
thoughts that were not only revengeful, 
but murderous. A certain Count Charles 
John Kouigsmark, a young Swedish noble
man, aged twenty-three, descended from 
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one of Gustavus's generals, had seen the 
chUd-widow in the spring of 1681. He 
had fallen in love either with her or her 
money-box, had proposed, and had been re
jected. This young Swede had distin
guished himself at several courts by his 
chivalrous gallantry, courage, and accom
plishments. He had fought with the 
Knights of Malta against the Turkish 
gaUeys. The Countess d'Annoy saw him 
venture his life against a ferocious wild 
bull in the Plaza Mayor, at Madrid, in 1677, 
In 1681, he came for the second time to 
England, then posted fast through Spain 
to help our Tangier garrison against the 
Moors, and joined with great courage in 
some desperate and successful sallies. 
Having made a cruise against the Al-
gerine pirates, in January, 1682, he re
turned secretly to England, bis hot brain 
bent on some plot against his victorious 
rival, Tom of Teh Thousand, that might 
at any risk secure him the heiress snatched 
from him. The count's brother, Philip 
Christopher Konigsmark, was at this time 
a young Oxford undergraduate, learning 
riding at the academy of M. Foubert, 
at the upper end of the Haymarket (after
wards at Foubert's-place, Regent-street), 
On the 2nd of February, 1682, the elder 
Konigsmark arrived in London, and as
suming a false name, hid himself in obscure 
lodgings at the comer of the Haymarket; 
but this proving too public a thorough
fare, he left the broad street of the country 
hay waggons, and took a fresh lodging at 
the corner of Rupert-street, further east
ward ; but there the chimney smoked, and 
quitting that retreat in three days, he 
went to rooms in St. Martin's-lane. No 
flowing blonde Chedreux periwig fragrant 
with marechal powder, no lace cravat blow
ing in the wind, no coat of rose-coloured 
velvet, no handkerchief exquisitely scented 
with eau-de-Portugal, no laughing even
ings at Spring Gardens, no riding in the 
ring or risping of foils at a French fencing-
school, but all day he lay down on his bed 
in night-gown and night-cap, and sipped 
physic for an eruption he had caught 
from overheating himself in riding that mad 
race through Spain, eager to get to work 
among the Tangerine Moors. His excuse 
to those about him was that he wished 
to remain private till his coach could be 
got ready, and he oould appear as a man 
of quality should. Immediately on ar
riving in England, the count had written 
a letter, signing himself " Carlo Cusk," to 
Mr. Hanson, his brother's tutor. In 1681, 

on the previous visit of the count to Eng
land, the count had told Hanson that he 
had heard that Esquire Thynne had used 
some abusive language about him and his 
house, and he wanted Hanson to ask the 
Swedish envoy what the consequences 
would be if he called Mr. Thynne to an 
account and gained the advantage. Would 
such an event mar any hopes or pre
tensions he might have to the hand of 
" my Lady Ogle ?" The old ambition—we 
can scarcely call it love—was still working 
in his mind. The envoy's answer was, that 
if the count meddled with Mr. Thynne, 
" he would have no good living in Eng
land," and as to the legal consequences of 
the meddling he would inquire. Upon Fri
day (February the 10th), a Polish groom, 
named Borosky, for whose arrival the count 
had been for many days extremely anxious, 
came to Foubert's riding academy, where 
Hanson and the count's young brother 
lodged, to ask where the count's lodgings 
were. Hanson took the Pole apapt, and 
after half an hour's mysterious conversa
tion, sent back the Pole and the man who 
guided him from the Cross Keys in Thrdg-
morton-street, telling the man to bring the 
Pole again on the morrow, as " h e must 
despatch him about his business," and a ter
rible business it presently proved, as we 
shaU soon see. The Pole came the next 
day, bringing a sea-bed and a portmanteau, 
a gun with a wheel lock, and some other 
things, and, not liking to take these things 
to the count's lodgings, he went to a 
tavern, called for a pot of ale, and left his 
luggage there. On the Saturday, a Uttle 
before noon, Mr. Hanson, who hung about 
the count and madehimself generally useful, 
took "the Polander"to the count, who asked 
him where he had been all that while. The 
Pole replied he had been at sea, tossed up 
and down, for it had been stormy, and he 
had Uke to have been cast away. The count 
then said to the faithful Hanson, that the 
fellow was all naked, and he had no means 
to send to buy him a riding-coat, a broad 
hint which Hanson at once took. After 
dining he went to a shop near the Hay
market, bought a riding-coat for the Pole, 
and took it to the count. Konigsmark then 
said his man had never a sword. Hanson 
asked how much his lordship would please 
to bestow upon a weapon. The count re
plied, " A matter of ten shillings or there
abouts." Hanson did not see his way clear 
to such a sword, but at last undertook the 
commission, and went to St. Martin's-lane 
sword-hunting, still could not find a blade 
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worth a groat. Then he walked to Charing, 
cross, and there ordered a servant's sword. 
" I leave it to your discretion," he said 
to the cutler. "Use my friend well, and 
use yourself favourably," Hanson was 
to come back for it after he had been to the 
play with young Count Konigsmark. When 
Hanson called for it, he was angry to find 
it not ready, and said " i t was strange a 
gentleman could not get a little sword 
ready for him in a whole afternoon." That 
same Saturday Doctor Harder, a German 
surgeon, took the Pole to his lodgings, and 
sent him to the house where Captain Vratz, 
one of the count's retinue, lived. On the 
Sunday morning the Pole, who had slept 
at the count's lodgings in St. Martin's-lane, 
received the sword by a porter from Mr. 
Hanson, and in the forenoon went away 
with a buff coat on, and over that a cam
paign coat, a pair of jack-boots under his 
arm, and the strong basket^hilted broad
sword, ready for active service of any kind, 
by his side. According to the count's story, 
there being no chance of war, or of Eng
land and Holland uniting against France, 
he had at once handed over the Polish 
groom who had arrived from Hamburg to 
Captain Vratz. 

On that same Sunday morning the 
count asked his page, a boy of fifteen, the 
son of a porter, whom he had hired for 
sixpence a day, whether people were suf
fered to ride about London streets on 
Sundays, and the boy told him that they 
might before and after sermon. Now, as 
the count, a man of fashion, and above 
such considerations, had often ridden out 
on Sundays in Hyde Park, the question, 
to say the least, seemed uncalled for. The 
count, nevertheless, appeared pleased at 
the answer. That same day Captain Vratz, 
with no apparent reason, changed his 
lodgings from King-street, Westminster, 
to Doctor Harder's, in Leicester Fields. In 
the evening, he, the Polander, and another 
of the count's retainers, named Stern, a 
lieutenant, met at the Black Bull in Hol
born—the Polander armed with a blunder
buss, the other two with swords and pistols 
—and thence sallied forth. They inquired 
their way to Temple Bar that quiet Sun
day evening, about six P.M., and rode up 
the Strand towards St. James's. 

That same evening, at a quarter after 
eight, Mr. Thynne's great gilt coach came 
roUing along PaU MaU from St. James's-
street, where he had been calling on the old 
intriguing Lady Northumberland. It swept 
round the corner by the brick gateway of 

the palace, past Nell Gwynn's house, now 
the office of the Society for the Propaga
tion of the Gospel, and bore down towards 
Charing-cross. Footmen with Thynne's 
livery swung behind it, and a footman 
ran before with a flambeau. At the lower 
end of St. Alban's-street (the present turn
ing to Waterloo-place), three horsemen 
rode past the coach, then turned; one of 
them called, " Stop, you dog!" to the 
coachman; and another at once fired a 
blunderbuss straight into the coach. The 
running footman with the flambeau, look
ing back, saw a cloud of smoke, and heard 
his master call out, " I am murdered." 
The three horsemen instantly dashed off up 
the Haymarket, The footman followed, 
shouting "Murder !" but at last exhausted, 
gave up the chase, and returned to find his 
master dying. Four bullets had entered 
Mr. Thynne's body; two of them had 
lodged in the spine. The wounded man 
lingered till six the next morning, then ex
pired in the presence of the Duke of Mon
mouth and other friends who had watched 
all night by his bedside. Lord Mordaunt 
and several Whig gentlemen, who thought 
their lives were in danger from Popish 
plotters, searchedaU nightforthe murderers. 
Sir John Reresby (the memoir writer) was 
active in the hue and cry. At last a 
sedan chairman was found who deposed 
that he had secretly brought Captain 
Vratz on the Sunday from his King-
street lodgings to the Black Bull in Hol
born, where he took horse. They also 
found a Swedish servant of Vratz's, who 
had been sent to watch for Mr, Thynne's 
coach, and had seen the three murderers 
boot, mount, and start to intercept it. 
At six in the morning, Reresby and Lord 
Mordaunt found Captain Vratz in bed at 
the house of the German doctor in Lei
cester Fields, his sword at some distance 
from him on the table. He made no re« 
sistance, and seemed quite unconcerned. •. 

In the mean time, the Duke of Mon
mouth, Lord Cavendish, and others of 
Thynne's friends continued an incessant 
search for Konigsmark, who had fled in 
disguise. The advertisement issued de
scribed the count as, " Age about twenty-
five or twenty-six years (he was only 
twenty-three), of a low stature, pretty fnU 
set, fair long hair, but sometimes wears a 
periwig, a round face, with a few pock-
holes in it," and offering two hundred 
pounds reward. At a quarter to nine 
o'clock on the night of the murder, Vratz 
came to Konigsmark, and stayed with him 
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for some time. A little after seven A.M. the 
next day the page came to Konigsmark's 
room and found him up, and being asked by 
his master what the hubbub he heard in the 
street was about, the boy told him that some 
were taken who had killed Esquire Thynne. 
The count then asked when he was mur
dered, and what sort of a man he was. The 
boy repUed, " He heard he was a man of 
great estate, and weU beloved; and that the 
Duke of Monmouth had been in the coach 
but a little while before, and had been kUled 
too had he not alighted before the murder." 
The count made no reply; but at half-past 
eight the page's father, a porter, was sent 
with two " portmantles" to Charing-cross 
for the Windsor coach. That same even
ing the count, disguised in a black periwig 
and in a light-coloured suit, with gold 
buttons, came to the house of a Swede at 
Rotherhithe, with whom he remained 
closely shut up till the Thursday. He left 
dressed in a black suit and velvet cap, 
which he borrowed of the Swede. A boat
man took him down to Deptford, the next 
day he went to Greenwich, and the day 
after to Gravesend, pretending to be a 
foreign jewel merchant in trouble, and 
paying the boatmen five shillings a day. 

