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THE AUTHCR'S FOREWORD

THIS is the story of the club at the ruined Med.nen-
Lam Abbey, and, so far as it may be told to modern
ears, a true account of thot famous society.

Man visit Medmenham in our day. Ther: is no
fairer country than that which lies between Henley
and Marlow town. But the true history of that
ancient foundation is known to but few.

Viewed as we may view it, an inn thrust against its
walls, the great millars crumbling to dust. ivy twined
about i‘s statelv but glessless windows, it is diffic.it
to casl the imaginat'an back to those tempestuous duys
of Sir Francis Dashwood and John Wilkes, of
Churchi! and ol ,A.lsa; of the poet Whitehead and
that rascally voluptuary, Frederick, Lord Harborne.
Yet ali these livead and played their part at Med-
menham. Those silent courts have resounded to the
pateer «f women's feet. Ilall and refectory Lave
glowed witl. lights. The high road we follow and
name so solitary has glivered with the gauds of
gallant and of courtier, has witnessed tle beginning
and the end of many a disgraceful pageai.t when
George 11, was King. To-day the abbey is but a
name, yet if is but little more than a hundred and fifty

yeacs since these things were done, since Sir Richard
v
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rode down from Windsor and Kitty’s coach was
stopped at the cross roads in the lane.

We have created a niver life since thgse day s. The
Tha -»s is much even to the twentieth r:entury. Clibs
afise on every hand. The,Blues to-day drive over
fromi Windsor fo the vales below Hambledon and. it
may be, have a poor title to accuse their forefathers
There is no.prettier 1. ing in modern life than the
water pageant; none so readily acknowledged at tle
zenith of the summer. But that which is changed is
the fuhdamental notion of a man's honour and of the
price he must pay to defend it.

Who in our time would put a pistal to his heac be-
cause the rule of an infamuus club demrandad that he
should do so?

The ldiw. of Medrienham, read aicud to a modern
company, would provoke bat ribald «auvghler or pity
fos the men whose wit had framea them.: And yet in
justice to that fine old libsrator, John Wilkes, we
must remember that such a society as thar of St
Francis would not have endured a single day but for
tae rigour of the rule which its iounders had ordined.

When theycdecra=d that a man must die for a word
to the womfn whom another protected, mariars was
named as a mock alternative hardly to be thsught of in
such an atmosphere. Cintemplate such a dandy as
Lord Ailsa whisoeringwuf churca and parson to the
singer ffom *he opera in whose honour he had proposed
a toast! What the society demanded above all else
was 5uchla modicum of grder within its walis as should
avert a public scaadal and keep out George and the
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unwelcome dragoons. This it could not preserve,
despite its laws, A fin: sense of honour, difficult as
it may be for as to understand, was as a precious
posstesion to every man of the age. It forbade the
success of that mock ritual which mjght well govern
a similar society in our own time. Fay cz que voudras
—rr the moito stands over tie abbey door to-day and
may be read by all who pass b —that conla prevail
only when honour was all to those who caroused with-
in, when for honour's sake men would lay down their
lives withvut one thought of the truth or falsity of
wie creed which thus compelled them.

The.e was published in London some hundred
years ago a nov~l called ** Curysal, or the Adventures
of 4 Guinea." This purported to give a true account
of the revels at *;edmenham and of the scandals
assoc'ated with the famous ocial fraternity. It does
not appear to have done anything of the kind. A close
analys's of such rezords as exist—and they are few
enough--tnese and 'a just appreciation of the spirit
of the age make it perfectly clear that the author knew
nothing whatever of Medmenham Abbey as Sir
Franci. Dashwood and john Wilkes re-established it,
and less o the ceremonies taking place -vithin us
walls.

That these were an open mockery of estaolished re-
ligious faith does not appear. aor in fairness to the
Society ¢f St Francis may we assume any sch (hing.
It has not been assumed in this story of Sir Richard
Escombe, nov, 1 may hope, implied. The men seem
to have Leen mere jesters, but clever jesters. The
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mock habit was not assumed in hostility to any creed
or in burlesque ot it, but a; a jest.in keeping with
much else done within thuse hoary walls, Ferchance
if the whole truth were written there are clubs o-day
as little worthy of public approval as the famaus club
a¢ Medmenham The manncr changes, but man is
eternal. What honour was to Richard Escombe =2 zial
applause js to man  in our own time. We carouse
in palaces, asking no ivy to stand sentinel. The cur-
rent of a swift life passes where the old iver used
to Wlow. And if Time does indeed give glamour to
that wiiich 1s least worthy to shine, at least e prges
of the old romance may carry some truth which this
generation may read with profit.
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SIR KICHARD ESCOMBE

BOOK I
OF LOVE BUT NOT OF MARRIAGE

CHAPTER 1
UPON THE ROAD TO WARWICK

IT would be very proper, I suppose, to begin the
history of Eir Pichard Escombe, baronet, with some
accolnt of his ancestry, both English and ‘rish; to
tell you of Castle F.scombe, in the ¢ounty Meath. and
of Moreton Fell, in Comberfand, the homes‘that have
shelterec him; to speak of his doings at St. James's
and aftervard at th: French court: to depict him in
the habit of a squire and a soldier, and by nu me~ns
to neglect some particulars of that notorious black-
guard, Brian Escombe, wkom he had called grand-
father when George I. was King. If 1+ Jo none of
these :hings, pass by watters so profound, let thei
inconsequence be my excuse. His forbears do not
interest me. The man himself shall be my study.
Now, I could show you mae Sir Richard in many
places foc our beginnine, but for some of these I have
no love at all, and of others 1 know nothing. So
here’s a 004G excuse for bringing you at o1 ce to the
good county of Warwickshire and setting you down
vpon a windy night of March, in the year 1746 of our
Lord, where you shall see Sir Dick as he was and
B
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follow him up the winding arive to Mr. Dulcimore’s
house, und the somewhat remarkaule experience that
was to befall him there.

There are many who know the road: many who
ér?ss the seas to ride it in our own day, Sherbourn
of the Valc lies little more than a mile from Jhe Zreat
keep at Warwick. The wnole glory of the woods and
m=adows of Shakespeare's country is reflected round
about it. rlere in the thickets we may still hope to
espv Bottom the weaver and Flute, who mended the
bellows, There are inns 2nough upon the road to
shelter old J2ck and his ragamuffins—vast kitcliens for
merry wives; cellars whence came the sack—all the
substance, the simplicity, the red-cheeked fulness of
England's yeomen, unchanged ard unchanging
through the years. Here the Avon winds amid the
gravés of the living dead. Hero is the greenwood
tree hencuth which many a lard has tuned his merry
throat—assuredly to no swecter note than you may
hear to-day should fortune carr;* you to the heart of
Warw ckshire and unlock her secrets for VOu,

You would not make the journey as Sir Richard
Escorabe made it. That goes without saying. For
what wise craveller would choose the month of March
for such a visit, and what freak of travel woull bring
him to Avonsice when a bleak east wind was blowing
and a moonless night watched him uun his way ? Sir
Richa:d, u nomad frc.n the crown of his cuiiy: head
to the proud toes of his high l=ather boots, might well
delight in the wvery circumstance which the mere
sightsee: would reprobate. With but vne clear idea
had he ridden from Chester to Warwick. The same
impul=ive nation carried him down the vale to Shei-
bourn. And there he staod at the gate, as much lost
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for an excuse, it would seem, as old Dulcimore hm-
self after his third bottle of claret,

Let it be ccafessed at once that this would have
beer no surprise to Dick Escombe’s fricnds—that is,
to such as misfortune had left him. The same hot
impuise which now carried him to old Anthony
Dulcijuore’s house had acnieved many a folly since
they hunted him from his regiment, declared him a
dangér to the peace of any debauched comununity, and
sent him headlong to the French King's court.

His viry presence in England this night might nave
been nam ~d as . new aflront to fustice and the Parlia-
ment—for did not a hundred tongues tell you that
he hrd marched to Derby some three good months
ago, and had not gossip been over ready to name him
among the mos. notorious of those who hau raised the
Psetender's standard at Glenfinnan? If gossin lied
she was but pracusing a pretty habit and one with
which sh. coula not be un.amiliar, None cared to
ask whether the rumour were true or false. Nong,
certainly, would have believed that Sir Richard
Escombe, baronet, wuuld be mad nough tu sidow
himself here on the road to Warwick at such a time.

Yet hore he was, none the less. Look a hundred
yards down the road and you shall see that incor-
rigible rogue, Barry Michigar .ho would have
crossed the Styx for Dick Escc:mb-: s-sake as readily
a5 he now crosscd the Avon. Bany a!r-ead}r had taken
his flute from his pocked and would pipe a stave. This
must be'a weary hou. of waiting. Ycu could not
deceive Bar-y Michigan—he knew the tale too we'l.

“WiHlL I give the horses a feed at the inn® ™" he had
just asked F's master.

" “What are you thinking of, Barry®" Si. Dick
had replied. * Iam gcing but to peep at their door.”
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¥ Spi;e, your honour, I can count the quarters on
the church clock yonder."

** Barry, Barry—would you have me pass the house
that shelters Kitty Dulcimore? "

i*1'd have ye pass any house but your own."

* And rlhis house ful] of soldiérs, Borr —1 do
believe ¥'m the biggest fool in Europe this night."

‘Barry did not dissent.

** I've no head for figures, master—but ye might not
be so much out of the reckoning."

He took his flute from Lis pocket, linking a bridle
rein to each arm and pesing for an air. Sir Richard
regarded him, amared.

** Heaven and my soul ! would ye be piping .ae in,
Barry? Have ye no discretion, then?

** Ay, master, they'll hear of your coming soon

enou_h.  I'll be t'iere at the hang’ag with the * Death
of Ould Morney,” "
t Sir Richard said nothing, How could L2 fling a
dtone of speech at Barry Michigan? Certainly it was
folly tc be there; but not as Barry imagined it-to be.
This fiew thought quickened his step and c2nt him
briskly to old Dulcimore's gate. He opened it, fear-
ing the ch-!~nge of its crazy hinges, passed up the
white drive, came suddenly to a full view of the house
- and then stood very still, A mad visit—he had
known it from the first.

The house which old #nthony Duicimore occupied
at Sherbourn stands no longer, but did it do so it
would call Jor little remark. Just a long, Tow, two-
storicd building which would hawve don~ well enough
for the vicar or doctor of the parish—a rose garden
sloping to the river’s bank; considerable stables upon
the righi hand, a Ligh brick wall enclosing an
orchard upon the left, a short double drive before it
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and a modest porch for its chief adornment—these Sir
Richard made-a note of at a single glance. Be sure,
at the same tiie, that he cared nothing for houses,
nor.would a palace have delayed him that night an
hour upon the road. He had turned aside that he
mighy see litte Kijty Dulcimord again—perhaps
change a word with her concerning his fortunes. And
here, at Sherbourn, through the blindless window, he
saw her, standing high upon a swol, red-coats all
about her and their admiration not very far removed
from th. scene.

A hunt'ng nian would have.said that they were
asking her to sing a catch of the coverts; Sir Dick
observed but this, that she was laughing loudly, while

san old friend of his, Captain Beddoe, cal'ed for silence,

and another ola.friend, Captain Rupert, for a song.
ﬁ,prupnr moment for a man wha lnved her to arrivel
Sir Richard, honest always with ‘himself, uttered no
fool’s tall. af make-pieter.e or dreams. ' '"Twas
always a little devil for the music," he said to himsel(*
but he saiu it very sourly none the less.

Now, corld you'have put a cool hzad upon Dwx's
shoulders—an article of furniture not commonly found
across thy Irish Ch~nner, and unprovider, it would
seem, by the gentle lady of Moreton Fell whom he
had culled mother—could you have done this you
swould have ield a gallant soul to the spot that he
might have hear | the words of littie Ilitty’s song and,
perhups, have derived sume cownfort from tnem.

As it was, he did nc:hing of the kind but fell to
pacing the gravelled path as {ull of thoughts of war
as ever the Malooney boys had been upon the .norning
of a fair.

What right had Kitty to be among =ich fellows?
True, he nimself had often sung a catch with them
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whén hg wore King George's coat and had the right
to goin debt for it: Every bit a man, he could grant
no such privilege to Iitty. She was but aineteen
and should have known better. Logic forbade him,
at 4he same time. to ask by what right he posed as
arbiter elegans in her case. 'Was he lier ackno: ‘leaged
Jddver—ite outcast, the exile who had had bis uLiform
stiipped from his back? Devil a bit of it! Had he
written to her from France? Not a line, upon his
honpur! Had he news of her—asked for news? He
was dshamed to remember how rarely he had heard or
asked it. Anrd yet nd*sooner had he come tv England
than the mention of her namc could send him riding
from Chester like n Muscovite, turning aside ¢n the
most foolish of pretexts and pacing this hard and
stony path like any criminal in a courtyard at New-
gatt. A mad vis't—he bad knovn it from the first.
And should he ride on without a word? Shouid
he tell her the news or keep it back? Thore 1ight
be trouble enough among those hot-lieaded fellows,
fresh from the table, Lie would swear, and not
unwilling to return to it—trounle enough if %e came
in among them and asked if any remembered Captain
Dick. He %r2w not what to do. Far down the road
he heard the strains of Barrv's flute.
t And as the clear heaven above him bore witness,
no man could have mistaken those for (ie plaint of
any nichtingale,



CHAPTER II
WHA1 HATPPENED AT ANTHONY DULCIMORE'S HOUSE

THERE are two long and narrow rooms upon the left-
hand side of the porch as you enter the manor at
Sherbourn, and it was in the second of these that
Kitty Duizimore related in song the story of the First
Royal Draganns, whose motto, as all the world
knows, is taken from the Latin and signifies, ** let us
be judged by our deeds,” or ' Speci.mur agendo,”
as the schoolmasters would have it.

Grarited that it would have been more than. un-
gracious to have put such a fine ‘precept to the proof
upoi. sur.a an occasion, hau you judged His Majesty’s
Dragoons outl of their own mouths this night ycu
would have {formed but a pcor opinion of them.