Two officers of the Duke of Monmouth, 
getting on his track, and hearing that he 
would embark in a vessel on the following 
Monday, came to Gravesend about nine 
o'clock on Sunday evening. One of the 
men jostled the count first, as he came on 
shore, to see what was under his campaign 
coat, and kept close to him as he called to 
the watermen who were stowing the boat 
to come away. As the first man caught 
him and held him hard, the count cried, 
" What, do you come to rob me ?" The 
man replied, " My lord, you are my prisoner, 
I am the king's messenger, and have waited 
several days for you." The other man then 
came up, and said, " Tour lordship shaU not 
want for anything that is convenient.'' He 
inquired whether they knew him. On their 
telling him that he was Count Konigsmark, 
he replied, " That is my name; I do not 
deny it." But when the name was pro
nounced he gave a slight start, dropped his 
sword, and a black periwig and cap fell 
off his head, Ho was then taken up the 
street to the Custom House, and searched 
for arms by the Custom House officers, 
before the mayor. The crowd being rude, 
he desired to be well used. The next 
day the deputy-governor sent a file of 
musketeers to guard the count to White
hall, to be examined before the king and 

council. Before he left Gravesend, he 
asked if Captain Vratz had confessed any
thing, and he said he believed he would not 
confess anything. When one of the king's 
messengers told him that, had not Provi
dence ordered it otherwise, the count 
might have killed his particular friend and 
master whom he had served many years, 
Konigsmark replied, " I don't think they 
would have done the Duke of Monmouth 
any injury," and seemed very sorry at 
that suspicion. He then walked up and 
down awhile, and presently said, " 'Tis a 
stain upon my blood, but one good action 
in the wars, or a lodging upon a counter^ 
scarp, will wash away all that." The 
mayor was in the room at the time. On 
being, however, told that the Polander 
had confessed, " and wept mightily," the 
count for the first time seemed much dis
turbed, bit his clothes, and desired to lie 
down. On the Monday, the fashionable 
murderer was brought before an extraordi
nary council. Sir John Reresby, who was 
present, says that Konigsmark, who was a 
fine man, with the longest hair he had ever 
seen, displayed all the assurance imagin
able. He said he had fled by the advice 
of a friend, who feared the mob would 
suspect him of having committed so black 
a deed, because an intimate of his had 
been mixed up with it. Being at the 
king's " couchee" the night after, Reresby 
perceived by his majesty's discourse that 
he was willing the count should get off, 
Cromwell would have acted differently, 
but vice and self-indulgence had corrupted 
Charles the Second's heart, and party feel
ing had warped his naturally good judg
ment. I t was, after all, only Tom of Ten-
Thousand, one of the Monmouth set, and 
no great loss to the court party. 

On Friday, Borosky, the Pole, and the 
Swedish lieutenant, Stern, both confessed 
to their share in the murder, Borosky had 
been for some time in the count's service, 
and had been sent for to groom in the 
German manner English horses, bought by 
the count on the rumour of a war between 
England and France, On Saturday, the 
11th, the captain told him that he had had 
a quarrel with an English gentleman, who 
had set six persons upon him in the road, 
in which conflict he was wounded, and two 
of the assailants kUled. Therefore, since 
the said Mr. Thynne had attempted to 
kill him, he would make an end of it. On 
the Sunday the count gave him a sword, 
and told him to do whatever the captain 
ordered, which was plainly equivalent to 
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sanctioning, if not openly commanding, the 
murder. About noon the captain handed 
him a musketoon, a case of pistols, and a 
pocket-pistol. Vratz then said to the un
hesitating vassal, and repeated it five or six 
times, "When we go out together, if I 
stop a coach, do you fire into it, and then 
follow me." 

The lieutenant said that in October he was 
lodging near the Royal Exchange, at the 
City of Amsterdam, a Dutch ordinary. 
There he had met Vratz, a fellow-lodger, 
and had entered into his service, consenting 
to be his second in a duel. Vratz said to 
Stern that if he could get one who would 
kill a gentleman he would give him two 
hundred, nay, three hundred dollars. He 
afterwards gave him money to buy a mus
ketoon. After a short absence in France, 
Vratz talked to Stern of Thynne. " I must 
see now," he said, " how to order it that I 
may come at him, if I could but get some 
stout fellows. Do you know no French
man about town, or an Italian, who might 
despatch him ?" Vratz then bought four 
brace of pistols and two long swords, and 
said, "Now he is a dead man 1" He then 
begged Stern to get two poniards made, 
and drew the shape he required. Vratz 
wanted to engage more men in the busi
ness, but Stern objected to so many persons, 
and said, " Three horsemen are enough; 
you will have use for no more." After that 
Captain Vratz purchased three horses, ac
cepting the lieutenant's economical proposi
tion. " I must have the rogue now," said 
Vratz, as he patted the flanks of the three 
horses. The Sunday the Polander came he 
told Stern, " N o w ! have a brave feUow," 
and, after a private conversation with the 
storm-tossed Polander, exclaimed, exult-
ingly, " This is a brave fellow, indeed, for he 
says those that will not fight must be killed." 
The same Sunday of the murder Vratz and 
Stern loaded the musketoon together. 
The captain, eager for blood, bid him 
charge the piece with fifteen bullets, but 
Stern repUed " tha t that would kill the 
footmen and every one about the coach." 
" It matters not for that," said Vratz. Still 
Stern persisted, and put in the barrel only 
five or six bullets, some iron wrapped up in 
rags rubbed with rosin, so that the wadding 
should burn. The captain told the Polander 
that if the Duke of Monmouth were with Mr. 
Thynne, nothing . should be done. One 
day when Stern sat by himself, melancholy, 
the captain came in and asked him how he 
ailed. Stern replied he had had a dis
agreeable and unlucky dream; he had 

dreamed that four dogs flew at him; two 
were chained, but the others seized him. 
Upon this the captain seemed concerned 
but presently plucked out a tempting letter 
signed Konigsmark, giving the captain full 
power to present him with a captain-lieu
tenant's place in his regiment; below this 
were the figures of six thousand (rix-doUars) 
in German. 

The four prisoners were tried at the Old 
Bailey on the 27th of February, Vratz, 
the dark, imperturbable captain; Stern, 
the repentant lieutenant; Borosky, the 
slavish executor of his master's cruel wish; 
and Charles John, Count Konigsmark, as 
an accessory before the fact. The three 
judges who presided, all bent on dragging 
the young Swedish murderer out of the fire 
to please the king, were Sir Francis Pem-
berton, Chief Justice of the King's Bench; 
Sir Francis North, Chief Justice of the 
Common Pleas ; and Sir William Montagu, 
Chief Baron of the Exchequer, Pember-
ton, who had learnt law while in jaU for 
debt, was a bold, self-confident, artful man; 
North, a little, sharp, dexterous partisan, 
Tory to the extreme; and Montagu, a 
creature of the court, afterwards displaced 
by James for not going far enough in 
advancing despotism. Vratz's defence 
was, that having challenged Thynne for 
insulting expressions used by him respect
ing his master a year before at Rich
mond, he had sent him a challenge, which 
had never been acknowledged. He there
fore resolved to stop his carriage, and com
pel him to fight. The Polander was only 
told to act in case Mr. Thynne's men sur
rounded him (the captain), or pursued him 
to knock him on the head, but, mistaking 
his orders, he fired. The count denied aU 
privity with the revenge taken by his ser
vants to defend his honour. The Polander 
had been sent for four months before, after 
the siege of Strasbourg, when war seemed 
imminent. He himself had only fled because 
Mr. Hanson, his brother's traveUing tutor, 
had sent to tell him that the Duke of Mon
mouth and several noblemen had been to 
Foubert's looking for him, and his tailor 
assured him the common people named him 
as concerned in the murder, and would tear 
him in pieces. He had only taken ten 
or eleven pounds with him, and that did 
not look like much preparation for flight. 
What he meant by the suspicious remark 
about the stain on his blood was, that being 
imprisoned would be a greater disgrace to 
him than even murder itself, it not being 
the custom in his country to take persons 
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of quality prisoners in that manner. Then, 
to rouse the Protestant sympathies of those 
days, the count, through his interpreter, 
said that he was a Protestant, as his fore
fathers had been. " They, under GuStavus 
Adolphus, were soldiers, and died with 
their swords in their hands, endeavouring 
to settle the Protestant religion in Ger
many, and protect it there ; and there had 
never anything been done by his family 
but for the honour of his country and his 
religion ;'-' and he said " that if any of his 
former actions could give any the least 
suspicion of his being guilty of this or any 
foul act, he was very willing to lay down 
his life immediately. He was ready on 
all occasions to serve the King of England, 
and he loved the EngUsh nation well, and 
was always eager to serve them. Without 
any interest in the world, and against the 
will of his relations, he had brought his 
brother to England to be educated in the 
Protestant reUgion, to show his inclination 
to tffe English nation." 