Perh~ps-in the ena your better :judgment wuuld
have excused them and you would have remembered
their march three months ago from London to Derby
after the Bonnie Prince Charlie; how thence they had
been sent to Warwick to keep order in the western
counties—ar? now, after three of the dullest months
that such fide .ellows could remember, they were to
return to-morrow to London and the South.

For their commanuer, the most nokle, the most
exalted, thc most persevering blackguard in the.three
kingdoms, Frederick, Lord Harborne, of noble
memory, there were honours awaiting and to spare.

Some said that German Ceorge hod made him
Governor of ‘-}desu: Castle; others named him for

7



8 SIR RICHARD ESCOMBE

an parldom. Some would tell you aside that a less
agreeavie climate and one made much of by the
parsons would suit him be:ter, but that Honour would
receive him on the threshold no man doubted. And
this was the more extraordinary when we remember
how little bz had done; figuring with .nerit neitncr in
the North nor in the Midlands; hunting ‘out but few
Jacobites for all his pains, and returning with so few
trophies of che pulitically slain that the pamphletcers
already had made merry over it. For this the regi-
menl cared nothing at ali. They were retu.ning to
London—what else mattered !

And so, | say, it would have been a cruel businese
to judge them out of the mouths of their motto-l ving
forefathers. "Why, such a standard would have
paralysed Lhe half of them. Speclemur agendo! Was
not Major, the Marquis of Repton, as fine a fellcw
as N::Ltinqhamshire could show you, already nhodding
by the window seat, as w.'l prumed with gcad liquor
ag a doctor with bad Latin? And lock at the most
noble one in the first of the rooms, Frederich my Lord
of Zlarborne, the Colonel of tie Furst, haschet faced
and sour—a damning hectic cheek to accuse him and
a glassy look in his roving &ye. Speclemur agendo,
be sure, is no good to such as these, whatever it might
do for the younger men. They would much sooner
be judged to-morrow morning.

But we are forgetting Kitty, and K'tty, as we most
solemnly bear witness, will not suffer herself to be
long forgott~n, whatever the - ircumstances. Is she
not a Celt of the Celts, and does she not possess
more tha a Celtic vivacity? It is true that she has
been long in England—so long that she has almost
forgotten ¢ld Anthony Dulcimore's estates in county
Down and the bigoted Cromwellism by wnich her
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forefathers obtained them. Dut even German
George's soldiers cannot rob her of that priceless
birthrignt, the determination never to be serious when
she can be merry, and always to be merry when she
should be serious.

Al the traditions of Sherbourn rezord the story of
Kitty’s merriment upon that memorable occasion.
Her immediate cavaliers were, we find, no others than
the «redoubtable and inseparable ccmrades, Captain
Rupert and Captain Beddoe—generally known as
" the twins "'—fierce-mouthud warriors both, bui in
Kitty’s presence as gentle as cooing doves. For her
sapke had they (lo some reasonable ex.ent) spared
thems=lves the liqror; tor her sake they stood upon
either side of a a crazy chawr, while Kitty, mounted
thereon, recounied in verse a true history of the
ciecumstances under which the Royal Dragoons had
come to ‘Warwick. And this is the: measure of 1t—in
imitation, as it would appr_r, neither of the sonnets,
of William Shakespeare nor of the thunderous
eloquence of Master Milton—but merely of a soldier’s
catch and, the rol-de-tcl-lol which then accompan‘zd
the same.

The sojers eame 1o’ Abonside,
All on & rainy moming.
They hunted for Charlie far and wide,
All on a rainy mor ing.
And the sergeant, he says,  What  cee
OF the Seautiful girls in this fair country,
"Tis shoulder arrs, my b ys™ savs he,
All eo & rainy morning,

Kitty sang solto woce, the Marquis keeping time
with his head; the poet Whitehead with his feet,
livldenllf there was no great desire upon the part of
this amiable company that the lilting refrajn shouid
be overheard by the Colon¢l—the most noble one—
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in the adjoining room, nor by old Mrs. Dulcimore,
Kitty & mother, whose tongue would have shamed
the prophet Jeremiah. So it came about that both
song and applause were duly measured and even the
poet's rhapsodies were but the mutterings of a
whisper.

* A positive divinity," said he, *““a shining light
of song in a morass of silence.”

But Capiain Rupert, foolishly enough, and desiring
another verse, said quite inanely :—

‘“ Gentlemen, pray silence for Miss Dulcimore."

‘* Silence for the Queen of Song!™ Wtitelead re-
peated after him.

“ Song—song—song "'—from riany voices.

Little Ensizn Willoughby, more timid than the
others, now chimed in with his ** bush."

““1 believe the Colonel has crme back,"" he éx-
claimed in a solemn whisper.

Kitty was much alarmc] at this.

" Oh," she exclaimed, *'if the grest man were to
see me nowl"

It was a sympathetic utterance; and thr men about
her understood it but too well. For three months had
these [ears begn wvery real, if but rarely exnressed.
Kitty was but nineteen vears old, it is true, but no
woman of thirty could have understood Frederick
Viscount Harburne better.

‘* Oh, if the greac man were to see me!"

““If he did,” cried Ruper., very gallantly, the
light would Ylind him. Whicl. is to say that he's been
blind for a month, eh, Beddoe? ™

The **twins® invariably appealed to each other
when any point of controversy arose, ar.d as invari-
ably give earh other rude answers.

1 object to these childisk remarks,” exclaimed
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Captain Beddoe upon this occasioh, to which Rupert
retorted :—

“ As a child vourself, you'ought to know."

“*'That is very personal, Rupert.”

#* Please to set a good example, Beddoe."

Aud =0 on and so on, while from his comner Major
Repton, still nodding his nead, although the music
had long ceased, clamoured incoherently for another
verse.

“1 would sooner listen to the east wind in a cellar
than to you two at an argument,’”” he exclained,
blandlv. ** Hoid your tongues and let Miss Kilty
sing to us."

“Eut I ouly koow thirty-nine verses,"" rejoined
Uitty, sweetly.

"*Tn which case, my dear girl, we'll-sing-"em-all-
twice," said the M-rquis at a breath.

How far this alarming programme would have been
carricd o#t, or what wouly have been the natural
end of the dispute between the amiable Beddoe and
the eoually amiablz Ruper*, this history is not per-
mitted to4c'l, We may hazard much, but the pllin
truth is just this, that Mrs. Dulcimore herself, a very
Antiope, Queen of the Amazons, as Renton called
her, entered the room at the moment, and away went
al] their plans like leaves before the blast. The first
shot fired at *Jettingen had not produced a greater
hush. Even tkz Major fe'l dumb, merely screwing
up His eyes to ascertain, if that might be, whetier one
lady or two had intrud.d so inauspicioucly.

Mrs. Dulrirore, be it said, paid little regard tn that
which was going on about her. She had ca 'ght the
hatchet-faccd Colonel by the lappel of his coat, and
great were her loguacious opportunities. "He, wortured
as Prometheus on the:rock, wished her where good
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mpnners forbade him to say. He had been thanking
her fur the hospitality shown to some of his officers
during the regiment's -=nforced stey at Warwick,
and graciously enough ne did it, we must admit,

““My dear lady,"” he would say, ''it had to be
sometime—we cculd not stay here for ever, and your
hospitality would have known no bounds."

““No hospitality of mine, be sure of it,"" she re-
torted, aflame with the fury of her speech. *"My
husband says, ‘' We must have the officers at the
house,’ and who was I to contradict my husband?
Ah, Lo:d Harborne, if ye knew what anxietes Mr.
Dulcimore gives me—with him apologizing to eve-y
houghty-toughty man he meets, his running af.ar the
friends of thir great person and the other, and bring-
ing them to me house whether I wout them or no—
eh, I'd be no worse off a widow, and better perhaps.”

The great man heaved a profound sigh—his eyes
were turned toward the .'ice where Kitly:stood; he
sooke almost as one in a dream.

“ Courage, dear lady,"’ he said, ** your aesires may
ye¢* be gratified."

Antiope did not hear him. The blood of speech
fired Ler tongue and she raced or like a huisicane,

** And my dear daughter Kitty to marry. There's a
responsiLility for you. Now, would ye think to look
at her tnat she's the blood of Irish king~ in her veinsr
Yet 'tis true, as ali the country knnws. The great
Brian Bora, he was hor fathe: many times removed.
Ye'd never think it, no, but zhere it is—and such a
responsibility I cannot sleep at night for it. Ah, what
a wile she'd make for a rich man, an Englisn noble-
man, one that the king delights to honcur and our
dear Church to smile upon. You've uever looked
at Kitty as I look at her, Lord Harborne. Ah, whe'd
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be thinking that we spent two hundred pounds, upon
her at a school in London—two hundred pounds as
I'm a living wcman,”™

Harborne knew not what to say. Somewhere be-
hind bis steely eyes a grin was lurking. He h
kndwn many cities and many men--but that an old
womar, this'she-cat of Sherbourn, as he would call
her playfully, should talk to him of marriage—at hjs
time of life, too—occurred to him to Le as fine a thing
as ever William Wycherly had conceived or Mistress
Peg had done for the delight of the groundlings.

““My devr lady,"” he stammered, ** would you spoil
sech a native flower of innocence in a hothouse? ™

*'Au, but my dear lord, what is woman born to, if
tiot to love and marriage? And yu see 'tis our
hhpﬂ.“

“] beg your pa-don,” exclaimed the Colonel, a
happy expression suddenly crossing his sour face,
* but-do not I hear your hroand's voice? "

He had raised his voice purposelessly and silence
fell again upon the room. @ertainly there was some
one in the hall and he had something to say—in a
weak voice, but an earnest one. The company pricked
its ears, .ts excitem:nt undisguised, its expeciation
considerable, As for old Mrs. Dulcimore, she could
hardly contain herself.

“'Tis Mr. -sulcimore, surely,” cried she, *‘and
bringing news from Chester or he s an ijiot.”

Buc Kitty said :—

“ News from Chester: Oh, how welecme! ™

They say tha* the company lsoked glum enough at
this, ana my Lord Harborne in particular —rore so
black a brow *hat even the lamps must blink at it. IKitt
did not care twopence for that., Why shou'd she ¢ Hag
¢t not'beeri rumoured that the steeplechase at Chester
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might be won by Sir Richard Escombe’s horse, Wild
Rose’* If Dick had entered the orute, she knew he
could not lose. That wa> where the shoe pinched. A
pretty thing, said the soldiers, if a dishonoured traitor
might race a horse and rob honest men of their money.

ey were still ithinking about it when old An*hony
Pulcimore entered the roum and at once confessed the
truth.

* Lord Harbcrne, gentlemen,’ he began, '“I must
offer you my apologies; pray, pray do not disturb
yousselves—Me, yuis, Ceptain, be at your ease."’

““ Wy are, I assure you," replied the Marquis, who
could not Lave stood upon his legs for a hundred,
** quite at our ease, Mr. Dul:imors,"

“Did you werhear suchaman!' Mrs, Dulcimor~
chirped ir;, ** and all the company waiting to hear who
won the race at Chester yesterday."

iy dear—I aologize—riding in this very moment
—having been unable 1~ ge. the nuws at Warwick,
what should happen to me but that I meet an Irish-
man upon the road and says he. * Glory e to God,
but Wild Rose won it, and tk.2 maa who rode her was
Sir Richard Escombe, no other, though I be put to
the terture for saying it.' "

Here was & hot shot to fire in among such a party.
Had ycu told the soldiers that Dick was up the
chimr.ay waiting for them to pull him ?awn you cou:d
not have astenished them more. Escowabe in England
—with a price upon h's head! Escombe riding before
the company at Cheﬁter, just az though nothing had
happened these three, morths past! Imposmhle and
preposterous! They would not hear it!' K: tty alone
found eloquence to greet an occasion so amazing.
HNever, was a more joyous voice heard zt Sherbourn.

‘* Captain’' Dick,"" sue rried, leaping dowa from her
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throne, **I knew it—Lord Hartorne—my wager—:
this instant, sir—ths instant!"

His leodship bowed low.

*I wili lay my offering at your feet!” cried he.

*But I don't wear gloves on my feet at all—and
ye seg, "was Dick's horse that I tald ye would be
winning—Captain Dick, Captain Dick!"—-

“ Kiwty, Kitty " cried Mrs. Dulcimore, ™ to be
speaking like this of a man who is o beser than a
highwayman! Has the girl lost her senses? "’

Harbo.ne shrugged his shoulders » French tcach
and prettily ironical.

**The entnusiasms of youth are delightful,” said he,
sotto moce, ‘1 love to s e them rise and wither. DBe
advised by me, madam. Name thi~ man for a
scoundrel and sh2 will make of him a hero—but name
him for a hero, you understand, and the scoundrel
will soon. be at hanc¢.”

“ Ye speak truth, my lord.’" said the old lady, "' and
yet "tis difficult to tell Kitty as much. If Sir Richard
Escombe irdeed is ccme to England, then God help us
all.”

*If he has come to England,” rejoined Harborne
dryly, “* and will also obligzc me by riding into War-
wick, thén I will undertake to place him in torty-eight
hours *here even Mrs. Dulcimore will be.sorry for
Wz

The news hid greatly excited him—so much we
must pdmit. A snrewd head per-eived the pcssibilities
very clearly. He would have given half his fortune
to have laid this man Escorbe by the heels. Had not
the fello~ pubncly thrashed him on the Mall? His
nerves twitched at the memory. Ilis sagaciy re-
minded him that there was no folly so outrageous thai-
Richard Fscombe might not be guilty of it. '



16 SIR RICIHIARD ESCOMBE

I must ride oxer to my quarters,” he said, a few
minutes later; **1 must hear tue news for myself.
Major Repton will praside in my absence—for I
should wish your husband to be with me, Mrs.
Dulcimore. This may suit us both very well. My
dear lady—it might be a night of, good forture.sur-
passing our hopes."

And so indeed it proved to be—but of that you shall
hear in the chapter to come.