Sir Francis Winnington, who conducted 
the prosecution, dwelt much on Vratz 
going straight to the count, his patron, 
reeking hot with Mr, Thynne's blood, and 
within an hour of the murder, and also on 
the count's pretended ignorance of the 
murder, as shown in his conversation with 
his boy. His disguises and his flight Avere 
also pointed out in detail. The jury retired 
for half an hour, then found Borosky, Vratz, 
and Stern guilty, and acquitted the wild 
young gallant who had notoriously given 
the order to kill poor Tom of Ten Thou
sand, Afterwards, in the calmer and 
juster days of William the Third, Sir John 
Hawles, the Solicitor-General, pronounced 
the trial illegal, because the Chief Justice 
had never asked the lieutenant aud Polander 
what they had to say for theniselves, the 
court being unwUling that they sjiould 
openly accuse their master, the count; 
for the same reason not permitting the jus
tice of the peace to read the examinations 
of Stern and Borosky, There was no 
doubt that the principals should have been 
tried first, and the count afterwards on 
their evidence; but the king and court 
had from the first been resolutely bent on 
Konigsmark's escape, the more especially 
that the Monmouth faction were eager ,for 
the death of the muxderer of Thynne, 

Doctor Burnet (the historian whom 
Swift hated so bitterly), and Doctor Hor-
neck, the excellent minister of the German 
chapel in the Savoy, had many interviews 
with the three condemned men. The 

Polander, a poor ignorant boor, slavishly 
obedient to his master, and guilty of no 
previous crimes, was free and ingenuous in 
his confession, and expressed great sorrow 
for what he had done. He said that when the 
count first made that proposition to him, at 
one o'clock on the Sunday, he was troubled 
at it, and went into another room and 
kneeled down and said the Lord's Prayer, 
bnt concluded that since his mind was not 
fortified against the crime by that prayer, 
that God had appointed that he should do 
it. He said that in his own country he 
had been bred up in such an opinion of the 
duty he owed his master, and such an obli
gation to maintain his honour, that hear
ing of the attempt to assassinate his master, 
he thought himself in some sort absolved 
if he should revenge such an attempt. He 
was also deluded by the captain telUng 
him that if they happened to be taken, he 
(the captain) would suffer for it, A day 
or two after his imprisonment, the vision of 
a woman (seen by him before in Germany 
on extraordinary occasions) had appeared 
to him, and he believed it was sent from 
God to touch his heart. He felt an assurance 
of God's mercy, and longed for death more 
than ever he did for anything in his life, 
and from his heart he forgave the captain 
and lieutenant, and prayed earnestly for 
them. 

Stern, too, was equally penitent. He was 
a thoughtful and naturally well-intentioned 
man, the illegitimate son of a Swedish 
count, and had fought for twenty years 
in the great German wars. He was proud 
of the courage he had shown, and stood 
much on points of honour. Being poor 
and out of employment, he had come to 
England to try and get into the Guards. 
He had gone out determined to fight if 
occasion required, but to do nothing else. 
But as for Vratz, he remained stem and 
obdurate from the beginning. He would 
confess nothing, but that the Polander had 
overshot his orders. He sneered and swore 
at Stern as a poor pitiful scoundrel, who 
had told Ues about imaginary bribes and 
promises, and who had been decoyed into 
a false confession by promises of a decent 
funeral. Moreover, he taunted the English 
divines, who, though opposed to auricular 
confession, yet pressed him to make de
clarations of things they had a mind he 
should say, though they were false. He 
would never utter the falsehood that the 
count had been the contriver of the murder. 
He was resolved to confess no more than 
he had done publicly before the counciL 
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He feared no hell, and he trusted in Christ's 
mercy. " I t was enough for him," said 
this proud soldier, " to be humble to God, 
but he knew of no humility he owed to 
man; God, he believed, had a greater 
favour for gentlemen than to require all 
those punctilios at their hands, and said it 
was absurd to think that so many thousand 
gentlemen abroad in the world, that stood 
upon their honour and reputation as much 
as he, should be damned, or for ever made 
miserable, because they could not stoop to 
things which would prejudice and spoil 
the figure they made." This unbend
ing man had not long before commanded 
a desperate forlorn hope at the siege of 
Mons, when only three out of fifty-eight 
men escaped with life, and for this service 
the Prince of Orange had made him a 
lieutenant of the Guards, and the King of 
Sweden had given him a troop of horse. 
A little before his death he grew gentler to 
the lieutenant, but otherwise he remained 
hard as a flint, and nearly his last words 
were that he did not care a rush for death, 
and that he hoped and believed " God 
would deal with him as with a gentleman." 
His last wish was to ride to the gallows in 
a coach and not in a cart. Stern particu
larly begged his head might be cut off, 
as being hung was unlike a gentleman. 
He wrote a long harangue, divided into 
twenty-five heads, exhorting all professions 
and trades to good works and to repentance. 
The morning of his execution he and the 
Polander sang the Fifty-first Psalm in High 
Dutch three times, dwelling particularly on 
the verse, " Deliver me from blood-guilti
ness, 0 God, thou God of my salvation." 

Vratz continued silent and firm to the 
last. The gibbets were erected at the foot 
of St. Alban's-street, in Pall Mall, on the 
very spot where the murder had taken 
place. Burnet had warned Vratz not to be 
a " faux brave," so directly Burnet came up 
to the cart Vratz smiled, and said to him, 
"Tou shall see that it is not a false 
bravery, but that I am fearless to the last." 
He said he was now to be received into 
heaven, and that his sins were forgiven 
him. To use Burnet's own words: " I 
observed he had some touches in his mind 
when I offered up that petition, that for the 
sake of the blood of Christ the innocent 
blood shed in that place might be forgiven, 
and that the cry of the one for mercy 
might prevail over the other for justice. 
At these words he looked up to heaven 
with the greatest sense that 1 had at any 
time observed in him." Seeing Sir John 

Reresby, the justice who had first examined 
him, in a coach near the gibbet, the cap. 
tain bowed to him and to several other 
persons whom he knew, resting his eye 
very often upon the Duke of Monmouth, 
who stood in an adjoining balcony. He 
continued in an undaunted manner for a 
quarter of an hour ^vith the rope round 
his neck, looking up to heaven and round 
about on the spectators. He refused to have 
his face covered like the others. As for 
Stem, he was deeply penitent, but he did 
not change colour nor show any fear. 
When the three were asked when they 
would give the signal for being turned off, 
they answered they were ready, and that 
the cart might be driven away when the 
sheriff pleased to order it. In a little 
while after it drove off. The corpse of 
Vratz was embalmed, and, by permission of 
the king, was sent to his Swedish friends, 
" he being of good family." As for that 
poor, stolid, faithful henchman, the Po
lander, his carcass was hung • in chains 
(not to come between the wind and our 
nobility) on the roadside between Mile-
end and Bow. The count, as soon as he 
had paid his Newgate fees, made straight 
for France, and went careering on along 
the primrose path to an early death. No 
one seems to have thought the worse of 
him for the murder, and Louis Quatorze 
at once gave him the Fui'stemberg regi
ment to command. Eager for pleasure and 
excitement at any cost, he was wounded 
at the siege of Cambray in 1683, and 
afterwards figured at the siege of Gerona, 
in Catalonia. In 1686 he accompanied his 
uncle to Greece, and fought against the 
Turks at Navarino, Athens, and Modon. 
At Athens he distinguished himself by 
blowing up the Parthenon, where the 
Turks had stored powder. He fell at last 
in a desperate sally at Argos, only sur
viving his victim and rival four years. 
His brother, the young gallant at M. 
Foubert's riding academy, came to a more 
miserable end twelve years after the murder. 
As he was secretly retiring from a fareweU 
visit to Sophia of Zell, the young and 
beautiful wife of the Elector of Hanover, 
afterwards George the First, who bad 
shared his guilty passion, he was set upon 
by halberdiers, cloven down, and buried 
at once under the "floor of the passage of the 
palace where he had fallen dead. His skele
ton has since been found there, and some 
letters of the electoress, still preserved at 
Upsal, have established her guilt. The un-

i happy woman remained thirty-two years a 
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prisoner immured in the castle of Ahlden— 
a fortress on the little river Aller. Aurora, 
one of the murdered man's sisters, became 
mistress of the Elector of Saxony, and 
mother of the celebrated Marshal Saxe. 

The chUd-widow, in the May of the year 
of Mr, Thynne's death, married the proud 
Duke of Somerset, Singularly enough, 
the duke himself had obtained his title 
by the murder of his elder brother, who 
had been shot in a fray near Genoa, 
The marriage proved an unhappy one. 
The duke turned out the Godolphin mi
nistry, but refused to join their Tory suc
cessors. His wife became a special and 
firm favourite of the queen, and it was the 
duchess's resentment of a cruel and ribald 
attack of Swift's that prevented Swift 
ever obtaining the great aim of his selfish 
life—a bishopric. 

Poor murdered Tom of Ten Thousand 
lies buried at the west end of the south 
aisle of Westminster Abbey, among good 
and wise men, who had no voice to resent 
the intrusion of a silly and worthless rake, 
and under a grand dusty marble monument, 
erected at the cost of his executor, John 
Hale, Esquire, of Bradford, WUtshire. At 
the base of the monument is a clumsy 
relievo representing Borosky firing the 
blunderbuss, Vratz stopping the coach, and 
Stern watching the assassination, A long 
Latin inscription, openly denouncing Ko
nigsmark, was written for this tomb, but 
poor servile Sprat, the dean, was too 
courtly to allow it to be used. As Tom of 
Ten Thousand left no children. Sir Thomas 
Thynne, a cousin, succeeded to the beauti
ful Wiltshire estate of Longleat, and all 
the money, and from him the present 
Marquis of Bath is descended. 

. THE GLOVE, 
FBOM mornine time to night time. 
Dark time and bright time, 
I haunt the pleasant places 

My love hath rendered sweet. 
Down by wood and meadow, 
In the sun and shadow, 
I follow the sweet traces 

Of fairy hands and feet. 

Though I love her dearly, 
We are neighbours merely. 
She boweth to me daily. 

In a distant way; 
Then while I am staring. 
Dead to my despairing, 
Trippeth past me gaily. 

Smiling on her way. 

In the woodland sh&dy 
Walks my little lady, 
And botanises under 

The pines that sigh abore. 

There in sweet green places 
1 follow in her traces. 
And one glad morn, O wonder! 

I found a little glove. 

So tiny, so tender, 
So silken, so slender. 
Still moist and warm and scented, 

From fingers warm and white, 
I found it softly blowing, 
Where ferns and flowers were growing. 
And like a man demented 

I seized it in delight. 

And while the warmth within it 
Grew fainter every minute, 
" 1 love her ! how I love her!" 

I cried with burning eyes. 
" O sweet as rose-scent lingers. 
The touch of rosebud fingers !" 
I sighed, and ten times over 

I kissed my little prize. 

Then thought I with glad laughter, 
" Shall I now follow after, 
And find my love and give her 

Her own, and look my love P" 
But as I questioned duly, 
My heart leapt up unruly, -
My Ups began to quiver, 

I could not lose the glove. 

No ! let me keep and kiss it, 
Her white hand will not miss it, 
And tears of gladness wet it. 

As still I stooped to kiss. 
And all my bosom yearning 
To touch it, on my burning 
Heart of hearts I set it, 

And thrilled with sudden bliss. 

From morning time to night time, 
Dark time and bright time, 
I kept it thrilling through me. 

In guilty sweet deUght, 
All day its sweet touch fired me, 
AU day the joy inspired me. 
Sleeping 1 held it to me. 

And dreamed of it all night. 

Three days my bliss possessed me, 
Three days and nights it blessed me, 
And on the fourth mad morning 

I wandered o'er the grass. 
And as I viewed with rapture 
The sweet spot of the capture, 
Suddenly with no warning 

I saw my true love pass. 

With distant bow and stately, 
She would have passed sedately. 
When red as fire advancing 

I held the prize of love; 
And while my low voice muttered 
Wild wandering words, she fluttered. 
Blushing and brightly glancing. 

And took the little glove. 

Then she with self-possession, 
Blind to my eyes' confession. 
Said " Thank you, sir," and pondered, 

A moment, adding low, 
" My aunt, who lost it lately, 
WiU also thank you greatly. 
She missed it while we wandered 

A day or two ago." 

Her aunt P That maiden lady, 
So prim, and stiif, and shady I 
I gasped, by fate perfidious, 

Cast out of fairy-land. 

X =x> 



y 
3 2 6 [September 2,1S71.] ALL THE T E AR ROUND. [Condnctedby 

Whi le from my side repairing, 
My little love tript, bearina; 
The worthless, wretched, hideous 

Old glove in her white hand. 

AN ITALIAN PEASANT PLAT. 
IN TWO PARTS. PART I. 

ALL the world has heard or read of the 
Passion Play at Ober-Ammergau, in the 
Bavarian highlands. The present writer 
witnessed, in eighteen hundred and sixty-
eight, the performance of a Passion Play 
at Brixlegg,* in the Tyrol, which was pre
cisely similar in manner and matter to 
that of Ammergau, and differed from it 
only in dimensions, being on a smaller scale 
as regards the number of spectators and 
performers engaged in it. The spectacle 
was a very impressive and curious one, and 
the remembrance of it was so vivid in our 
minds, that we resolved, in spite of some 
obstacles in the way, to make an effort to 
see a performance which we supposed 
would be in some degree analogous to that 
of Brixlegg, and which took place in Italy 
last year. 

The pretty watering-place of the Bagni 
di Lucca, standing amidst chestnut woods, 
and on the edge of a river full of rapid 
sparkling water, is well known to foreign 
tourists. Less well known is the city of 
Lucca, about fourteen .English miles from 
the Bagni, with its quaint cathedral, 
and other picturesque ecclesiastical edifices. 
And probably the village of Pon San Fieri 
(contraction of Ponte a San Pietro, or, as 
we should say, St. Petersbridge), although 
close to the latter city, is not known at all 
save to inhabitants of the district. This 
latter place, however, was our destination 
when we started from Florence by a very 
early train on the morning of the 22nd of 
May. 

A few preliminary words must be said 
in explanation of the nature of the spec
tacle promised us. From time immemorial 
the peasants in the Lucchese province have 
been in the habit of giving an annual series 
of performances, the subjects of which are 
mostly taken from Scripture, or from the 
Lives of the Saints. These performances 
are termed " Maggi," literally Mays. They 
are given on each successive Sunday during 
the month of May, and very often they ex
tend into June. I t is not clear why the 
month of May should be especially chosen 
for them. May is, as is well known, the 
month dedicated to the Madonna by the 

* See A L L T H E Y B A B ROUHTD, First Series, vol. xx., 
p . 397. 

Roman Catholic Church. In this month, 
too, were celebrated many festivals of 
heathen antiquity ; and traces of the wor
ship of the old gods Unger with tenacious 
vitality throughout the length and breadth 
of this classic land. In any case the Maggie 
is doubtless a lineal descendant of the 
Mystery, or Miracle Play. 

If it suffice to constitute a " reUgious 
drama" that the subject of it should be 
taken from the Bible, or from the legendary 
adventures of some holy personage, then 
the Lucchese Maggio is a religious drama. 
Some few exceptions there are to this rule, 
inasmuch as the Gerusalemme Liberata of 
Tasso, and the Orlando Purioso of Ariosto, 
have both furnished subjects for Maggi, 
But in the former case the argument of the 
play is confined to the adventures of the 
Christians Olinto and Clorinda; and, more
over, the expedition of the " Gran Capi-
tano," who freed the Holy Sepulchre from 
Paynim power, is in itself a religious sub
ject, or may be treated as such. 

Of the Orlando Furioso certainly so 
much cannot be said. The title of a 
Maggio taken fi'om it runs thus : The Fury:* 
of Orlando; or, Bradamante and Ruggiero. 
But my own intimate belief is that the; 
personages of that romantic poem are 
quite as authentic and venerable to the 
spectators who habitually attend a Maggio 
as are Santa Oliva, or Judith and King 
Ozias, who figure in other Maggi, 

The actors are, without exception, pMi-
sants and tillers of the soil. The impre
sario is any enterprising individual who 
happens to have at his disposal a locale' 
suitable for the purpose. The price of 
entrance to a native patron of the drama 
I believe to be from twopence to three
pence. Whatsoever can be cleared over 
and above the expenses is divided amongst 
the actors. The same troupe travels from 
village to village (throughout the some
what narrow limits of one district) to give 
its performances. 

The 22nd of May was a very hot day; 
the sun poured down scorching rays from 
a cloudless sky, and the roads were carpeted 
with thick soft dust, which the least move
ment of foot, hoof, or wheel sent flying in 
suffocating clouds. The Maggio was to 
commence at eleven o'clock A.M, We left 
our inn, on the shady side of a quiet street 
in Lucca, very reluctant to venture forth 
into the pitUessly bright country. We 
seated ourselves in a jingling hackney-
carriage, drawn by one of those swift, 
slight, uneducated looking horses so com-
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monly seen in Italy, who rattled over the 
highway briskly enough. His driver was 
attired with dandified smartness. The 
occasion was one of unalloyed festivity to 
him, for he was to wait and carry us back 
to Lucca at the end of the performance, 
and thus would not only spend a few hours 
of perfect idleness, and see the Maggio,-
but would be well paid for doing so. 
Beside him on the box was perched our 
servant, a native Lucchese, whom we had 
brought with us as one cognisant of the 
ways of the place. The Lucchese have 
the reputation of making the best domestic 
servants in Italy, and enjoy a character for 
integrity which my experience leads me to 
think thoroughly weU deserved. Our man 
was a member ot a simple peasant family 
m the Lucchese ; and not the least amusing 
part of the day's spectacle to me was to 
observe the condescending town mouse air 
with which he tolerated and apologised to 
us for the rusticity of the crowd, and the 
humbleness of the theatre. For had he 
not lived five years in Florence ? And 
were not the glories of the Pergola known 
to him ? And yet his genuine country-bred 
delight in the Maggio, famUiai to him from 
boyhood, would crop up through the city 
varnish every now and then. And before 
the day was over he confided to me his 
notion that if Giuditta e Leoferne—so he 
pronounced Giuditta e Ololerne—could be 
represented in, say, the Teatro Principe 
Umberto (a new theatre rather bigger than 
Drury Lane !), it would make a fine effect. 

We were set down at the entrance of a 
narrow passage in one of the few rambling 
stone houses that constitute the vUlage of 
Pon San Fieri. Having gone through the 
passage we were conducted up a very steep 
ladder-like staircase which led at once into 
the theatre itselt. The staircase creaked 
beneath our tread, and the gallery into 
which we were ushered creaked also, peril
ously as it seemed to me. However, the 
event proved that it was sufficiently soUd 
for its temporary purpose. 

The theatre had been at no distant date 
a large bam or granary. The walls were 
of rough stone. The roof was a complica
tion of massive beams, with here and there 
a patch of tiling left bare to the inspection 
of the pubUc. There was one gallery run
ning round three sides of the oblong 
rectangular space. The floor was covered 

• with closely-packed rows of rough wooden 
benches. A sort of hutch of unplaned deal 
boards formed the orchestra. The stage 
was hidden by an act-drop, the Uke of 

which, I dare swear, few of my readers 
have ever beheld. It was of painted canvas, 
and so far resembled all other act-drops; 
but the picture Umned upon it defies de
scription. I t appeared to consist of broad 
patches of boiled spinach, alternated with 
parallelograms of bath-brick. These, how
ever, being interpreted, after some anxious 
study, proved to be grassy lawns and marble 
steps. The perspective was of the willow-
pattern school. I do not think that the 
artist of Pon San Fieri had ever heard of 
modern pre-Raphaelitism, so I conclude 
his peculiar "manner" to have been either 
derived direct from the Chinese model, or 
to have been an original inspiration lead
ing him to the same remarkable results. 