CHAPTER I1I

IN WHICH 7S RECORDED THEL AMAZING HISTORY OF TLE
LOTTERY

THE Colonel rode away to Warwick and the five
officers immediately adjourted w «.o* ancient .0om
known as the " oak parlour," there to drink a glass
of whiskey punch, without which life wouid have been
but a:shadow and existe, ce but a mockery.

It is frue that they had ained very .omfortably at
four o'clock, haJl taken a dish of tea with Kitty and
her mother afterward, played a modest hand at whist
and listened to the sweet music of a harp. But a day
whicl had no waiskey pur<i at its tail would have
been like a hurt without a fox to it—and be sure old
Duleimore’s hospitaiity forbade any such tragedy.

So ft came to pase that a very a]r.ar, to Bacchus b-~d
been set up iu the ** oak parlour,”” Whiskey and rum
and lemcns, long pipes 11 those who would smoke
them; snuff for those who would not; high-backed
chairs und a roaring five leaping up the chimney—
wuat more miglc mortal man as< for? Such iuxury
was almost envugh to make them wish that they were
not going back to Lordon to-morrow. \When that
doleful vein passed—ans' they had toasted the King
—then they began. to tulk of Harborne and his
absence.

“ Here's luck to old Nobbs," cries Captain weddoe
—for ** Nobbz ** was the name by which the regiment
knew its colonel.

7
c
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Every glass was lifted, the great silver ladle stirred
the boiling mixture once more—even Major Repton
got his second wind, sc .o speak, and began to talk
with comparative coherence.

" Old Nobbs—Gobbleshm,"" he said.

The poct Whetehead, one of the party, vhe aad
been picked up haphazard at Warwick, and ~arried
willg-nilly to Sherbourn by that notorious lion-hunter,
Mrs. Dulcimore, here expressed the desire to write
an ode to Harborne's glory—something which should
rhyme Mars o triumphal cars—and, as he added
meekly, be the work of a mere mortai.

“ Immortal,” corrected Repton, * by my sovl,
immortal. I'll cvt the throz: of any man who Jenies
it. Set him down here before me and he's a deadl
man already."

VWhitehead admitted very mocestly that his con-
ception might be lacking in some of its details.

“Who can say,” he usked them—"' who can say
Wwith certainty that the gift of immortality does not
breathe upon this living hour—a ‘rose imperishable in
a garland of dezires? "

They applauded him loudly.  Little Ensign Wil-
loughby, whe always spoke his thoughts, cegardless
of the company, remarked that Mr. Whitehead must
certairly have written it for the clvb at Medmenham
—the Hell Fire Club, as London and 3erman George
would call it. Carried on by his idra, he revealed to
them the awful truth that Kiity Dulcimore had ‘gues-
tioned the Colonel about this very place and declared
thar she would go there if he dared Ler.

“ K’ity would climb a steeple if any one dared her,”
=aid Beddoe.

* Or swizn the ocean upon the smallest provoca-
tion,"" added Rupert.
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Ensign Willouehby was not satished. Tn his
boyish simplicjty he would have learned more of that
odd clul, then beginning (o furnish London with
terrible rumours and shortly to astound an age which;
we mu.st admit, was only tu be astounded by a master-
piece. ;

“ Ii's ari awful place, isn't it, that club? ** %e asked
them,

Beddoe shook his head.

'* A school for children, eb Rvy-ee 2 M

" A seminary for youth, ¢h, Beddoe? INeading,
writing, and the art of t'e billet doux."’

** Fractions reduced nd Venus appraised,” from
Repton.

A collection of p.oud willains, low hucksters,
cunning rogues, rare vagabonds, and unsurpassable
miscreants, That's the club at Medmenham, eh,

Rupert? "

** A congloreration of the deadly sins, the living
virtues, al.d the lat=st ditties from the opera. That's
the ciub at Medmenha.n, eh, Beddoe? ™

Willoughuy stared at them reproachfully. He knew
that the'- were telling him the truth, and yet it was

not told as he would wish it.

‘It you have nothing better to say of it than that,
wf]}r do you g there? '* he asked them.

It was a perplaxing question, and puzzled them not
a little. Happily, the poet W hitehead, inspired by
the magnitude of his ¢wn thoughts, prisently con-
descended to nrtice the boy.

“1 go there,” said he, magnificently, "' t» forget
that the we-ld is dumb."

* And blind," added Bedde=.

* And halt,” said Rupert.



20 SIR RICHARD ESCOMBE

" And intoxicated,”’ put in Reptecn.

They repeated it*in maudlin phrases, the despair of
Ensign Willoughby, as‘tney were the pride of their
creators. Presently some one began to talk about
Lonhdon, and at this their old enthusiasm returned,
and Caplain Beddoe waxed eloquent apon the
prospect.

“Gate of my dreams!’ he cried, striving nobly
with Whitehead for the honours. ** London, thou
city of delighte: (L..—2r -ah—um—="

“Goonl Goon!l' from nany veices.

* 1 will continue,"’ said the captain, '* when Rupert
has the decency to pass the jowl."

Rupert did .not pay the sn allest attention to him.
Some minutes of sullen silence passed before Ensign
Willoughby reminded them that they might meet
Kitty in London, ir.d that he, personally, would think
very much better of the city should hey do so.

#1 am sure she has been very kind to us all,” he
said; ' and, really, we haven't treated the old people
vi 'y well. She told me to-might that her father had
promised to take her to London in May. We ought
to be at St. Tames's, then, if the Colonel is to be
helieved."

“So ‘we ouglt,” said the Major. “‘I'm sick of
this fox-huntink, Why doesn’t some one give us'a
toast? Miss Kitty—Gublesher—"'

Here was a new idea and an excuse for a sezond
bowl. We may imagine wiin what zest the proposal
was received. No sconer had 4 tri.n maid set the
steamirg liquor upon the table than Beddoe sprang to
his feet, and, posing for a speech, gained the rapturous
applause: of ‘a delighted company.

“ Beddoe! DBeddoel Sileice for Beddoel”
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** Gentiemen,’" he began, *‘ sy brethren of the
First—in the absernce of our saintly Colonel, tk excel-
lent ol Nobbs, I give you the toast of this night, and
of every night, of yesterday and to-day, of to-morrow
and every morrow—the ladies, God bless 'em. En
perole je wis,  You will drink with me to the name of
our sweet [{itty ; Kitty, the flower of the flotk ; Kitty,
who has been a sister to us since good forlune sent
us to-this house; Kitty, whose fath.r's hospitality is
worthy of a gallant gentleman—this toast I give you
with confidence. Gentlenic.u; we ™e out to' this
wilderness to catch a trr itor, but Kitty has caught us,
God bless her! Some will say that we vught to have
married her—gentlemen we have not done it—I appeal
to you with confidence- -we have not done it, and we
should have do.ae it. ,Joes not the countiyside bear
me out in this? The regiment should have married
Kitty Duleimore, aud it has not denn so.  Shame upon
us—shame upo.a us ali.”

The liquor had warmed him—all, indeed, were far
from that primitive state of sobriety then considered
unbevoming to an officur and a gentleman. When he
asked them f{or the twentieth time way they had not
married Kitty Dulcimore, ‘the others could but cry,
““Why not? Why not? ' and repeat the saying in
incoherent persistency  Presently, hawever, he turned
upon the.n sharply, and put the question with such
persistence that he might have been inspired, not by
the liquor, but by some loncarable sent:meat very
foreign to such a cordi*on.

* Are we going io leave like thieves in the night? "
he crieC, and asked them:—'"' Answer me that? Are
we going to see Mistress Kitty made the spoi. of the
countryside, or shall we do our duty? Reflect upun
it in the secret chambers of your hearts. 1 give you
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the tdast—the bravezt, the niost beautiful, the truest
little woman in all England to-day, Isitty Dulcimore.'

It was good to see the enthusiasm with whizh this
toast was drunk. But, anon, an odd silence fell upon
the company, as though the light words had stung
them, and they were sensible of the :eproaca whith
this persillage conveyed. . As for little Fnuign Wil-
loughby, he had coloured like a girl while Captain
Beddoe spo%e; Fut he dared not utter the thoupghts
which troubled him, and it remained for that old wise-
acre,: Repton, to =2.... 2~ n to terra firma again.

*“ Are jou quite sober, Bea foe? "’ he asked.

“8Sir!" said Beddoe, haf rising, in affronted
gravity.

* A plain question, Beddoe —d'you mean it? "

Some one laughed, foolishl;, at this, and the bowl
went round, as though to divert-attention from cn
awkward subject. The Marquis, however, stuck to
his guns, and would have an answer. He liad a
wonderful head for the liquor, and the more he drank
of it the wiser he became At least, the fainily tradi-
tiva would have it that way.

Y D'you mean it, Beddoe? ™

“ Every wor d of it—we ought to raarry Le-."

* Owing much to the house,”" put in Rupert,

“Ard more to Miss Kiut;,” said Ensign
Willoughby.

* For myself," said the poet, Whi.ehead, ' I have
found the wines good, the women pretty, and the Linen
well aired—undoubtedly a comfortable place.”

" Which makes it all the more desirable that we
should marry Kitty,” Beddoe insisted.

“Then why the devil don’t you do ut?" asked
Repton, almost angrily.
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‘* Because," retorted Beddoe, sslemnly, *' I ani not
conscious of that zall, without whmh—-er—-u,n—hy
Jove—without whu;h—-—

“1'll tell you what,” said Repton, growing more
angry as the talk proceeded; '*it's my opinion that
yor are Joing to play a scoundrel's part. Marry the
girl, anu Lave done with it., If you tan't dgree, draw
‘lots—imitate Joseph's brethren—but do not disgrace
the regiment, or, by heaven, you shall answer to me."

Well, it came upon them like a thunderbolt. Many
accounts of this memorable ~~er- *=wa been publiched,
and in all of them there .s this apology of s rprise—
that what was done th y did in jest, because their
superior officer, the Mar.uis of Repton, forced it upon
them.

Remember that the lir uor had not been spared ; that

it was ten o 'clock at right—a late hour at such an
epoch.

Remember th's, and we may even accept some of
thoge excuses *vhich the oid chronicle has made so
much of.

To draw lots for ! |Etle ritty Dulcimore—it had come
to that, then! Watch Beddoe as he sarings up at tne
idea. Follow Rupert while he laughs tipsily for many
minutes together. e at little Ensign -Willoughby's
side when his eyes 5h:ne like stars and his heart beats

so rapidly that he vdn hardly sit still upon hic chaii.
Not three minites have passed before Captain Beddoe
has snatched a silver bowl from the buffet, and the
poet Wuitehead is cuttine up the slips of paper—one
of which shall mean so much, not only to him who
draws it but to others. The men work like Trojans.
There is sweat upon their faces. One of them hegins
to sing, ** Come, landlord, fill the flowing how!," but
is immediately silenced by the others.
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* Gentlemen,” soys Captuin Beddoe, speuking ina
hoarsc, whisper; ' silence, if yov please. We are
about to make reparation to the house of Du'cimore.
Servants of king and country, it has been said that
¢ur honour is—er——"

Tarnished,”, suggested Whitekead, and ‘the
Captain thanked:him.

* Thet our honour is tarnished—well, we are going
to polish it up—to re-establish ourselves in the eyes of
the world—to do that which we should have done
under no compulei~= whatever. He who diaws the
paper from this bowl, he w.'l marry the Lady Kitty
Dulcimore—an his oath he »ill marry he..”

They all lifted a hand in :3lemn assent. Some of
their faces were white em:u,‘.h but it is to be ques-
tioned if any among them exc :pt Ensign Willoughby
knew what he was doing, or »+hat the penalties of his
acts might be. Ingonseruent e clamations attended
‘the business of the finel proparations. The, poet,
"Whitehead, drummed w.th his finrers upon ‘the
shining table—Rupert was sorting *he papers—Repton
laughed drolly, as though his thoughts were too much
for him—the 1a 1 Willoughby did not lift his staring
eyes from the dread bowl.

And thun upon it all came a loud knocking at the
dloor—and instantly, as at a call to judgment, tFe men
¢eased their occupatinn and askel who came.



CHAPTER 1V

TLHE AMAZING HISTORY OF THE LOTTERY CONTINUED

Now, the Queen of the Amazons was in’a rafe
tantrum, and wildly enough she cpoke: when she
rushed in among that shamed company. So quickly
did her entrance follow v%wa uer aosozl that Buddoe
hardly had time ‘o cover .he silver bowl with « napkin,
or Rupert to hide the ac using papers witn his sleeve.
Ther, the men sat, stwnid, blear-eyed, afraid—and
there stnod Clara Duleir mre, wife of Anthony Dulci-
more, Esquire, as full ¢’ her story as a parson of his
" thirdly."

** Gentlemen ! " she cried, and then, that there might
be po mistake about it, sne regeated the word, "' gentle-
mcn, oh, gentlaiaen! ™

Ensign Willougrby was on his feet by this time,
and tne others imitates him with what grace thoy
could, the Marquis of Repton beiny the incapable
exceptior.. He, fine fellow), boldly grve it up, and
expressed the homage due to Madam’s sex by clutch-
ing the table with or- land and the mantelpiece with
the other—and there he sat, stretched cut like a iilor’s
dummy on a [ootwalk.

* Madam,’ he protesied, ' my dear lady, 'be calm—
control yourself."

“ Gentlemen !"* ¢ried oid Mrs. Dulcimore for the
fourth ume, ** Sir Richard Escombe—Sir Riciiard
EBscombe—gentlemen—he is at Sherbourn—he is
here!*

25
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D.amatic soull Had she lived some thirty years
later, -she might have proved a cerious rival to the
worthy Sarah Siddons As it was, her very striving
after the pose dramatic mierely made her rigiculous.
The men, upon their part, in danger of discovery no
longer, treated her information with a levity wh'ch
moved her almos. to tears, In plain truth, tuey were
a hundred miles from believing her.

“Sir Richar! Escombe at Sherbourn!' cried
Captain Rupert. ‘* My dear madam, that is quite im-
possihle.”

“ Notling's impossible when it happens,” inter-
jected the maudlin Repton. He knew thut he was a
fool to speak at all, but for the life of him he coul 2 not
keep the words back. ‘‘ Notiing's imposhible when
it happens. 'What time did t 1e beggar come here? "'

Mrs. Dulcimore wrung her . ands.

“As I'm a ‘'iving woman,” shz cried, ' Sir
Richard's in the hall this very moment. And me
Fusband in Warwick, and none but a pack of tipsy
gentlemen to keep the hcuse  God help me! What
skall 1 do? ™

Her very ea.nestness sobered them. Major, the
Marquis of R pton, who had th2 best braius of the
company, now sat bold upright, confessing to himself
that he would hdave given ten p.'nds could he have
stood straight upon s legs.

“ Did he say what brings him he-e? " he asked,
with reason.

** He said just nothing at all,”’ cried the old lady,
overjoyed that one proper answer, at any rate. should
be giverd her. *' He's in my parlour, and he would
speak with his old friends, he says. *Tel! them they
have had.the honour '- yes, that was it—"' the honour
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of drinking wine with me in London, and, faith, I'd
drink a plass with them at Warwick," "

* The devil, he did!" cries Repton.

“Yes, and then—ah, I reisnember now—something
Abbey, yes, Medmenham Abbey—I was to tell you—
but, gentlemen, it's all gone out of my poor old head,
and God help me, I feel just as though a ribber had
come to my house.”

Her evident distress did much to rebuke the com-
pany, if but for the moment. There was a little talk
aside, ‘Then Repton, strur>'~_ *~ his [ect at 'ast,
bade Madam be of good _heer.

* Let Sir Richard join us here,” he said. *' There
are m. ny reasons why he should do so. Willoughby,
bring the gentleman in t- us. And you, Madam, be
assured that we vill relie /e you of all responsibility in
the matter."

She suffered herseir to be led away, and En.ign
Willoughby weut out w dr the Iﬁajur s bidding.
When he was gu ~e, Repton turned sharply to Captain
Beddoe, ar i, speaking as an officer of the regiment,
commended a silent hea.ing.

** Escombe was a friend of mine,”” h. said. ‘I am
sorry that he should come here, but I have no choice.
He must be detainud until the Colonel returns—if
necessw..y, by force.”

* That should not be very dificult,, Major.'™

“Areyousosdre ol it? Look at aurself in the glass
and at me. This is the best figlter in Fran~e ts-day.
Are you sure that we car keep him here? ™

** At least we may try—ch, Rupert? "

Ruper:. said " Yes,” and turned toward the dcor.
They could hear footsteps in the passage, anc pre-
sently Ensign Willoughby flung the door.wide:open,
and there upon the threshold, stood the man whom
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their regiment and others had hunted since Prince
Char.‘e rode down to Derby. Shall we wonder that
a dead silence fell upon the room? Nothing, surely,
so astounding had happened in all the months since
the trouble began.

Let us take a glance at mad Dich Escombe a. he
stands there in’the doorway. History uas told us
that he was then thirty-one years old—not a very tall
man, but lithe ~nd shapely, with a woman's grey-blue
eyes and a mass of curly brown hair that had just a
glict of gold in li—.:" -ertainly lacked a wig this
night—Jrm to prominent i the chin, the nnse was
small and slightly tilted, the forehead high, the back
of the head well-rounded, the shoulders speak’ag of
great physical strength, the rands of almost a woman’s
delicacy. Dressed for rio'ng, hc wore coat and
brecches of an olive-green ('~th, high leather boots
almost to his thighs, rufles at wrist and throat, and
in his hand he carried ¢ three-cornerad hat with gold
embroidery about the brim. Perhar. you would have
said that it was the manner of tue man ;ather than
his physical gqualities which made others go ia such
awe of him—a wonderfully gentle and kindly manner,
that cf the grand seigneur added to a Celtic freedom
and courtesy altogether irresistible. Let Dick
Escombe enter any room in Furope, and meu's eyes
(and women's, too) would turn atter him. Let him
speak aloud, and there is silence all about. That, at
any rate, is what Chestarfield has -written of him—
and who should know if si~h 2 man be discredited ?

Here, then, you haye the intruter who stood in the
dourway upon that memorable evening and “owed, a
little ironically, perhaps, to the assembled company.
‘The mien, upon their part, were utterly.at a loss—and
small wonder that thev should have been.. Was not
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this a traitor and an ouilaw—a man for whor the
prison, if not the scafiold, waited? * And he came in
here amomg ther just as if i{he house were his own
and they his guests. Could effrontery go further?
they wire asking themselves,

* Gent'zmen,” says Sir Richarg, bowing low,

your obedient servant."

Well, no man had a word to say to this, There was
Repton still balancing himself against the chimney,
there weze the automatic Beddoe and Rupert standing
together by the punch-bow’', there sprawled the gaping
poet, aud yonder Master Willoughby fidgetted with
hiz *humbs. Good luck to the lad—some impulse he
could not control warmed his heart, and he strode
gcross the rcom and offered Dick his hand.

* Sir Richard.”

' Ah—a man."”

He shook the outstretched hand wa;mly, and turned
again:to the othars.

“* Gentlemen, ne cried—his voice sour as vinegar—
* Captain Rupert, Cap*lin®* Beddoe. I ask your
pardon for this intrusion.”

Once, more they held their tongues. Repton had
something to say, but the heat of the fire..nd rhe siquor
he had taken quite deprived him of utterance. And
while he hesitated [Di- went on.

““1 ask your pardon for this intrusion—if it were
your house, I would make ye a handsome apology—
but not being your hous, but my friend Mr. Dulci-
more's, then, I say, pray :.mh&: :,ruursr:lf at home, and
faith, I‘ll do the same entirely.'

He strode across the oak parlour toward the fire, ahd
turned his beck upon the Marquis as he did so. The
awkward paus: which followed his address did not
daunt hir, at all. Five men v} that apartment knew
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perfertly well that their master s.ood among them,
and not one had the courage to answer him a word.
Our charity can but sup-ose that th~y waitud for the
Major—and the Major's tongue had tied itself into
cunning knots when he would speak of an '* unex-
pected pleasure, ' It remained for Captain Becdoe to
stammer out something foolish.

'* 5ir Richard,” he began, ** I am sure we all feel—
that is to say—we are—ch, Rupert? "

To which Rupert answered in effect that he was
guite of Beddoe's opinion.

"Ha," says Sir Richard, ]aughing at them aLout the
corners of a wicked mouth ; ** ye're mighty please to
see me, by my soul. M" old friend Beddoe, too—

'twas a little sprig of a saucy boy that I remzamber ia
London. Captain, if your I'eart has grown as big as
yo''r body, vou're a fine ma. entirely.”

“ Sirl " cried Beddoe—for whether to take it as an
affront or a compliment he knew ne more than the
dead.

Sir Dick, however, was e, ‘oying himsell immensely.

“ It was my hope,”” he went on, ** that your Colonel,
loving me dearly as he does, would be here to kill the
fatted ca'¥ when I came in. [ €2 not see hur, and the
calf is lowing in the meadows."

“ T ood Harborne has been cu.'ed away upon urgent
business concerning the regiment," said Rupert.

** And will not be detained long,” added Beddoe.

* The Colonel has gone over to headquarters to talk
about you, Sir Richard, sdid little Ensign Wil-
loughby ; and the poet Whitehead added, sotio voce—
“ A d—-d tragic subject, as I live.”

Irick heard them patiently. Not so vary long ago
he had beea telling bimself that this i.itrusion might
not be unattended w tn certain risks of  personal



SIR RICHARD ESCOMBE 31

nature—but these he now perceived to be illusor, and
the hope of seeing Kitty warming within him, he
was amured both by the malad.oitness and perplexities
of the witless company about him.

“ A ‘ragic subject I will be when your Colonel pays
his losses on Wild Rose," said he. !

And.then, quite kindly, He asked them :—

** Has the old horse wounded any of you in this
room? I trust not. I would not have it so."

This was like the old Dick, and it did not fail to
warm some hearts toward Lam®  After all, he had been
a man whom other men were proud to know in the
davs before the tragedy, and it soon became evident
that none of his old maste~v of men had been lost to
kim. Wher little Willoughby declared frankly that
none but the Colcnal had been foolish enough to bet
against Richard Escr.ube, and that Kitty had -ron
upon the horse, the colour came ggain to Dick's
cheeks, and he answered them almost boisterously.

*'Then you wo.. gentlemen? Good luck to all of
ye. 'Were ye not at yr.r wine when I came in—
"‘twould be-at old Duicimore's wine, more correctly—
but will ye say of me that ] kept thirsty men from
their liguec?  Shame upon the thought] A glass to
Wild Rose. Come, gentlemen, 1'll give ye the toast.”

He crossed to the t_ble and laid his hand vpen the
very bowl from:which they had been upon the point
of drawing the lots. This was the moment at which
Major Repton at last found his tongue and contrived
a sentence whose sibilants did not baffle him.

** Sir Richard Escombe,’ he said, *' I think it right
to tell you that Colonel Harborne will not welcome
yolt to this bouse,” :

* And why _10t? " Dick asked, stayinghisband at
the questisn.
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** ¥You yourself can best answer +hat."

“I can answer it, Major, when any man who has
the right to question speaks the word.”

* That's your own affair,"” continued the Major pet-
tishly, but little Ensign Willoughby, putting his foot
in it as vsual, Lilurted out the whele storv of Dick's
supppsed delinguencies.

*They say that you bolted out of England, Sir
Richard, and were with the Prince at Derby. The
Colonel's going to arrest you."

““ A cursed black indicuaent in hexameters," mur-
mured the poet. Dick minded neitler of them.

* Harborne always was a sprig of a man,'" he <aid
lightly, **I remember that 1 had to flog him on the
Mall. Does he say that I was at Derbv? ™

" A great many people sar it."’

"'Tis kind of them entirel». Indeed, and I .was
there all the tim2.*"

They looked at him amazed.. Incredible to helieve
that he had admitted an offence which might cost him
his head. Either he .va. mad or he knew that the
4ame was up and had taken this short road to judg-
ment. Dicle, meanwhile, would laugh about the
corners of thut wicked mouth of his.

*“Will I not be saying it? Sir John Cope knows
that 1 ovas theie. Good luck ¢4 him. And since we
must speak of it, gentlemen, a toast to that same King
ye mention. [ say, God bless him."

Now, this was ranl treason, and nardly had it been
uttered when four hands Jew lo the place where four
swords should have been and a fifth fumbled idly at
the waist-belt. Whiteherd, more dramatic- than the
others, cried, ' Et tu Brute—then fall Casar.”
Major Repton took a step forward as though he would
dash the cup from Dii k's hands.
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"Si!em:;e,” he roared.

** Sir,"" says Dick very sweetly, " a glass to good
King George. Will ye dery me that? ™

So here you have him laughing at them again, and
befqre ®iair anger has passed he is apostrophizing the
merit$ of +he punch in the silver cup he had mistaken
for a bewl.

“The punch of my country, the ounch of your
country, gentlemen, God was good to the world when
he tauglt us to make punch, Join me in a ccp to
George of Dettingen, for that’s a toast every honest
man should rink."

Ei. rast the napkin aside and lifted the cup. If we
do not dwell upon his astunishment, let the circum-
sfances be cur apology. Dick Escombe had quenched
his thirst with many liquers in many lands, but never
vet "had he been asked to tcast a.King in slips of
paper. As . for the men round about him, their faces
had tutned the colour of honest beetroot. How sorry,
and mean athing tue jest anpeared to be now! And
what excuses could they inake, what apologies offer,
to such a*man? They knew he was thout to whip
them soyndly.

“ Sure,’ he cried, ** ye have a lawyer among ye?"

“ It's"a little private affair,"" says Rupert.

*“We wete drawing lots, sir,"" chimed in Master
Willoughby, and to Captain Rupert he declared that
he couldn’t help it. His tongue was like a thorough-
bred. Touch it with the waip in question and away
it went,

" Why%hould ye help it, iad ?"" asked Sir Richard,
who had overheard him. *‘Is there anything In ll
the world a mapn should be less ashamed cf than his
love for a gbod horse?"'

D
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“T’nless it be his love for a pretty girl,"” Wil-
loughby retorted.

Dick would not demur to that.

** Ay, a pretty girl, surely! But, ye'll understand,
life's not so unkind to us that we draw lo's for our
women. Now 'cok at me, Dick Escombz  “vhirty-
one years have I lived and never put me hand upon a
lucky bag yet, A good woman and a good horse,
Was it not a sweepstake ye were drawing 7"

B >ddoe said boldly that it was. They had iecovered
their ccurage, and a touch of malice to it lo give it
flavour. “Why should not the thing go an? If they
could drag him into it, his silence was assures, and
besides, Kitty's partiality and weakness were known,
It would be an excellent jest to let bim win the lucky
number and wait for that which must follow after.
So much Beddoe whispzred to Rupert and. Rupert to
Repton while Lick wa. taliing to Frtle Willoughby.

“It will keep him until the Zolonel comes,"”
Beddoe said.

“If we can manage it,"" Repton replied. e was
much sobere . and began to speak with some coher-
ence.

They talked aside at the corner of the mantelpiece,
but Dick, still at the table, waxed more eloqueat while
they whisperéd and declaimed loudly upoa the merits
of a sweepstake,

" Sa:,r, what is it,”" he asked them, **a guinea, a
hundred, a1 horse, a houad, a palace, a kingdom—
faith, Dick Escombe’s with ye. Say, friends, what
is it now 7"

You can come in if you like,” Runert answered
with as much nonchalance as he cruld command.
** I'll write out a num der for you. We aran't paying
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anything. You'll understand that better afier-
wards."

This was said'to give him a better opportunity of
manipulating the papers. He did not wait for Dick to
respond. but, calling Beddse to his side, began at
once-to sift the lods.

“ You draw from the plate, Beddod, and"I?ll call.
Now, number one ?"’

** A -blank," said Beddoe.

YA hundred I don’t win the prize," cried Dick.
No one took him.

“Twa?"

i Blank.'I

1] "l. ;-:EE?“

" Blank.”™

“ Your? "

“* By' Jove—Sir Rmhard "

“{What?" cried Escombe, * I've won?"