The whole place was packed with a dense 
crowd of peasants, and the heat and evil 
odours became almost insupportable before 
the day was out. They would indeed have 
become quite insupportable, but for the 
welcome fumigation afforded by a great 
deal of coarse tobacco, which was freely 
smoked in all parts of the house. 

What a contrast, one could not help 
mentally exclaiming, to the Tyrolese au
dience of the Passion Play ! The Tyrolese 
were mostly in their national costume; 
sombre and ungraceful enough in the case 
of the women, but decent, solid-looking, 
and suitable to the rank and habits of the 
wearer. Here, on the other hand, were 
exaggerated crinolines, lingering in Pon 
San Fieri long after the tide of fashion 
had swept them away fi*om other spots, 
bright bows of ribbon, gaudy hats with 
impossible flowers stuck on them, and 
chignons—chignons that raised a shudder 
in any one of a speculative turn of mind 
who took to conjecturing how, and with 
what, those glossy, oUy masses of hair 
were stuffed out to such preposterous di
mensions. The great majority of the men 
took oft their coats and jackets very early 
in the proceedings, and gave to view shirt
sleeves, which it must be said were mostly 
clean, and neckties of all colours of the 
rainbow. They were all poor people. The 
effort to be fine at a cheap rate was un* 
pleasantly apparent. But also it must be 
noted that the combination of cheapness 
and finery appeared to have succeeded in 
fulfilling their aspirations. Every one 
looked contented and self-satisfied. There 
was none of the consciousness of being but 
tawdry and shabby when all was done, 
which would under simUar circumstances 
have been apparent on EngUsh faces ; and 
which, would possibly have rendered them 
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sullen towards ourselves, who obviously 
belonged to a higher class. On the con
trary, we were treated with perfectly good-
humoured courtesy. And though they 
stared at us—as well they might, our ap
parition in their midst being certainly 
unexpected, and I am inclined to believe 
unprecedented—they were free from any 
intention of offence. 

Their complacency, and utter absence of 
self-distrust, were moreover amusingly dis
played in their condescending endeavours 
to explain to us the argument of the play; 
and in their inquiries, often repeated, 
if we had ever seen anything like that 
before, and how we liked it. I am con
vinced that they regarded us with much 
the same sort of curious observation as we 
should bestow on a respectable mandarin 
who should be taken for the first time to 
the opera at Her Majesty's Theatre. 

The manager with his own official hands 
brought a couple of rush-bottomed chairs 
with chintz cushions for us to sit upon. 
And our neighbours right and left cheer
fully made way on their hard wooden 
benches, to permit these seats to be lugged 
into the front row. This post of honour was 
one we by no means coveted, but it would 
have hurt the impresario's feelings to refuse 
it, so we submitted. He lamented that 
we had not forewarned him of our coming, 
and promised that if we would attend 
another performance, to be given on the 
15th of June following, he would provide 
accommodation suitable for our " rispctta-
bilissime persone." Where he contem
plated putting us in state I know not ; 
unless perhaps in the wooden hutch that 
served for orchestra. 

I may as well state at once that whoso 
should have sought for a vestige of religious 
sentiment, or a spirit of veneration, in this 
Maggio, would have sought in vain. Author, 
actors, and spectators, were all equally 
devoid of the least approach to such feel
ings. In the intervals between the acts 
the noise of shouting, laughing, and open
ing bottles of fizzing Chiavenna beer, 
was incessant. And, indeed, during the 
performance there was a good deal of 
loud talking throughout all the less in
teresting portions of the play. The Maggio 
represented (Judith and Holofernes) was 
a well-known one. The audience were up 
in all the points, and bestowed their ap
plause and attention exclusively upon these, 
disregarding the main action of the drama. 
This trait struck me very much ; for I saw 
in it an instance of that spirit of con
ventionality in all artistic matters, which, 

in my opinion, is characteristic of the 
modern Italian, and to which I shall have 
occasion again to allude. No fine com
pany in a private box at the Scala or the 
Pergola could be more indifferent to the 
spectacle as a whole, and more knowing in 
bestowing their attention on the regulation 
points, than were these Lucchese contadini. 

I t is not necessary to dwell on the music, 
a pitiably dissonant scraping and too-too-
ing, which preceded the rising of the 
curtain. I t did rise at length, and dis
played a stage which looked a little wider 
than that whereon Punch is wont to enact 
his popular history. The first was a front 
scene, so very much a front scene that the 
performers had some difficulty in edging 
their way off the stage without coming in 
contact with the canvas screen on the 
one hand, or the row of footlights on the 
other; for there were footlights, and • the 
stage was illuminated, in singular contrast 
with the broad sunshine which reigned in 
the audience part of the theatre. 

Scene the first showed us a chamber 
with Judith and her lady's-maid. (Thus 
designated in the libretto.) And Judith 
forthwith began to bewail the death of her 
beloved husband, Manasses, and to protest 
that she could never be consoled for his 
loss. But what was our surprise to find 
that Judith did not speak, but sang her 
sorrows; that ihe attendant respectfully 
offered her comfort in the same manner; 
and that, in brief, throughout all the play, 
no word was uttered in a speaking voice. 
The sounds adopted were a sort of chant, 
something between a recitative and a street 
cry, with occasional turns and flourishes at 
the wUl of the performer. 

The wearisome effect of this mono
tonous chant, which never varied (save by 
more or less tremulous flourishes, as of a 
goat aspiring to sing) throughout a long 
drama, cannot easily be conceived by those 
who have never undergone a similar expe
rience. Tenors, basses, sopranos, and con
traltos, each and all uttered their speeches 
by means of the same succession of sounds. 
Only now and then the owner of an ex
ceptionally high or an exceptionally low 
voice would abruptly change the key, and 
give out his lines two or three tones above 
or below the others, without the slightest 
previous warning or preparation. Prepara
tion, in the way of modulation, was in truth 
impossible, for there was no orchestral 
accompaniment; and these sudden changes 
of pitch, when at rare intervals they did 
occur, came upon one with a singular jar 
and general sense of dislocation. 
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Altogether the chanting was terribly 
trying. Indeed, after we had sat at the 
performance about an hour and a half, my 
companion observed, plaintively, that he 
oould not have believed such utter weariness 
and exhaustion to be producible by the 
sense of hearing. 

The play was in octosyllabic verse, and 
in stanzas of four Unes each, whereof the 
first and last, and the two middle ones, 
rhymed. The argument followed the apo
cryphal book of Judith closely; but the 
language was 'certainly neither Biblical 
nor Oriental in its character. Such few 
poetic, or quasi-poetic, images as were to 
be found in it, were imitated from Tasso 
and Ariosto. Perhaps the expression 
" I'alto Motore," which frequently occurs, 
meaning the Almighty, may be held to have 
a Dantesque flavour. 

No conscious attempt to caricature the 
heroic poems alluded to, or, indeed, one 
might say, to caricature the high-flown 
and heroic in general, could approach the 
absurdity of this composition, I am the 
fortunate possessor of three original manu
scripts of Maggi in an unadulterated con
dition as regards orthography and syntax. 
And I look upon them as rare and valu
able specimens growing in a little-known 
by-way of literature. To any one with a 
relish for the humorous they are a real 
treasure. 

But it is time to return to Judith and 
her faithful attendant, who were discovered 
on the rising of the curtain. 

Judith's appearance was striking. She 
was a short, broad, powerful-looking wo
man, with a wig of brown hair hanging 
in stiff curls all round her head, and at 
«ach side of her face. Her cheeks were 
highly coloured with some coarse powder, 
which looked like the "raddle" used for 
brick floors in some country parts of Eng
land. She wore a straight black gown of 
the pattern of the patriarch's garments in 
a child's Noah's Ark, high to the throat, 
and vrith long sleeves, and on her head 
was a turban of sombre hue. For the 
widow of Manasses has been, and still is, 
mourning the departed in "rozzi panni"— 
coarse clothing—and announces her inten
tion of continuing in the same all the days 
of her life. The scene is of the briefest; 
Judith wails, and the lady's-maid reminds 
her that "sorrows pass away, but the 
«ternal glory remains for ever." Upon 
which not very definite piece of comfort 
Judith replies : " Tou console me. Let us 
go to pray I'alto Motore, that he wUl give 
us vigour to surmount our woe." And 

exeunt heroine and confidante. We are 
next shown the Royal Palace in Nineveh, 
and are introduced to Bang Nabuchodo-
nosor, Amurath, Holofernes, and Shem (a 
heterogeneous assemblage of names truly), 
together with other warriors and nobles. 
The Costumes worn by these nobUities are 
of the poorest and tawdriest kind. But 
brightness and glitter are not the most in
trinsically valuable elements in costume any 
more than in other things, and brightness 
and glitter are accordingly displayed more 
or less profusely by all the performers. Tin
sel and coloured foil-paper play a large part 
in the production of the general effect. 
The dresses are Turkish in style, great 
turbans, wide trousers confined at the 
ankle, and so forth. Every head bears a 
wig, a strange stiff wig, like the wigs which 
are used for cheap wax dolls; every face 
is violently reddened, and the eyebrows 
blackened with enthusiastic liberality of 
pigment. On the whole the aspect of the 
dramatis personse resembles that of the 
coloured theatrical portraits which used to 
adorn the cheap print-shops in the days of 
my youth. The actors move in a wooden, 
constrained manner, and reveal in the 
course of the play every conceivable kind 
of voice except a good one. There is the 
guttural, the nasal, the wiry, the gruff, the 
bawling. After attentive observation I am 
unable to say that we discovered any scin
tillation of dramatic instinct save in one soU-
tary instance. The exception to the rule 
was ayoung man who represented Amurath, 
a captain in the army of Holofernes, and he 
certainly had some notion of moving and 
speaking like a living human being, and of 
assuming the bearing of a gay insouciant 
young soldier, very advantageously placed 
on the staff of the great commander-in-
chief. 