‘! There's no doabt about it. Look it the list.”

An amused smiie crossed Dick's face as he took the
paper from the outstretched-hand. Then he asked
quite siraply :—

** And what may the prize be?"

* Read it," said Repton. Fe was star.ag at young
Willoughby, who had turned as white as a sheet
again,

Sir Richasd unfolded the paper, smiling all the
while. Presently he began to read in'a slow measured
voice which betray :d neither uver.nich curiosity 'nor
unfeigned joy at his unexperted luck.

“ Who draws this iarries Kitty Dulcimore—upon
his solemr word of honour.”

Sir Dick, we say, read the words very slowly, and
then the paper fluttered from his hand. For an
instant even. his face turned degciy pale, but he drew



36 SIR RICHARD ESCOMBE

himself more erect and, seeing the sorry looks all
abou; him, he strode across to Beddoe and laid his
hand upon his sword.

' Sir,"" he cried, "*you lied to me!

" Sir," stammered Berddoe.

* Deny it not, or, by God, you shall answer where
you stand. You lied to me.”

*Iu jest,” retorted Beddoe lamely.

Dick's look was something to see.

“In jest,"" he thundered, swinging round upon his
hee: to face the others. * Isitin jest, then, that the
officers of the Dragoons, with the King's crat upon
their backs, is it in jest that they wouid shame the
truest little woman in Europe this night? God
Almighty give me patience. Isitin jest? "

Not &« man spoke. Not one could answer him.
They stood dumb and ashamed before him ; and while
they so stood, sorie one opened the door, and without
a word IKitty Lulcimo. e came in aruong them..



CHAPTER V

WHICH 15 ABOUT KITTY AND OTHERS

Now, the precise reason which sent Kitty to the oak
parlour =t such a moment and under such circum-
stances might well provide a feast of argument to the
logic cuopper and man of abstract philosophies.

He. flowery soul, would love to tell us, in the
manner of a Greek chorus, speaking perchance
bencath a mask and wearing the soccus or the
cothurnus as the mood dictated. He would tell us the
whole story both of ber coming and her going; how
she had linked arms with that fine 'scpundrel, Master
Coincidence ; hew she fluttered and sank beneath the
embarrassments of “er surprise; how very astonished
Sir Richard was todee he.; the apologies she made
and the appeals that He uttered ; with all thisa chorur
properly would have to dq. , We, how ver, find the
matter of.n.0 interest ‘vhatever. We o not care a
Georgian guinea why she came to the parlour; we do
not purpose to ask her any questions; we are corvinced
that she was trovbled neither by a beconing hysteria
nor by a fashionable fluttering. We know Kitty too
well to suppose any such absurdity.

It may be, of course, tha. the whole stor was very
simple. She may just have overheard Dick’s voice,
and, fearing for his safety, may have run to warn him
of Lord Harborne's visit to 'Warwick. If svch an
explanation dres not suit the proper intrigues of
comedy, thdt is no fault of ours. The truths of life are

7
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usually very artless; we do not seek to make them
otherwise. For us it is sufficient to show Kitty upon
the threshold and Sir Liichard still warm in his anger,
and, upon that, men sidling from the room and
Repton stammering an apology, and tie poet
murmuring a distych, and finally, just as theugh it
had been done by the hey, presto, of a conjurer, Dick
and Kitty alone together—and the others gone, heaven
knows where,

Understand, if you please, that the five offiers were
in no mood to let this proper rebel escape the house
without further question. The giooms alrevdy had
possession of Dick’s jaded horse; there were others
upon the road to make an audience for that flute-
playing rogue, Barry Michigan. Whataver else
happened to him, Sir Richard .nust give a good
acrount of himself and must give it quickly, if he
would escape a long residence in Warwick gaol. This
the tipsy company understood very well when it had
the decency to withdraw from t.e room and leave
I{itty to tell her own story

““Let Harborne settle our debt,” said Beddoe
wisely. *' Why should we risk our skins when there
is no neressiy? I'm for another bottle uver at the
inn. The man won’t run while Kitty’s with him, and
why should we go thirsty ? Let Rupert tell us if he
taﬂ...l

Neither Rupert northe Major demurred. All were
much excited by what had happened, and while the
Marquis s*ill found a gnou word to say for Dick, little
Willoughby could speculate upon nothing but the
loctery.

*“ Will he propose to her, do you think ? " he asked
them one by one.

They replied to hia that he ought to have done
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it three years ago., ‘‘ But she voon't marry him if
he does,” said Repion with conviction. * The old
woman qas taught her to fly at higher game."

** At Harborne," said Rupert with a grin; and he

added sententiously, "‘Delectable divinity, how vefy
mode-t she is!
, From this it is to be perceived thatthe men,were far
from being at their ease, although the most part of
the danger lay behind them. DMany minutes could
not pass before the Colonel returned from Warwick.
Let him give the order and Richard Escombe’s Fherty
would not have five minutes to run. The cituation,
indeed, grotified both their curiosity and their
affronted dignity ; for, while they still smarted under
Dick's accusation, they knew that the law would
avenge them in the end.

And what of little Kitty meanwhile? Iitty who had
but just sung of arms and of men; who had ueen
daring and devilry itselt’ whin FreJerick, Lord Har-
borne was upon the scene. Behold how great a change
had come upon Kimty. There she stood, a flush of
roses sor her cheeks pher head poised upon a fair white
neck; doubt and hope and fear in her gyes. Did she
not tell F2rself that she loved this wild outlaw of a
man, that for her there was none other 'in all the
world, had been none other? She met him, first in
Ireland as a mere child, again in London on tile out-
skirts of the court, and lastly by Moreton Fell, in
Cumberland, waither her sfathier had gene at Sir
Richard'’s bidding. @h, Fir Richard had always been
the hero in her eyes! These sorry events of kings
across .he seas and kingg at St. James's, what yere
they to Kitty ? She loved the man, and he had never
loved her. Such was her belief, though perchance
pride hid'it even from herse]fl

1
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Arid so she camre before him with ‘more than a
flutter:at her heart and more tha.. a tale of wild sur-
prise in her clear blue eyes. Look at the pair of them
and you may say that thcy would pass anywhere for
brother and sister. The same wicked laugh about a
shapely mouth, the same curly brown hair upon a
high white forehcad, clear skin, retroussd nuse, pretty
hands, fine carriage—Kitty had them just as markedly
as Dick and was equally well aware of it. And this
was the more surprising when we remember that he
had ¢n English mother and she had not, that the
English blood in his.veins had waxed rich up~n the
rare meats of Cumberland, while su_h English
ancestry as she boasted had come originally Jrom
Cockney town itself, a fine Puritanical breed, who
were  Preise-God-Barebones or  Sing-to-the-Lord-
Lustily-Pennyfeather in the days when Charles was
King.

Tﬁese are things we must remembe: now; when the
pair came together again -and Kittv was on fire to
speak all her heart to Dic. Hew glad che was to
see him! How willingly she would haye run to
him and taken both his hands in hers! Pride, the old
enemy, alone orbade her. And pride cou'd simply
say i—

* Sir Richard--oh, Sir Richard—"'

“Wiut? " eried Dick, **is it *Sir Richard' I am
to you, Kitty 7"’

She tried to face it wut a- bhe crossed the floor toward
her; tried to be the brav~ little body that would
tell him nothing either of her joy or her sorrow—but
lo, the woman within her suddenly spoke, an1 gone
was all disguise in a twinkling.

'“Oh’ Dick, why have you never been near us?
Why have we not hear( from you—mon hs, months
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months? What is it, Dick, what has kept you {;om
our house? "

He heid her hand in his, aad-drew her toward the
chimney, There, for a little while, he looked down,
upon the childish face lifted to his own and recalled
such # sweet dream of the old time thgt his voice came
near to breaking when he spoke to hor.

“There were soldiers for your friends and they
didn't like me, Kitty," he said at last. ** Forlune
quarrelled with me and went sailing away over the
sea. I had to leave the regiment—""

" Dizk, why did you leave it, Dick?™

He sighed and bade her sit by him on the settle.
The frelight played warm upon both their faces—
aiwd uporr the great silver bowl behind them from
which he had jus. drawn the paper which put him on
his cath fo marry her.

“WHhy did I leave the regimen.? Has Harborne
never told you that?" '

She bent her head. How could she answer him?

*'1 doubi not he jhas beca very eloguent. Did his
eloqueace make mention of that which followed after
Medmenbam? "'

She look=d up with interest now.

** The abbey near Windsor, Dick ? The place where
Mr. Wilkes and his iriends play at being monks? "'

“ No other. Would that you had never heard the
name of it, Kitty. 'Twas there I quarrelled with your
friend, Lord Haiborne."

“ He is not my friend, Dick.”

** All the town says so. What else keeps him from
the Cour: and his pleasures? ™

* Oh, Dick, Dick! If you knew the truth? "

1 do know it, Kitty. This was the man who
brought a youag lad to his deach at the Medmenham
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Club—because of = rule binding all men of honour,
but forgotten in a.mad hour by tue boy who broke it.
Would ye hear the story, Kitty? "

““ Would I hear it from you, Dick? "

He drew her a little closer to him and bcgar ta
speak in & low voice.

* Medmenham is but a village on the banks of the
river,"" he said. '' '"T'was a Franciscan monastery in
the old time. Now it is the home of rakes and rascals
—wits who have lost their wit, gamesters who have
no hononr in their games, the froth and scum of the
palace and the city. For such amusement as it could
give me in the old days, I went there with the others.
Their rules I obeyed while they were rules a man of
honour could observe. The day came when 1 wes
called upon to show my true opinion of them., Har-
bo. ae will have told you of that day, Kitty P

She turned away her head, hiding a crimson face
from him and almost as'-amed to sp.ak."

** The story of Honor Marwood, Dick?*

““'The story of Honor Marwaood, Kitty., Shke went
to the club with your noble friend. Youag Willy
Fenton, the son of old Fenton, the parson, of the
Savoy, fell head over ears in love with her, though
sghe was but 2 dancer from the theatre. H. broke
the rule of the house which says that no man shall
come between a member and his guest—when that
guest is a lady. Snould he do sc, he shall die by
his own hand before su-set on the {ollowing day.
It is a law made of necessity, by men who would pass
ir. madness the philosophies of the rosy crss. Ye
ses the kind of company it is—hot bloods who would
draw sword upon the raising of an eyeorow; bullies
and blackguards fron. the taverns an'l \he theatres.
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Mr. Wilkes was right to make such a law and tu say
that it should be kept.”

‘ And young Fenton broke it, Dick? "

"Young Fenton broke it. I was in London, and
kn »w uothing of it until thiee days had passed. '"Twas
too fate -then, IKitty; he had shci himself, but 1
whippad the man who drove him to his death, and I
whipped him where all the town should know of it.
Thereafter, it is a story of those who'had the King's
car aga.nst me. Could 1 have spoken for mysell, the
mischief had not been done; but I was in Cumberland
when they planned it, and German George, who
loves a soldier, gave me no soldier’s hearing, for they
told him, I took a whip in my hand because 1 was
ufraid. That's why I left the regiment, Kitty; that's
the affair of Honor Marwood."'

Kitty's heart beat fast engugh at this—there I no
such music for a woman?s errs as a man's denial that
his love is elsewhere—but » woman had been named,
and about that woman she must know more, though
the heavens fall.

“*I'm so glad, Dick,” she said, *' so glad—but did
you not like her a little, Oick? "

** Ah, Kitty, 'tis a woman’s heart that is speaking
all the while. And will T be angr» with it=Dick,
who knows what a woman's heart may be? Let me
tell you this—she was no more (o me than a little,
pitiful face in a : 2a of troub!2. Iwould have steetched
out a hand to her—she war to have been married—she
would have done well but for Harborne and his
slanders, Well, he answered to me for them—end,
Igitty, will ye tell me when you began te believe
what this n.an said to you? "

It whoily reassured her—liow easily is a woman
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who loves thus comiforted. Dick's fine faith in him-
sell wus ever infectious. Kitty, she knew not why,
had almost forgotten het fears for his safety by this
time. And, forgetting them, a little friend of laughter
came and sat beside her.

“Am I not to believe that great gentlemar, Lick—
the salt uf the earth? ™

" Ananias in boots and breeches—'

** Oh, but, Dick—when he returns to London—""'

** God send him there soon."

“ When he returns to London I'm to have a place
at the Court—to be near him, Dick—to he near him
always. He calls me Thalia, and the Queen of
Ireland, when I am tired of that—EKitty the Rose, and
Kitty the Shamrock—and he wouldn't know a sham-
rock if he saw one. Do you know, Dick, I believe
that Captain Beddre paints like a play actress? "'

* The sprig of 1 man- would he marry you as well
as the others?"

Kitty laughed. She wa. too young to -:nderstand
his meaning wholly.

 Marry me, Dick!" she exclaimed, in surprise.

“'Tis not very fashionable talk in these days, but
I'd be asking you all the same. Has Lord Harborne
spoken to you of marriage? "'

She snook her head just like a child -who does
not remember.

“I'm to have a noust full of jeviels—when he’s
dead, Dick. Oh, what tali. of diamonds, and pearls,
and rubies."

** And, Kitty—ye never rmembered Dick wuen the
pre~aue stones were shining? "’

* Why should I when Dick was so far away from
me? "
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She spoke a truth, Richard Escombe hadwalways
seemed to stand so «ar above her, that even her warm
heart hid never dared to whisper the words, " He
loves me.” Even now, at the happy moment of it,
when his hot words were poured into her astonished
ears, when he caught her in his arms and his lips burned
upon her own—even then Kitty cbuld nc: wholly
believe that this great happiness had come to iler.

“ Kitty,” he cried, " "tis true, and I am ashamed—
but I had no right then—and God knows what right
I have now. My home sold to strangers—my horses
gonen-God bless 'em—what right had I to come and
speak? Bu!, Kitty, there's never been a day since
I first saw you that I had not love for you in my heart
—ay, the little dare-devil Kitty, who rode my brown
mare when no man would look at her twice—
Kitty, who climbed from the window of the school-
house, that she might see Dick Escombe—Kitty, who
made the priest dance at the fair--"twas my Kitty
always—mine always—to redeem a man who sees the
world blace before him and is looking for a light—
my Kitty, if the sun will shine upon me—that's whit
I should have told ye long ago—that’s what | would
have ye bear to-nigt—Kitty, my darling—have ye
no answer—will ye be silent when Dick Escomba
speakd? '

He had «drawn her nearer and neareér, and now he
folded her close in his arms. The dream of her
happiness had come true—.he hope of her girlhood
rewarded beyond all her laith.

And what answer could she make him, what subter-
fuge orzgirlish pretence or mock aside beloved of the
times? In truth, Kitty would have nough. tc do
with these, but, laughing, crying, and nestling to him,
she just lified her pretty face, and said:
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4 lave you, Dick—I have always loved you—my
Dick, iny dearest boy."
* L L L 3 * E 3
Who would hawve the heart to tell her that Fate
stood at her elbow, and that the hour of her sorrow
was at hand ?



CHAPTER V1

OF Ad AFFAIR WHICH HAS AN UNPLTASANT ENDING

THERE is no precious record at Sherbourn of the
circumstances under which that very firm-willed lady,
Clara Dulcimore, accompanied by Anthony, of the
same name, almost discovered Kitty in Sir Richard's
arms, uvut we may be sure that the affair had a tragic
side enough.

Two who are in a corner with the firelight playing
upowd their happy . faces, two who speak of love and
to-morrow, are apt (o be a little absent-minded where
merely mundane affairs are concerned.

To be quite honest about «f, Dick and Kitty had
forgotten the very existence of that magnificent
personage, the Colonel of we Regiment, when they
heard his step in ke passage, and his greeting to
Anthouy Dulcimore thundered through the house
If the lovers sprang apart, if Dick stood up and Kitty
rontinued .o sit, well, many a thousand have inzitated
them since that dreary night of March, and many a
thousand will so act a part in the years to come. No
devolees at a prayver meeting wore a imore innocent
look when discovery came. Ewven that termagant,
Clara Dulcimore, hardly know wnat to say to them.
She could but stand and d.rt fury from her amazed

reyes, and her timid hushand for once forgot to
apologic: to any man. It remained for Lnrd
Harborne to speak.

*Sir Richard Escombe,” says he, in the manner w

a player at tte King's Theane.
47
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‘ My lord,” says Sir Richard, with incomparable
digniiy.

“1 am here m know the meaning df your presence
in this house.’

“ Being your house, my lord?' askel Dick,
proudly.

“ Be‘ng the hause of one of His Majesty's subjects,
who will not harbour rebels.”

Dick laughed with fine scorn.

““"T'was another name ye called me wher last we
met. Shall I remind ye? On the Mall at London,
when I had a whip in my hand? "

** Gentlemen,'" cries Lord Harborne, blazing with
fury; ‘' gentlemen, you hear this?" for the officers
had followed him to the room.

Dick did not care a rap of thc fingers for them,
He knew that Kitty watched him narruwly. he under-
stood all that she must teel and suffer in tlus moment,
and never did a man so delight in his '.’ictﬂl‘}l'

* They hear it, be sure,”" he rejoined in answer to
my lord's question, **‘The worla is never deaf when
-he tale concerns a rogue. You ask me why 1 came
here? My lord, "twas %o bring you the good news
that 1 am on my way to Lordon, and Leg you tc
obey the command which His Majesty is gracious
enourh to write."

Harborne EEEppﬂd: back as though a man had shot
him. Those in the room now stood in two companies,
as it were—upon the one side the Coionel, his officers,
and the m-ster of the huvuse; upon the other, Dick
and Kitty, and her mother, still so enraged, that
colterent utterance was danied her.  And between
th= ranzs this grenade fell. Escombe on his way to
Londor! Harborne would as soon have believed
that they had made hin. a peer,
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* A command from the King!'" cried he, taking a
step backward as he spoke. **I believe it when 1
hawve it, sir."

*Then I'll not keep ye waiting, my lord, since the
love of your company is mostly on your own side.
Be pleased *o read that—and, when }ftlu hawe read it,
te answer me as the King determines.””

He drew a long white parchment from his pocket,
and held it out toward the amazed Colonel. Such
was the general astonishment, that the others crovded
about their chief, and peered at the crabbed black
writing and the royal arms which crownec the docu-
ment, as though they had come from another world.
No man who had received a letter from-St. James’s
coruld mistake the nature of this letter. Harborne
took it at last, his fingers trembling with rage, and,
having taken it, he turned aside that he might read it
by the light of the candles =ill burning upon the
table.

“1 will give you my answer presently,” he said,
and to that Sir Richard did but bow assent.

“* My lo-d,"" he said, ** your despatch shall be made
mention of at the Palace, Uelfeve me." |

He spoke lightly envugh, yet had Dick Cscombe
but known it, this was as sorrowful an hour as he
must live in the course of that stirring life of 'his.
Fate, to be sure, *as about to play a scurvy trick upon
Sir Richard-—a trick, be it said, th~t should rost.him
a woman's love and the whole fruit of his immediate
happiness, and send him to London, not as a victor
triumphant, but as a man who has played for all and
won, nothing, ashamed befofe them, and unable td
answer anything. This, in truth, is what came of it,
and how it c.ne you shalI now near.

Lord, Harborne, we have sald was at the table

E
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reading the King's letter; the officers had gone over
toward Mrs. Duléimore—all but Captain Beddoe, who
stood near Kitty, and, being still hazy with the wine,
made a poor affair of the attempt to please her. Dick
himself waited for my lord, proud and erect, and.
glorying in that volte face which a.bit of white parch-
ment had contrived. All, in fact, appeared to be
going as merrily as a marriage bell, when up comes
the little imp of mischief they call ** mischance,” and
no snoner had he said a dozen words than :the fat is
in the five, and a great wrong done to as fine a gentle-
man as any that history has heard of.

It was Captain Beddoe's doing—tuere is not a
doubt of it. Anxious to please Kitty, his drunken
wit perhaps planning some mischie! toward Eir
Richard, what must he do but make mention of the
lc.tery—and this not directly, but by means of a
question.

“Well,"”” he asked her as they stcod in the corner
together, '‘and may 1 congratulate you, Miss
Dulcimore? ' .

““ Upon what? " Kitty asked, very natvrally.

“ 1Jpon your engageine.it to Sir Richard,"’ says he,
laughing out of his queer littlr eyes, and rucking upct
his heels as a man not over-sure of his balance.
Kitiy's face, they say, flushed as crimson as the paper
on the walls whon she heard him.

*Uppn my engagement to Sir Richard! But what
do you know of that, Captain Beadoe? "

““1 pui the papers ia the bowi, that's what 1 know
of it. He drew the lucky number—of course he did
“who else should have been drawing it? Sir
Richard’s a fine man. Congratulations, Miss
Dulciinore, upon my_soul.”

Unconsciously, his eyes turned, towards the guilty
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bowl; he perceived the slip of paper’still lying on the
ground, and not alone he, but Sir Richard also. God
knows what sudden fear came into Dick’s heart, but
he looked quickly at Kitty and she at him, and it
was as tuough some great wall of misunderstanding
rose up between them in an instant, azd never would
be pulled down again. Neither spokt a word'; ;+ that
dreadful silent question was understood none the less,
and Dick knew how difficult it would be to answer it.

“ My Icrd,”” cries he, suddenly turning to Harborne
as though he could suffer the silence no longer, * my
lord—""

Lord Harboone, who had perused the paper twice,
now folded it very carefully, and handed it back with
a ‘ine bow.

1 perceive,’” says he, * that the King has need of
you in London, and that all commanding officers ave
to expedite your journey .thither. His Majesty's
wishes-are my commands. What do ‘you need that
this house can give? "

““A horse,"” says Sir Richard, **a horse, my lord, and
shelter 1or n.y own poor beast, that is sadly broken."

“There is nothing which we shall find as
willingly,”” says my lord, with a sneer, and 'then
he told Mr. Dulcimore, ** I will send one of my own
if this is inconvenient, Mr. Dulcimore.

" Not inconvenient at all, my lord," cried the
obsequious old gentleman. “1 would ap-nlaglse to
Sir Richard Escon.be that I have nothing better than
my black horse, Patrick, but if he would:deign to
rest here until the morning—that is, if it would be
agreeable for him to sleep hore—"'

He hesitated, afraid, perhaps. of his own temerity
and of that which Mrs. Dulci nore would have to
say upon it by.and by. To the surprise and wonder
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of all, however, it was Kitty who next spoke, coming
out among them, and facing Dick as though she
would strike him upon the face.

" Deny itl" she cried, forgetting all abhout her,
the hot shame of it burning in her blood; ** deny
what this gentléman has told me!™

**Hs can’t deny it,"" says Beddoe, lurchirg
forward. '* Put him to the proof and hear him. He
can't deny it."’

Dick did not ask them what. As in a flash the
whole business of the lottery came back to his memory,
his own hrt anger, the bowl upon the table, the afiront
he had put upon them. - How could he well Kitty such
astory! And what right had she to doubt him, even
to questjon his honour toward her? Oh, be sure, he
was wholly an Irishman who had now swung about
u;ron his heel and matched his pride against her own.

** Do you believe it, Kity ?"' he asked her.

" Tell me that you did not do it, Dick; tell me!™

* Here's the very tici et he drew,” says the crazy
Beddoe. *‘ Let him deny it if He can.'

Dick shrugged his shoulders.

" Mr. Dulcimore,'" siys he, ** will ye have my horse
brought to the door immediat2ly ?"'

* Yes, yes,”’ cried Kitty, so wild and dreadful to
see that even her mother's heart went out toward her.
“ Sir Richard is leaving this house immediately,
father. He will never enter it again.”

And that was a true word, for nuver again until his
dying dey did Richara Estombe enter the Manor
House at Sherbourn, nor think of it but with sorrow
{or the girlish face he had scen there, pitiful in its woe
and doubt—the face tat stood to him for all the hope
he had in.the world.



BOOK 1II
WHICI! TAKES US TO WINDSOR AND THE SOUTH

CHAPTER VII1
SIR RICHARD GOES TO WINDSOR

S1r RIcHARD, it will be remembered, was upon his way
to London wk.2n the great mischance of his life befell
him. It is not, however, in the metropolis that we
next find him. but at Windsor, where, as the senior
Captain of the Guerd, he is taking care of German
George's property during that worthy's absence, first
in his beloved Germany and iater on at St. James's
Palace.

Now, this is not to say tha King George I1. had no
love for the castle or that ne, regarded it with that
aversicn which characterised his good-natured, but
imbecile grandson, George I1l. The latter, as we
know, wou'd have little to do with either state room or
round towers, but builded himself an ugly lodge down
by the Middle Ward and there resided during his
long but urfortunate life.

Not so his precise grandfather—that niggardly
warrior who coun ed his gui.aeas with his own hand
and knew to a penny -vhat Her Majesty, the sorely
t-ied Catherine of Anspach, spent upon the royal roast
beei—he was of another min< altogether. A martinat
he might have been, but he had a soldier's: heart,
and this waimed to Windsor Castle and the grim
magnificence of that kingly fortress. Do we not read

LX)
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that he dined in public in Charles I1."s famous dining-
room ; and is there not, over against Queen Elizabeth's
library, the very tower which bears his name to this
day? George II. loved Windsor beyond all doubt,
and it is his love of the place, and the sharp ciscipline
he caused to besobserved there, that brings us to the
next pr.ge in our story.

Three months had passed—three eventful months
for Richard Escombe. These had given him many
things he ardently desired, and not less precious than
the othess his old commission in the Guards. Say what
you will ol German George, he loved a soldier, and
Sir Richard had been that from his very boyhood.
They will show you at Castle Zscombe the plans and
fortifications he made when a me-e lad at school—
with its rampart and banquettes, ditch and main ditch,
ravelln and covered way, and all the paraphernalia you
find in the anrient text-books. Vavban had been a
master to his imagination 1s long as he could remember
—he would drill a company of*small boys with as
great a zest as Corporal Trim built his detacl.ed fort
of garden mud. And nene understood this better than
George II., who had dismisced him for a lie, ar
recalled him when the truth came out.

How it came about that a proper account of the
famous club 4t Medmenham Abbey reacted George's
ears, tusmr}r does not wholl y tell us. Some say that
the Dean of Windsor, a great lover of Irishmen and a
particular friend to RirLard Cscombe, got an inkling
of the truth from the boatmen on the river, Othe.s
declare that Lord Churchill betrayed the t.uth at a
private table. The m- tter does not concern us, save in
so far.as it awole the old King from B« delusion and
called Escombe back io his regiment.
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As for the Jacobite talk, few even of Sir Richard's
enemies had credited that,  Perhaps, in his heart,
Dick cared little for the Guelphs, but he was overmuch
a man to be cajuled by the dissolute Charles, and all,
the evilence went to prove that he had been Lis
antagonist at the French King's Court, and had

‘gONe near 1o upsetting the whole venture which ended
so disastrously at Culloden.

This King George knew as well as any man, and, to
be just to him, he had no kind of sympathy whatever,
bare as the garner of his own morals might be, with
such doings as Mr. Wilkes and Sir Francis [3ashwood
carried on at Medmenham.,

When the truth leaked out, when it became known
that young Fenton had died by his own hand, and that
Richard Escombz had been the only man of that
dissolute company to protest against the wickedness,
then the King had English ‘vord$ enough to expiess
his anger and t declare that, if there were a recurrence
of the scandal, he would narch a squadron of the
Guards to Medmeunam himself and drag out these
sorry monks with his own far from gentle hand. For
a little while even my Lord Harborne, a man who
stgod for & party that George was not willing to nfiront,
went in some disgrace. But courts bhave short
memoies when royal interests are at stake, and so 1t
came abou* that Harborne obtained special promotion
in London, while Dick went back to the Blues, and
took up his soldier's life with no wiore ado than a man
returning from leave of absence.