I t is far from my intention to inflict on 
the reader all the tediousness which our 
artists, with Dogberryian generosity, so 
lavishly bestowed upon us. And I renounce 
any attempt to follow the play scene by 
scene. But one or two salient points may 
be noted. 

On his first appearance, King Nabucho-
donosor plunges at once into the heart of 
the matter. He declares tha t : 

Of Media now the vast empire 
Having fallen 'neath my command, 
The whole round world my warrior band 

With you to conquer I desire,* 
A modest aspiration, which is, however, far 

* Delia Media il vasto impero 
Gi^ caduto 6 in poter mio, 
B di vinoere ho desio 

Con Toi, prodi, il mondo Intiero, 
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surpassed by his next sentence, to the effect 
that he (Nabuchodonosor) is divine, and 
requires to be adored accordingly. The 
simple brevity of his statement may per
haps shock English readers; he observes 
without circumlocution or ambiguity, " lo 
son Iddio." And adds, addressing his 
braves, " and I hope you recognise me !" 

This being the state of the case, the 
Assyrian monarch is naturally incensed at 
the stiff-neckedness of a certain "popolo 
d'Israel"—Hebrew recalcitrant wretches, 
who it appears have not yet satisfactorily 
"recognised" him. And he sends forth 
his armies to convert them to orthodox 
principles in a fashion which has been 
largely employed for similar ends since the 
days of Nabuchodonosor—to wit, with fire 
and sword. 

The captains, with Holofernes at their 
head, make no difficulty in adoring their 
king as a divinity, and eagerly promise 
to reduce the Israelites to obedience, or 
to put every one of them to death by the 
cruellest methods. Also by the king's ex
press command they are to destroy the 
Temple of Sion, and to " break the idols" 
in it. 

This touch may be intended as a subtle 
indication on the part of the author that 
Nabuco was entirely ignorant of the 
nature of the Jewish religion. J3ut in 
my opinion by "idols"he means nothing 
more than the images of the Madonna and 
the saints, which would naturally be found 
in the place of worship of so pious a people. 
My neighbours among the audience— 
especially one stout, gentle-faced matron 
with a little child in her arms —were 
anxious to explain to me that this was a 
war of religious persecution by the Pagans 
against the Christians, " Giuditta, you 
know, was a Christian." And of course a 
devout Roman Catholic. 

How Nabuco fared in his enterprise must 
be told next week. 

THE ROSE AND THE KEY. 

CHAPTER LXXIX. LIGHT APPROACHES. 

IN a situation in any degree resembling 
Maud's—a captivity in which all contact 
with the outer world, and all communica
tion with friends, are effectually prevented 
—delays unexplained appear supernaturally 
long; time moves so slowly; the idea of 
neglect and oblivion is so often uppermost; 
and despair always near. 

One morning, some time after the scene 

at Roydon between Lady Vemon and 
Mr, Dawe, Mercy Creswell appeared before 
Maud, with an unusually reserved counte
nance. 

" Tou'U be wanted down-stairs, miss, at 
twelve o'clock, in the doctor's office, to
day," she said. 

" And what is this for ?" asked Maud, 
startled. 

" Well, miss, I do believe it is a gentle
man from the Lord High Chancellor as is 
come down to ask you some questions," 
answered Mercy. 

" O h ! oh! Really?" faltered Maud, 
with a secret prescience of a coming crisis. 
Her message had not been in vain, and 
here was the result of a powerful and 
friendly int*;rposition. 

" Tou need not to be frightened, miss, 
they won't do you no harm. There was 
one came down here last year to see a very 
rich patient, and I dessay the ChanceUor 
was making a nice thing of his money and 
estates, while he was locked up here; I 
should not wonder: anyhow, he would not 
let him out from here till he found he could 
not keep him shut up no longer. So before 
he took him out he sends one of his gen
tlemen down here to make, as we thought, 
all the fuss he could about letting him 
away and home again to manage his own 
business, but home he went for all that. 
His name was Hempenfeldt, a tall thin 
man of fifty, with a hooked nose, and gold 
by-glass, and used to wear a white hat and 
blue frock-coat, and buff waistcoat, and 
them varnish boots." 

Maud looked at her watch. I t was past 
eleven, 

" Did you hever see the Honourable Mr, 
Marston, Lady Mardykes's brother, miss ?" 
inquired Mercy, who had grown to be on 
easy terms with the young lady in her 
charge, 

" Tes, I have. What about him ?" m-
quired Maud, as carelessly as if her heart 
had not fluttered up to her lips and dropped 
down dead again. 

" Because I saw him, and a little black 
gentleman, just up to his elbow, talking 
to Doctor Antomarchi, and Miss Medwyn 
is in the waiting-room." 

Perhaps Mercy thought that these signs 
betokened the early liberation of Maud, 
and became more communicative as the 
likelihood of her again emerging into light, 
and becoming a personage in the living 
world, improved. 

Maud knew now that battle was actu
ally waged in her behalf, and that a few 
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hours might see her free, and on her 
way to Wybourne with dear old Maximilla 
Medwyn. 

But, oh, no! she would not allow her
self to believe anything so incredible. I t 
could not happen. To admit a hope so 
immense would be to insure a plunge into 
the deepest hell of disappointment. And 
yet that hope possessed her, and she was 
nearly wild with its excitement. 

" Do you think Miss Medwyn will be al
lowed to see me ?" asked Maud. 

" I don't know, miss; they was jealous 
of you seeing any one; and I 'm sure there's 
no good in you asking, whatever they may 
say when she does." 

Maud, being quite of the same opinion, 
made no move, well knowing that Maxi
milla would leave no stone unturned to 
obtain a few minutes' sight of her. 

Mr. Darkdale arrived, with a knock at 
the sitting-room door. His business was 
to deliver a formal intimation from Doctor 
Antomarchi that Miss Vernon was to hold 
herself in readiness to come to his room, at 
twelve o'clock, to answer some questions 
which an official person would have to put 
to her, and to request that she would be 
good enough not to leave her rooms until 
his messenger should arrive to conduct her 
to his office. . . 

In a state of suspense Maud awaited 
Antomarchi's summons in her sitting-room. 
Twelve o'clock came, and no summons yet. 
Ten minutes, twenty minutes, half an hour 
passed. The little timepiece in her rootn 
struck one. 

Mr. Darkdale arrived a minute or two 
later. He looked stern and thoughtful. 
Mercy Creswell was summoned. She was 
to go alone with Mr. Darkdale. Miss Ver
non was to be so good as to await her, or 
his, return where she was. These at
tendants would wait upon her in the mean 
time. 

Two of the stalwart housemaids in the 
Glarewoods uniform entered quietly, and 
stood near the door. 

Mercy Creswell looked a Uttle disagree
ably surprised at the occurrence; but she 
accompanied Mr. Darkdale in silence ; and 
Maud remained in utter ignorance of all 
that was taking place down-stairs, upon the 
issue of the ordeal that was to decide her 
fate. 

In less than ten minutes Mercy Creswell 
returned, looking hot and agitated. The 
temporary attendants were withdrawn, and 
Maud, being alone with her maid, ques
tioned her as to what was going on. 

" I'm not to tell nothing about it, miss; 
them's my'orders." 

" T h e inquiry is about me, isn't i t? 
Surely you can tell me so much," urged 
Maud. 

" WeU, yes, miss; it is about you, and 
not another thing will I say about it. 
Where's the use of me running that risk 
without no good to no one ?" 

Mercy was obstinate and held to her reso
lution spite of all Maud's importunities and 
promises of secrecy; and Maud in the burn
ing fever of her agitation walked from room 
to room, and from window to window, un
able to rest for a moment. 

If she could only tell how it was going ! 
By what right was she excluded from 
her own trial ? How unfeirly her case 
might be dealt with! And, oh! but to 
think of all that depends on the next hour. 

In the waiting-room Mr, Marston and 
old Miss Medwyn had met Mr, Dawe, and 
were in high chat when Mr, Tintern was 
shown in. He had not perhaps expected 
to meet Miss Vernon's friends in such force. 
He knew only that he was to see Mr. Dawe 
there. He -would have preferred not meet
ing Miss Medwyn. He smiled pensively, 
and shook hands, and shrugged pathetically 
over the melancholy state of things which 
had caUed them there, 

" A n d poor Lady Vemon, what a de
plorable thing f(5r her ! Only think, a 
mother, you know, and all that kind of 
thing; so awfully distressing! I know, 
for my part, I should rather lose a child by 
death outright, and be spared the anguish 
of such an affliction as this." 

He looked round upon'them with a sad 
shake of the head, and a slow wave of his 
hand, which was intended generally to in
dicate Miss Vemon, the lunatic asylum, its 
inmates and apparatus; and this panto
mime terminated in a slight but expressive 
elevation of the eyes and hand, and another 
desolate shrug. 

" Lady Vernon lives in hopes," he con-
tinned, liking, I fancy, to talk rather than 
to be talked to, on this subject. " She 
t i inks this will not be a very tedious—a— 
a—Ulness. All this is, of course, quite 
dark at Roydon. No one there-^I have 
not even mentioned it to my wife—not a 
human being but I and Doctor Malkin " 

" Ho ! Doctor MaUrin ! Well, that does 
not surprise me," exclaimed Miss Medwyn, 
in an angry parenthesis. 

" Not a living person but he and I, and 
Lady Vernon herself, in all that part of the 
world, has the least idea there is anything 
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of the kind; and you know we may look 
to see her very soon, I do hope, quite as we 
could wish." 

"Very soon, I should hope, Mr. Tintern; 
sooner even than some of her friends ex
pect," said Maximilla, with a tart em
phasis. " She is under very special restraint 
here. They won't permit me so much as 
to see her! What can be the reason of 
tha t? I don't suppose I can hurt her; 
and as to my share of the danger, I 'm quite 
willing to risk that, ha ha, ha !—poor little 
Maud!" and with thess words Maximilla 
Medwyn suddenly burst into tears. 

Mr. Tintern looked with much fieeling 
at Mr. Dawe; but a blacker shadow seemed 
to have gathered about that odd figure. 

Mr. Marston, at the further end of the 
long room, was trying to read some papers 
connected with the proceedings, but his 
eye every moment wandered to the door, 
through which he expected the summons 
of a messenger from the commissioner, 

Maximilla's tears disconcerted Mr. Tin
tern, who walked first to the window, and 
then to Mr. Dawe, to whom, with another 
shrug, he murmured: 

" Most harrowing! No place for ladies, 
this !" 

Mr. Dawe grunted. 
Maximilla's sobs did not last long. A 

footman entered and presented a little note 
to Mr. Dawe. 

Mr. Dawe read it. The eyes of Mr, 
Marston and Miss Medwyn were now di
rected on him very anxiously. 

" I t is all right," said Mr. Dawe, in his 
dry tones. 

" Thank God !" exclaimed MaximUla. 
And Mr. Marston looked as if he would 

have said the same, 
Mr. Tintern eyed them curiously. What 

was " all right ?" He would have given 
something to know. 

Mr. Dawe walked up to Maximilla 
briskly, and saying, " Read that," placed 
the note in her hands. 

It said: 

DEAR M E . DAWE,—I have very great 
- pleasure in saying that Mr. Commissioner 

Steele has no objection, under the circum
stances of this case, to your being present, 
although your request, coming from one 
who is not related to the family, is not 
usual; and the only condition he imposes 
is, that you make no public use of what you 
are permitted to witness ; and he reserves 
to himself, of course, the right of dispens
ing with your presence at any time he may 

express a wish to be more to himself I 
writer this with pleasure, as I look upon 
your presence as a protection to myself. 

Tours truly, 
MICHAEL ANTOMARCHI. 

P.S,—^Tou are at liberty to accompany 
Mr, Tintern when the commissioner sends 
for him. 

This summons was not long in coming. 
Mr. Tintern looked with an air of studied 

curiosity and polite surprise at Mr. Dawe 
as that gentleman accompanied him. 

Mr. Dawe did not care. Those looks 
did not overawe him. 

CHAPTER LXXX. BEFORE THE COMMISSIONED. 

THEY found the commis.sioner, with. 
Doctor Antomarchi, in the oval-room, to 
which the servant conducted them. 

Mr. Commissioner Steele is a tall, gen
tleman-like looking man, with a dark face, 
closely shaved, black curly hair, a little 
streaked with white, growing close over 
his broad, but not high, forehead. He 
looks at them with eyes nearly shut, and a 
little frown, after the manner of near
sighted people, and he is twirling round 
his finger an eye-glass. He rises, and re
ceives these gentlemen with a short bow, 
and looks to Doctor Antomarchi to explain 
them. The doctor, who has seen them 
before, does so, 

" Oh! Mr. Dawe ? The gentleman who 
wishes to be present on behalf of Miss 
Vernon ?" asked the commissoner, 

" Tes," said Antomarchi. 
" Have you considered. Doctor Antomar

chi," hesitated Mr. Tintern, "whether Lady 
Vemon would quite wish that arrange
ment ? The young lady's mother," he ex
plains to the commissioner, "she is naturally 
extremely anxious that as little as possible 
of this very painful case should become 
generally known ; she wished it, in fact, as 
private as possible." 

" T e s ; but in this case it is not a simple 
relation of mother and child," said Mr. 
Steele, fluently, while arranging his papers, 
" The young lady has quite different in
terests, and on a very gi'eat scale ; and it is 
only reasonable that some one, in whom her 
relations have confidence, should be per
mitted, in her interest, to hear what passes, 
Mr, Tintern, you are a magistrate ?" 

" Tes, sir." 
" The depositions in this matter, were 

sworn before you ?" 
" They were, sir." 
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" Ton have brought with you the original 
depositions ?" 

" Tes, sir." 
" Be so kind as to hand them to me. 

Thanks; Mr. Dawe, while I read these, you 
can read the attested copies which Doctor 
Antomarcl^i wiU be so good as to give 
you." 

Doctor Antomarchi placed the papers 
before Mr. Dawe, who received them with 
one of his stiff bows, and read them with 
characteristic care. 

" Lady Vernon is not here ?" asked the 
commissioner. 

" No," answered Antomarchi. 
" Nor that man, Elihu Lizard ?" 
" He is not here." 
" These affidavits are very strong. Lady 

Vernon deposes that her daughter, the 
subject of this inquiry, has for some years 
exhibited a growing eccentricity and vio
lence, which have caused her extreme 
anxiety; that latterly these peculiarities 
had, in her opinion, become distinctly 
morbid, and that on a certain evening, the 
date of which she states. Miss Vernon in
timated an intention of putting an end to 
her own life. That this had been preceded 
by two distinct occurrences of a similar 
kind, within Uttle more than a year ante
cedent to the last threat of this sort, at 
Roydon HaU." 

The commissioner paused and looked at 
Mr, Dawe, 

" Doctor Malkin, the family physician, 
states that the young lady is of a highly 
nervous temperament, with strange ideas, 
such as are popularly termed flighty, that 
she is hysterical and impetuous, and with
out sufficient self-control to counteract the 
obvious tendencies of such a mental and 
nervous condition. That with this know
ledge of predisposing causes at work, he 
cannot refer the facts set out in Lady Ver
non's and Elihu Lizard's depositions to any 
cause other than insanity too considerably 
developed to be safely committed to any 
but the constant supervision and treatment 
of an able physician, residing under the 
same roof, and experienced in the treat
ment of insanity. He says he cannot 
undertake the responsibiUty of advising 
Lady Vemon to keep the young lady at 
home, an experiment which has often been 
attended, he remarks, especially when sui
cidal tendencies have existed, with fatal 
consequences. That is very strong, you 
observe," he said, throwing his head back, 
and glancing at Mr, Dawe. 

Mr, Dawe grunted. 

" Tou think that very strong ?" said the 
commissioner, 

" No," said Mr, Dawe, " I don't mind 
Lady Vernon; and the Roydon doctor is 
in her pocket. He thinks what she thinks, 
and she thinks whatever she Ukes." 

Mr. Commissioner Steele popped his 
glass in his eye and stared at this out
spoken little man, as he might at a curious 
creature in a menagerie, and then he re
sumed. 

" Well, here's Elihu Lizard," said the 
commissioner, who had opened another 
paper; " I think here perhaps it will be as 
weU to ask Miss Medwyn to be good 
enough to come in—she may, possibly, have 
somethmg to explain." 

Mr. Sfeele leaned back in his chair, and 
Doctor Antomarchi again touched the bell, 
and the servant in a minute more an
nounced Miss Medwyn. 

The commissioner rose and made his 
bow. Miss Medwyn glanced shrewdly at 
him, to ascertain what manner of man the 
judge might be. 

" I'll tell you what Elihu Lizard states, 
if you please, Miss Medwyn, and you can 
make any remarks that strike you," 

" So I shaU," said Miss Medwyn. 
" He swears he followed Miss Vernon 

from place to place," 
" Who sent him ?" asked Mr. Dawe. 
" I know no more than the affidavit 

states; you have the copy. He found that 
she acted with very marked eccentricity 
during a tour she made with her cousin, 
that was you. Miss Medwyn; she concealed 
her name, and passed herself off as a Miss 
Maud Guendoline; she represented herself 
as being, and the deponent seems to think, 
for the time, actually believed the statement, 
obliged to make her livelihood by selling 
her water-colour sketches; she told people 
that she was miserably poor, and, in social 
position, extremely humble ; and Elihu 
Lizard beUeves that, at the time, she seri
ously thought that all these statements 
were true," 

" She thought no such thing," said Miss 
Medwyn, " I t was all done in the spirit 
of frolic ; just what any young creature a -
Uttle wayward, and quite wild with spirits, 
as she was, in the enjoyment of a little 
hoUday, would do; and no one ever dreamed 
of supposing her mad." 

" Did she tell you. Miss Medwyn, during 
your excursion, at any time, that she 
did not beUeve these repi*esentations her
self?" 

" No, certainly, it was quite unnecessary; 
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she knew that such an idea had never 
entered my mind." 

" Tou have a strong opinion, then, in 
favour of Miss Vernon's sanity ?" 

" I t is not an opinion, I am quite certain 
of it." 

" But suppose it were proved to you 
that she has, at three distinct times, 
threatened her own life while at Roydon; 
and that once, since she came here, she has 
not only threatened, but attempted i t ; 
would not that modify your opinion as to 
the expediency of removing at once all re
straint and superintendence in her case ?" 
, " I t ' s quite untrue. I have no other 

answer. I t is utterly false." 
" I only say, as a supposition, suppose it 

were proved " 
" I t would not make the least difference; 

I could not believe it," she answered 
peremptorily; " I never shall," 

The commissioner smiled and shook his 
head. 

" There is another odd circumstance 
deposed to here," he resumes; " at a ball 
at a place called Wy—Wymering, I think 
it is; where she went with—with you, Miss 
Medwyn, to join the party of a Mrs. Tin
tern " 

" My wife," interposed Mr. Tintern, 
softly. 

" Oh ! I see, thanks; where Miss Vernon 
went to join Mrs. Tintern's party," con
tinued the commissioner. " She insisted on 
visiting the gallery of the town-hall, 
before the company had assembled, and 
once more, in an unreal character, she 
presented herself as your servant, the depo
sition says." 

" That was precisely in the same spirit; 
a mere whim; she had been looking forward, 
for a long time, to the ball, and was in such 
spirits, poor little thing !" 

Miss Medwyn was as near as possible 
crying again, and had to pull up suddenly. 

The commissioner offered no criticism 
on Miss Medwyn's explanation. And after 
a little silence, for he saw she was agitated, 
he asked: 

" Perhaps you would like to look over 
Lady Vernon's statement ? There is no 
objection," 

Miss Medwyn thanked him, and took 
the paper, which she read over, her face 
frowning a little, pale and scornful, as she 
did so. 