This is no time to dwell upon the unhappy circum-
stances of that restitution or upon the melancholy
chapter of accidents which robbed it of iis first-frutts.
Often in hi. exile had Dick nnged ardently for the
day which would place him ‘again among his old
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comrrades and oper. to him that delectable land which
is pecpled chielly by the soldier ervants of the King.

His love for London, for the brightness, the
wivacity and the wit of it stood secon lary, perhaps, to
a.soldier's ambition, but the pair of them weore elo-
quent of regret while he lived in a foreign city, and it
was ten tirmes an. irony that the realization ur his dear-
est hores should bring so bitter a disappointr.ent.

Nearly three months now—lovers’ months of spring
and no word from Kitty ] This would be his daily bur-
den wien he got up [rom his bed and eontemplated the
dutics of his office. Had IKitty's protestations been
but a lie then? She must have heard the truth, he
would argue—must have heard it and repented bher
cruel haste. That sorry jest, played by a pack of
besotted dragoons, could not separzte them for ever.
For his own part, he remembered but that—ithat she
hau charged him with & great dishonour and that he
would not answer her g word. Nor was the sityation
changed a whit when we find him again in his rooms
by the Lieutenant's Towe. at Wirdsor upon a sunny
May morning just about the hour of the changing of
the guard. He had not heard a word from Iitty since
he quitted Sherbourn upon that memorable night.
Pride sternly forbade him to ask the news which
friendly tongues denied him.

Let us open the door at a hazard and peep into that
great bare room with the black walls and the narrow
windows Jooking o.er the moat toward the Round
Tower—an oak table for its chief ornament; a few
chairs no better, for the comfort of the occupier. Here
we shall find Sir Richard, and here, standing meekly
betore him, is a prisone: from the guard-room. This
man is charged with no less an offence then assaulting
three of the dragoons whom George himself had just
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quartered in the town of Windsos itself. Rumour
said that a great milisary review wonld be held by the
King in a few days’ time—and this the troopers
already anticipa.ed by breaking each other's heads
dovn ir the meadows by the river. So one of them
comes before the senior Captain and must answer for
his misdemeanours.

* We shall find Sir Dick but little changed, 1'think.
His Frte clothes suit him to perfection; there is still
the same bright countenance, not less attractive for the
touch of sadness in it. True, the wicked smile about
the shapely mouth is there no longer; but he was
never a man to wear his heart,on his sleeve, and, be
sure, a thousand questions would not have dragged
admission from him.

“*Well, sergear.t.”’ says he in the old ringing voice
—*' and what has this man been doing? "'

Sergeant Hall—for that was the name of him—
saluted with a click of the heels and'a hack that would
have shamed a plumb line.

* Troope. O'Flanagan, sir, that was sae drunk the
nicht **

Dick oermitted the veriest wrinkle of a smile to cross
his face.

* Drunk—the old story. Too much small ale, I
suppos. "

i* Nay, Captain, he tells of the claret.”

**Claret! The guards are certainly improving,"
and then to the trooper hims-lf, *' Well, my 'man, so
you were drunk last night? "

The trooper drew himself up, with a brogue that cut
the very air. He said:—

““Sure and I had the honov#, sorr"'—

* The hon wr?"

"“The honour to drink wid the Giniril."
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 With what General ? "'

“ Giniril Lord ‘Harborne—that I was to fetch from
Medmenham wid the ladies."

Now this was utterly unlooked fo.. Sir Richard,
although he was not many miles from the scine, had
forgotten Medmenham Abbey—almost the ver; name
of it—but this mention of the place, and the intimation
that Harborne still visited it, pricked his curios:'y as a
knife.

*“Oh," cried he, ** 1 thought your general was in
London ; and it was he who kept you out, my man?"

** Ay, sorr, "tis a little bit late the Giniril would be,
and not worth the while to go to bed at 2'l.  Says ould
Mr. Dulcimore "'—

" Who? " eries Sir Richard, so loud that vou could
have heard him across the moat, ** who says "'—

" Duld Mr. Dulcimore, who give me the claret. *1
apoldgize for it nof being beer, my man,’ says he, * but
I dessay you can drink it." Ay, sorr, it went. down
like virtue in the book, a1d here I am for the good of
it."”

It was humorous enough in all consciousness and
yet Sir Richard had no 'augh for it. What a flood of
memories burst upon him!  Old Dulcimerre at Med-
menham! He remembered now that Kitty's aunt had
a house upon the road to Marlow, She hud often
spoken of it. No doubt Anthony Dulcimere had gone
there from London, and then in Harvorne's company
to the fumous club. The man, then, still visited his
Warwickshire friends—he still remembered Kitty
Dulcimore.

“ Sergeant,”" cries Sir Richard, turning suddenly
upon his heel, ** what is the charge, Sergeant? "

* Climbin' the tree in the Dean’s clo'ster, sir.”

“ He climbed the trce, and then ?"'
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" He said he were a bird, sir.”

“ What kind of a bird, Sergeant ¢’

“ A twa-headed bird, sir'—

" Twa-headed " Dick repeated it despite himself,

The >Sergeant disregarded the interruption.

“ And one head was narthing to him at aa’,"" said
he stolidly.

Be swre that Sir Richard laughed at this and was at
a loss*iow to answer the pair of them. When he had
reumrered his gravity he said to the trooper :—

“I see—I see—a little joyous it would be and over
given to the heights.”’

‘* Sure, so1.,"" siys the trocper. ** "T'was the lady
that done it—Miss Dulcimore, that was riding out
from Londor three days ago to meet His Lordship
and the others at slarlow.”

“* Miss Dulcimore?"’

“To go to her kinsman's house, sorr.  Faith, she
turned me head entirely, for, says [, "is ould Oireland
I'm back to and no foreigr counthry at all.”

Sir Richard did not pretend to hear him. His mind
was miade up and he quickly came to a decision.

t Se-geant,’" savs he.

* Yes, Jir."

* Reprimand this man.”

“WWill T have him flogged, sir? ™

* No, reprimand him—and, Sergeant, see that he
does it."

The ' Sergeant looked as though some one had
struck him with one of the aucient halberts decorating
ihe by no means lavish walls of the apartment; but
he, was too shrewd a disciplinarian to betray his
displeasure, and witha ** 'T-:-n\nnl Left turn'! Quick
march! ' hel.stled the delingilent from the room. A
moment later Sir Richard sai down to his breakfast,
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for which we shall not be surprised to hear that he had
little appetite.

* Barry | "' he asked of his flute-playing scoundrel of
a man; ‘' Has any one been here, Barry? "

“There was a man who said 'twas of no
importance,”

' What was of no importance, Barry ? "'

** Tlie business that he came upon.”

** But what business?""

“*'Tis of no importance,’ says he."

“And then? "

** "Tis the same thing," says 1."

" And a very pretty way of dealing vith it. Any
one else, Barry? "

* 1 paid the tailor, sir."”

“* Is the man still alive? **

**Twas after brandy he was asking."

* As astonished as the rest of them that Dick
Escombe’s in England and wears the King's coat
again. Did Captain Ieddoe call here by any
chance? "

" Indeed and he did, sir. The Governor's refusing
to give him leave and .« rare to do, sir."”

“Won’t let him ride to London, eh, Ba ry? "

“ Not a mile of the road, sir. * 'Tis the King," says
he, * who would have the discipline kept in the Castle,
and no officer leaves Windsor until the King rides
In"l ¥

* We must make the Lest of that Barry. London
is nothing to you or v me—'twould be good to
remember that—and you play the flute, I remember.”

* Ah,” says Barry in a melancholy tone, ' there's
no justice in this world sir, and ye'll get none on an
empty stomach. For God's sake, ~al something,
master, green habit or r.o green habit."
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* Cryptic, upon my life. Did you mention a green
liabit, Barry."

“Indeed and I did. Ye can see it in the Cloister
garth now. She came with the Dean's lady the half
of an hdur ago.™

Dick laid down his knife immediately and walked
i;-#he window, driven there by that mastering curiosity
which the visit of an unknown woman invariably
awakes in the mind of a proper man.

Perhaps, for an instant, his heart may have warmed
to the belief that a messenger had come to him from
Kitty herself, that the days of the pitiful misunder-
standing were over and never would be named between
them apgain., If this were so his subsequent
disappointment was the greater. He could espy no
green riding habic about the Lower Ward. Soldiers
were going to and coming from the great Round
Tower, a peity canon walkea idly down toward the
park—there wee gardeners mowing the lawns and
sentries at the gates—but no zreen riding habit surely.

'* Did the lady give her narie, Barry ?"’

! Sle snake in five sharps. [ mind me of it. 'Tis
no nam> (o speak of—Mrs.—ay—Marley. Would ye
k.ow the ..ame of Marley? "

“ Marwood—you blockhead—would 1 know her
name? Honor Marwood! Say that 1 will see her
now. Go and seek her out, Barry. I'll see
her immediately."

“ And the Deai 's lady, sit 7—they camz together.”

Dick lost all patience.

" Have ye been a soldier ten years that ye must ask
me afte, the Dean's lady—sze that the Dean sends for
her. Those whom the Chureh has joined together let
no man put .£.ader—"'

A broad smile crossed Barry's face.
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“1'll be the wan for her, sir,” said he, and away he
went immediatelys

Sir Richard, however, continued to stand by the
window speculating upon the meaning of this odd
visit. Honor Marwood at Windsor !—it -vas too
amazing. Memories of bygone years came rishing
back uporn him, sad memories of his exile, thought=
more juyous of a splendid youth. He had sacrificed
much for Honor Marwood—had she come, then, to
thank him, or, after 2 woman's way, to chide him?
He knew not what to think.

How should he have guessed the truth—that this
woman came necither vpon the first errand nor the
second, but for a very human motive in which she
would have made Dick Escombe her partner—to his
irretrievable ruin and the triumph .f his enemies.



CHAPTER VIII

WE ARE INTRODUCED TO HONOR MARWOOD

SHE had been a dancer at the King's Theatre, but few
remembered the fact since my Lord Harborne, had
deigned to notice her. A woman of thirty when she
visited Sir Richard at Windsor, she still posscssed the
clear eyes and :he pink cheeks of a girl of twenty—nor
was her dress such as you would have associated with
the playhouse. Indeed, Honor Marwood now chuse
to dress for a very decorous person, and having
become well known to the Chaplain at St. James's~
through my lord's influence—here she was at
Windsor, arm in arm with the Dean’s lady and as
devout in her demeinour—vihile she was still in the
cloister—as any pretty prioress whose motto told of
the victories of love.

We r.ant that there wzs some little lmsemng of
th.se ascewc bonds when Barry ushered the lady into
Dick’s presence. None understood better than Honor
Marwood that Sir Richard was a man neither to be
deceived by affected piety nor won by a recital of
unexpected merits. He had known her at her best and
at her worst—as sr'ch he mus: continue to know her if
she would win him to her aid, So her air was both
juunty and self-possessed when she met him face to
face, and just a rustling of her pretty pink petticoats
betrayed the Honor of old timel

* Sir Rich.rd Escombe,'’ says she, ' oh, dear, what
shall I say to vou? "

’ &3
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“* Mrs. Marwood,”" rejoined he, drawing himself up
all his height and wearing that dignity which many
have envied him, ** Mrs. Marwood, you will begin by
t=lling me to what I am to attribute the honour of this
visit.™"

“Why, to rayself, Dick—that,is, Sir Ricnard,”
says she, "*and I'm sure I beg your pardon for e
liberty—to Honor Marwood—attr, Jute it to that—and
you're just having breakfast, I see. Shall I go away,
Dick? No? Then I'll stop; but we've naver had
brealfast together hefore, have we, Sir Richard? And
it's something that we should be doing it now. I've
come here to stop a wedding, Dick, s we ought to
have a breakfast, shouldn’t we? Well, now, what do
you say to that? "’

Dick turned to Barry, who sivod waiting at the
dror. ** Barry,' he said, *“in ten minutes."

Barry withdrew muttering; they heard his flute
anon over by *he Governor's garden which borders
the Park. When he was gone I"ick offered the lady
a chair with as much courtesy and gentleness in his
manner as he would have shown to any Princess of
the Blood.

“*[ie not changed ye are, Mrs. Marwood,” su;s
he, ' not changed at all in any particular. 'Will ye be
gond enough to tell me how ye found me out in
Windsor, for, or my life, I'm curious to know? "

[Honor did not object at all.

“I came with the Duan’s lady. Didn't they tell
you, Dick —that is, Sir Kicha;d? I go to church now.
Dick, you positively wouldn't know Honor Marwoud.
Ia church she's angelic- -such a manner of .inging,
Dick, and, oh, such a little black boy to carry her
prayer:-book. Well, the Dean’s lady uroaght me here,
and that's to begin wish. She would have come to
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see you with me, but the Dean's just sent for ller.
Now isn’t that unfortunate? **

Sir Richard made no admission. Her amusing
attempts to save the conventions, her embarrassment
every tikie she called him Dick, her volubility alike
amusel him. And he had become critical, watching
or shigwa:y, as a man who had begun ib suspect
her.

“ 1 {ast saw you at the theatre at Covent Garden—
was it three years ago? You were then about to
marry an honest man—your second engagement,
Honor, for I may not speak of the other. Is that
man dead? "

Honor put her handkerchief to her eyes, and
fejgned a tear—a poor thing that has as much sorrow
in its glint as a suzke's eye when it is fixed upon a
victim.

‘ Ah, my poor Valentine!l"*

i Dmd ? 1%

“ No, Dick, he would be in Heaven if he were dead
—he's in America,"

" And vou have become a saint, canonised, it
dppears. by that vencrable fither in righteousness,
Fr- lerick, Lord Harborne—whom I flogged on the
Mall for young Fenton's sake. Pshaw! and this is
chivalry | "

He spoke perhaps more in pity than in contempt,
and so Honor understood him. Dick had a warm
heart for women, and he d:d not mean to be the
judge of this woman. Eis frankness encourtged her,
and she met it in a similar spirit.