When she had conned it over, and re
turned the paper, he asked: 

" Have you anything. Miss Medwyn, by 
way of explanation, or generally, to state, 

which you think might throw light on this 
inquiry ?" 

Miss Medwyn had a great deal to say, 
and said it, more than once, with great 
volubility, and in high scorn of all opposi
tion. When her harangue was over, the 
commissioner thanked her very much, and 
rose, with a bow or two, and Doctor Anto
marchi politely conducted her again to the 
waiting-room, where Mr. Marston received 
her with intense anxiety. 

Mr. Dawe had, on hearing his narrative, 
peremptorily forbidden his appearance as 
a witness, and blew up Maximilla roundly, 
in his proper laconics, for having permitted 
all that masquerading which now furnished 
the chief material of the case. 

MaximiUa answered that she co^dd not 
have prevented i t ; and that if that had 
never happened, still a case would not have 
been wanting, because it was plain, from dif
ferent things in Barbara's statement, that 
she had employed people to watch Maud 
wherever she went. 

As Mr. Marston and Maximilla Medwyn 
were now conversing, Mr. Dawe, whose 
chief object was to note carefully in his 
memory the facts on which the theory of 
Maud's insanity was based, with a view 
to action of a different kind should this 
measure fail, had the pleasure of Ustening 
to Mercy Creswell's description of what 
she had termed Maud's " parrokism." 

Then came an account of her attempt 
to get into the hall in pursuit of Lady Mar
dykes ; of her throwing herself on the stairs, 
of what was caUed her violence, and ulti
mate reduction to submission under moral 
influences. Then Doctor Antomarchi made 
his statement, stronger, abler, more learned' 
than the opinion of Doctor Malkin, and in̂  
conclusion he said : 

" This is a case, I admit, I should be 
happy to be relieved of. I t is a case round' 
which family feuds and jealousies gather 
and prepare for battle. We have never 
been in litigation here; and although I 
cannot conscientiously recommend Lady 
Vernon to take the young lady home, I 
should be very much obliged if she would 
remove her to some other house." 

CHAPTER LXXXI. MAUD IS SUMMONED. 

" I SHOULD Uke," said the commissioner, 
' ' to see the young lady now; and after that. 
Doctor Antomarchi, if you please, I could 
have a few worjis with you. Mr. Dawe, are 
you acquainted with Miss Vernon ?" 

Mr. Dawe assented. 
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" What do you say. Doctor Antomarchi, 
to Mr. Dawe's remaining while Miss Ver
non answers a few questions ?" 

" I shotdd be most happy if I were not 
certain that in her present state a meeting 
of the kind would be, as respects the pro
gress of her recovery, almost the worst 
thing that could happen to Miss Vernon, I 
speak with the responsibiUty of her medical 
adviser; and I must request Mr. Dawe to 
withdraw, unless you, sir, should direct 
otherwise." 

" Then, Mr. Dawe, I must ask you to 
retire," says the commissioner, making him 
a little bow. 

Mr. Dawe rose, and returned it* with a 
nod; the servant conducted him to the 
waiting-room; and Doctor Antomarchi 
turned the key in the door through which 
he had retreated. 

Doctor Antomarchi and Mr. Commis
sioner Steele had a little bit of earnest con
versation. The long period of Miss Ver
non's suspense at length expired. 

Never did imprisoned lady in the Reign 
of Terror hear herself summoned to the 
presence of the tremendous Fouquier Tin-
ville with a colder pang of horror than 
that which unnerved Maud Vemon, at the 
tap at her door, aiid the intimation that the 
time had come, and her presence was re
quired by the commissioner. 

" Are there many people in the room 
with him ?" Maud asked, rising quickly, 
very pale, and feeling a little dizzy. 

" Only the doctor, please, miss." 
The young lady followed the servant; 

Mercy Creswell stumping after, with a su
pernaturally solemn countenance. 

Maud did not know how she reached the 
office door. At sight of that solid barrier, 
its well varnished panels and oak veining, 
her heart bounded as if it would suffo
cate her. 

" Wait a moment," she whispered to the 
man who was about opening the door to 
announce her. " Not yet." 

She must not seem flurried. All for her 
depended on her perfect self-possession in 
presence of this stranger, who held the key 
of her prison. 

She signed to the man, who opened the 
door, and she heard her name announced. 

Now she is in the room. Antomarchi, 
whom she distrusts and fears, rises and 
makes her a very grave and ceremonious 
bow. She turns from that smooth face, 
that frightens her, to the commissioner, 
who has also risen, and makes her a less 
elaborate bow. InteUigent, energetic, nar

row, utterly unsympathetic, is the face of 
her judge. Instinctively she is dismayed 
by it. 

She sits down, hardly knowing what she 
does, in a chair opposite the commissioner. 
He asks her some question, the purport of 
which she does not distinctly catch. She 
sees nothing but that cold, shrewd, self-
complacent face which dismays her. 

The stern ringing voice of Antomarchi 
repeats the question, and she turns. He 
is looking at her. She finds herself under 
the spell of those baleful eyes. 

"Mr. Commissioner Steele asked you 
whether you are aware that you are sworn 
to have on three distinct occasions, at 
Roydon, threatened to take away your 
life?" 

" I was not aware, that is, I don't know 
what is said against me," she says with 
an effort, and a little confusedly. 

"May I ask her a few questions?" in
quires Antomarchi. 

"Do, pray," acquiesces the commis
sioner. 

He bowed to Mr. Steele, and then said : 
" Be so good as to look a little this way." 

She had averted her eyes. " I want to be 
assured that you hear me." 

She submitted, and he proceeded. 
" Tou are frank. Miss Vernon, and would 

not mislead this inquiry. Did you not in
tend to commit suicide at Roydon ?" 

Miss Vernon faltered; she tried instinc
tively to raise her hand to her eyes, but she 
did not raise it higher than her throat, 
where she felt a great ball rising, 

" I'm sorry to press you, but we must 
accept your silence as an admission," said 
the cold bass of Antomarchi, " Is it not 
true," he persisted, sternly, " that you in
tended suicide, three distinct times, when 
at Roydon?" 

" I—I can't," faltered Maud, 
" I know you can't," he repeated, and 

you could not there, I believe," 
" I could not there — I believe—if— 

if What am I saying? Oh, God! 
what am I saying ?" 

" Never regret speaking candidly to 
friends; Mr. Commissioner Steele, of whom 
you seem so much in awe, can have no 
object in this inquiry but what tends to 
your good. Now, as to what occurred 
here—up-stairs—when you told Mercy Cres
well you would make away with yourself, 
and she locked you into your room in con
sequence, and you then threw up the win
dow. Come, be frank, Miss Vernon, did 
you not do so with the intention of taking 
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away your life, by throwing yourself from 
i t ; you confessed i t ." 

" Did I — did I confess it ? I con
fessed " she murmured, with white 
Ups. 

" Tou did—that's right—it is hardly 
necessary to do so again, but if you can 
deny it, or explain it, you are at Uberty to 
do so." 

Mr. Steele was, while this was passing, 
glancing at his notes, and marking the 
papers before him with his pen, and saw 
nothing of the fatuised look that had stolen 
over Maud's face, and if he had, would 
have attributed it to her imputed mental 
condition. 

" Tou can't explain, or deny it—I am to 
infer that," persisted Antomarchi; " you 
can't." 

" I can't—can I ?—I can't—oh ! what 
is it ?—I feel so strangely." She shook 
her ears as if a fly was humming at them, 
and lifted her pretty fingers towards her 
temple vaguely. 

" Tou say you can't, and that is quite 
enough — I expected no less from your 
candour; and as you say you feel a little 
oddly, it will perhaps be better that you 
should return to your room, if Mr. Com
missioner has no objection ?" 

" Certainly not," acquiesced the official, 
who, with half-closed eyes, was now eyeing 
Miss Vemon curiously, 

" Tou may go. Miss Vernon. See Miss 
Vemon to her room," said Antomarchi to 
the servant, " Instantly, please; she is 
agitated." 

Maud was standing now, and looked a 
little about her, bewildered, as if newly 
awakened from sleep. 

" Oh ! what is it ? What have I said ? 
let me remember " 

" Never regret having spoken truth. 
Miss Vernon," said Antomarchi; " you 
must go," he said sternly to her, and 
added quickly in a whisper to Mr. Steele, 
" If she stays we shall have a paroxysm." 

The commissioner, who had no fancy for 
anything of the kind, rose at the same mo
ment, and made a hasty bow. 

Oh, sir; no, don't send me back; have 
I Tf is5 fnlcp " she screamed. 

myself, I re

tract it all. Tou are here to try me; God 
sees us ; oh, my last hope!" 

This last cry was heard in the passage 
as the door shut; and the commissioner 
and Doctor Antomarchi were left tete-a-
tete. 

The doctor smUed and shrugged, 
" Retract, retract; they all retract after 

an admission. People who don't know 
something of them, as you and I do, have 
no notion how much cunning belongs to 
that state, and how little scruple. Tou 
see the excitement she has gone away in, 
and simply from having seen you and me \ 
What would it be if she were to see an 
intimate friend"? How could we separate 
them ? And yet, I venture to say, Miss 
Medwyn thinks it a great hardship she 
has not had an interview with the young 
lady—I should not wonder if the patient 
became violent; I rather expect to be sent 
for." 

This, and a good deal more, said Doctor 
Antomarchi ; and, after some conversa
tion, invited the commissioner to luncheon, 
which that semi-judicial functionary, having 
first consulted his Bradshaw, agreed to 
partake of; and over it he relaxed, and con
versed about fifty things, very pleasantly, 
and laughed over the agreeable doctor's 
amusing stories. While up-stairs, Maud 
Vernon, on her knees, with her face buried 
in the coverlet, writhed and sobbed wUdly 
in the soUtude of an immeasurable de
spair. 

mercy on me i I t is false," 
" If I said anyth against 
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