“I'm just as God made me, Dick, and that, as all
ihe gentlemen say, is very beautiful. And I'm pining
away for my [.00. dear Valentine—though, to be sure,
Willy Fenton was the only man that ever [ did love

F
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in all my life. You see, Dick, it's grief that brought
me here to begin with. His lordship was sorry for
me. ‘Go away a little while to the country,’ says
heé, 'and bring roses back with you." That's what
he said, and you know he is my kird patron, Dick,
taking the houst at my benefits, and so good o my
poor dear husband, who's in America making ™
fortune at the plantations. Wast.'t it cruel of him,
seeing all that's to happen this very week? "'

“ Concerning your poor husband? "

Honor looked up quickly.

“ Not him at all, but Mistress Kitty Dulcimore,
whom my lord is to marry to-morrow."’

She looked shrewdly at him from the depths of
eloquent eyes, but Sir Richard's dignity returned *o
him in an instant, and he wrappod it about him as a
cloak. Let this woman prate of what else she pleased
—Kitty's name must be kept out of it,

““What do you know of Miss Dulcimore?" he
asked her, sternly.

'“ That she is to be «ny lord’s wife to-morrow."

" Who told you this? "

* My lord himseli.,"’

“ Yot believe him? "

Honor avoided it discreetly.

** Oh, Dick," she cried, '* to be drawing her fname
out of a punch-bowl just as though she were a horsel
And she loving you all the while, and going to the—-
you know, Dick, for wunt of you. Ah, that’s like the
Sir Dick of old—upor my poor life, it is.”

Sir Richard paced the room twice, long steps .nd
slow. When he turnad, his face was very p.le.

"“Why do you bring this hag's gossip here? **

" Because 1 don't want my patron .5 be married,
Dick."
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““ Honest, at any rate. The doves and the carcase
—a new rendering, What have I to do with it? ™

‘* But, Dick, vou did draw her name in the lottery."

*“*What have I to do with it? "

“ And, you see, Dick, she's been waiting all this
while for fust onc word from you.”
« ' A.word from a man she turned from her door? "'

** Ah, but that's a woman's way, Dick. She turns
you trom the door because it's music to her when you
knock again. Believe me, little Kitty loves yuu with
all her childish heart. I'd as soon doubt the stars
in the heavens as the love of Mistress Kitty Dulcimore
for the wild soldier man who basn’t a word to say
to her."
¢ Again she watched him with halfclosed eyes, a
clever woman playing for a great stake; so great
that her heart trembled wher she reflected upon (he
consequences of his refusal. Nor did the truly
feminine appeal find Dick unresponsive. The cloak
of his dignity fell back a little. He began to tell her,
and this upon an impulse quite beyond control, that
whicl: he Had told to no other human being.

“N>5. a word—you speak truth there,” crizd he,

and listen to this now. When the King called me
back tn England to take up my duty again, when
all the lies about me were proved to be lies, who
should have bern the first to tell me she was glad?
Will ye be saying Kitty Dulcimore is the, person?
Well, not a word, by the Lord above me; not a line,
as the heaven is my witness. Then [ hear that she
is in London. Harborne brings the family down,
and they are in St. James's Sti'zet. A fine figure of a
man, but his purpose was clear He would follow
general becaase he is proved a liar. If yqu know so
much of the afair—and my lord has told you, I'll be
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sworn=—you know also that there is a kinswoman to
the Dulcimores, who has a house by Marlow. Kitty
Fas been there—a few paltry miles from this town,
and yet never a word from her. What am 1 to say
when this is told? Is she the mistruss to wnom ye
would carry me? s her's the affain upon which 1 am
to set nut? Not a league, as 1 live; not a we. 2.
though all the rogues in Christencom were to stand
husband to her to-morrow ? "'

He spoke with fine scorn, the burning wo.ds of a
man who had so long nursed a great wrong that it
had become almost an obsession. Truly, Honor
Marwood would have been slow-wittea enough had
she not perceived the very real nature of the emotions
which could move such a man to ~uch a revelation,
Nay, the sequel goes to prove that she did under-
stand it, and called vpon all her resources, as a
woman and an actress, to frustrate and overcome it,

“ Ah, Dick," she exclaimed, with a fine sigh, **1
see plainly that it's all over betwéen you "'

*You said, Honor—?'" he asked her, almost as one
waking from a dream.

* Oh, 1 said nothing—1 was thinking of ou. "m
a bad 'un, Dick, down to the very buckles of my
shoes,”" and nere she peeped at them, I'm a
bad 'wn. That's why I'm here. That's why poor
Valentine loved and lost me, and she's to marry my
lord to-morrow at the C'urch of the Savoy, as all the
town is sving."

. ""As you said before, I think—would you have me
Lelieve that it is not of hor own free will? "

* " God save us and bless us, what next—her free
will 2 **

*Then why does she not appeal to her friends? *'
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**What friends has she? Young Ensign Wil-
loughby asked me that, three days ago. “What
friends has she?' The boy loves her, and she has
spoken her heart to him. Dick, they watch her liké a
race-horse that is to run at Newmarket—they tell her
of a certain ohstinate and proad Sir Richard
Tacombe, and say that he is boasting still of what
he did at Warwicl.. One word {rom him would upset
it all, Dick—just one word—if you would but go to
her anu look into her pretty eyes, and say, Kitty.
There would be no talk about my lord then, believe
me. Ah, but, Dick, you'll not be saving her, for
yvou don't wish to, Dick."

" If 1 wished it, Honor, [ could do nothing. No
cificer may leave the Castle this weelk—the Governor
is in London. As senior Captain, [ am in command
—I dare not leave.”

** And if you stay, the dearest little girl in England
will be left alone among the villaizs.  Dick, you
necdn’t ses her. You could see my lord—f{or her
sake., Ah, Dick, can’t you speak one word for
little Kitty's sake? "

He was greatly tempted. Never, perhaps in all
lus life had circumstance so warred vpon that
obedience to authority which was the whole of
Richard Escombe's creed. The woman's cleverness
put a grip upon his very heart. rcfor Kitty's sakes—
for little Kitty, whom he had loved.

' Impossible,” he cried, his despair unconcealed.
"1 can’t leave the Castle, I say. It is .he King's
command. [ should be ruined for ever if I went."'

 haeigho,” cried Honor, vising, ' then love flew
out of the window and ‘can't' flew in at the door.
You alway, bad a «cold heart, Dick., The'days I
would+have made love to you, and never" got a look
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for my pains! My lord’s born lucky as well as rich,
it appears, and the King’s an Emperor of Muscovy,
who won't believe that men have hearts. She'll be
my lord’s wife before Sunday—in his precious arms,
as the writers say—your little mistrecs, your pretty
rosebud, she'll lovk well in my lordls arms."

Dick cried aloud.

“1 cannot, as God is my witnes:, I cannot—""

‘And, then, as swiftly casting all resolutions to the
winds, his eyes ablaze, his heart beating fast with a
lover's hope, he turned to her, and said:

“ By heavens, I'll go now.”

And that was Honor Marwood's hour of victory.
But what it meant to Sir Richard Escombe the
subsequent recital must show us.



CHAPTER IX

WHICH TELLS OF A JOURNEY TO ST. JAMES'S

IT is ot commonly given to the historian to make
much of an ironical circumstance, though this surely
is the dominating note of many a page which the ages
have written.

In Richard Escombe’s case, it would appear that
irony waited upon him often; following him across
the seas to France; thence to Warwick and the shires,
and again to London, when he set off to St. James's
upon that quixotic errand to which a woman bad
persuaded him.

Consider these facts, and let us reflect an instant
upon them. And, firstly, the time of the day—twelve
of the morning, as it would zppear, and ten minutes
exact'y before a King's messenger rode into Windsor
Castle z.1d asked for no o.her than Sir Richard him-
sti.. Hud Escombe Jingered but ten minytes—had
any kindly fate bidden him stop the messenger as
they passed upon the road—well, then, this story had
been very Jifferent. But Sir Dick passed the fellow
by—the pair of them going at a gallop—and on he
went to the goal of that misfortune which promised
to overwhelm him uttesly.

iie rode alone. Not even the faithful Barry was
at his L.eels to-day. In hi. Fead there ral* the hope
that sheer expedition might save him, that he would
ride headlorg iv town, see Kitty at her lodgings,
return as he went, and be again at his post before

91
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any missed him. To this end he had left Barry to
make the excuses, and mounted upon his great Irish
horse Wild Rose, the same that had won the steeple-
chase at Chester, he galloped as a hunter pursued
through Staines, thence straight as &n arrow toward
Hounslow and his goal.

That is a famous road to-day, but it was other—ise
when German George went to and { o upon it between
the Castle and St. James's. Staines was little more
than a village then, Hounslow but an inn ard a few
cottages, Brentford a wharf for the congregation of
bawdy boatmen.

Highwaymen, they say, were as comrion a sight as
the old milestones themselves. You rode at the
hazard of your purse; if obstinate, at the peril of yorr
life. Thus it happened that His Highness' coach
wruld have dragoons at the hind end of it like a farm
midden to the name of a Scotch worthy; while, as
for my lord and her ladyship, they carried the plough-
hands for their security, and never failed to arm
Jeames of the yellow plush with a brace of pistols,
which that fellow would as spon have thought of
firing as of boxing his master’s ears upon o.casion.

Houns'ow IHeath had then become a scene for every
ballad. There were Dick Turpins and Claude Duvals
by the score, masked rascals as many as the heather
bushes, footpads as abundant as blackberries. Not
for the half of his fortune would many a great person-
age have crossed the H.ath alone -vhen the sun had
set, and, t2 be candid, uch prudence was wise,

It will hardly be necessary to say that Richard
Escombe Jid not care . straw for tradition, aud less,
perhaps, for highwaymen. He rode at the height of
the day, lowering clouds above his heat and a good
horse undir him, Such travellers as he passed by,
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families in chaises and the poorer surt in the public
coaches, called after him in wvain. What robber
would stop a Captain of the Guards who had a good
sword at his belt and loaded pistols in his holsters?
So Dick gave it 1o thought at all; none the less, he
was still three miles from Hounslow when he became
awase that some one followed him at a gallop not less
speedy than his owr, and, turning, he espied a couple
of horszmen, well dressed and as decently mounted.
These, t2 his exceeding astonishment, not only
followed after him, but had his name as pat as you
could desire,

“Sir Richrrd Escombe—ESir Richard—by the
living Jingo—it is Sir Richard!"

Escombe, angry beyond all reason,-and perceiving
that he could not escape them, permitted the men to
come up to him. Had the time been propitious
he might have put the ripht construction upon ‘their
presence, but Lis thoughts were away already to
St. James's, and it was some little while before he
recognised the fellows at all.

"' Bir Richard, fore gad, don't you know me, man—
varry C_ckraine, of Saint Denis—are you going to
say wudt you don't remember the name? '

' And Harry Musgtove, of the Hatel du Claitre? ™
cries the other fellow, spurring on at the word, and
coming abreast of Dick, who had reined in, despite his
chagrin.

** Gentlemen,”" says he, ' | remember the pair of
you perfectly, but I have an urgent affair in London,
and | beg you will excuse me."”

‘' Nc, no," says Larry, "' it can’t be mnre urgent
than our own. We must be there by three o'clock if
our harses d-op.”

" Taking leave to say so,’

chimed in. Musgrove,
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** that’s exactly -vhat Sir Richard's nag is about to
do, by the look of him. Well, it always was a man
to ride like a pistol shot. The more haste the less
speed, say I. And a good glass of wine when the inn
door is open.”

Sir Richard looked down at the lather upon Wild
Rose's shoéulders, back at the heaving flanks of the
willing horse, and began to think that the mea spoke
truth. 'Well he knew them. Larry Cockreine, of
Saint Denis, who was the merriest sharper in all the
Rue St. Honoré, and Harry Musgrove, who was ever
ready to cry ‘' aye '" to his partner in roguery. There
were hardly two men in England he would less-
willingly have met upon the road, and yet he saw no
escape from them.

" You mean well to me, and I thank you," he
exclaimed, with some geniality, ** but three o'clock in
London will be over lute for me."

‘“He's for the great ridotto at dorthumberland
House," cried Musgrove, across “Vild Rose's back;
“all the town's 1o be there."”

““And our old friends from France who have
tweaked George's nose. 1 had it from Anthouy
Dulci.nore, no other, and he apologised f.. the
telling on it.””

** Fore gad, there's nothing else to take a man to
London to-dzy,” Musgrove went on.

** And three's over early for that affair. I hear the
King wiil not be tuere until five,”

““ Better say that he -vill gn wuen the gardens are
lighted. George doesn’t like the daylight when the
pretty woren are waiting for the candles,”

And so on, and so on. We may imagine how
Sir Richard pricked up his ears at (his, and yet, had
his normally shrewd h~ad not been so full of Honor
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Marwood's words, he would have scen through the
trick in a minute;

I heard nothing of this affair,”" says he.

* Then Windsor wants the news badly. Is not the
Governor Jone up o London to be present at it? "

* He might have told me so; there's no memory of
that in my head.”

““Then a good herse has put it out. Come, -we'll
go a littlz more at our ease. I'm for Northumberland
House mvself, and if you should wish to come in
without a flunkey to name you—"

Dick looked at him hard.

* What's in vour head, Larry Cockraine? "

*"The gossip of the town and a mischief to a man
you have not much love for. Come, we'll talk when
we drink—and it wiil be the starlight after all.”

He laughed softly to himself, and, setting spurs to
his horse, he set the pace to the tune of Dick’s desire,
and soon carriea them into Brentford. Here they
drank a glass of decent claret in a crowded inn, and,
resting their horses the half of an hour, they con-
tinued their -iDul‘nE}' about two o'clock, and were at
Lasry Coc':raine's rooms by Covent Garden at three,

“LIy men shall go across to the Dulcimores for
the news while we get the dust off us,” said that
worthy, who by his manner might haw loved Dick
Escombe for his brother. " It's my cpinion that
your friends will not be in London until nightfall, in
which case you will be no worse fur a good dinner,
nor shall we. Upon my life, Escombe, this was a
lucky meeting, as you must admit. But 1 should
have kn~wn you out of & thm'ﬁ«? nd. and I ne er forgot
vhat you did for me in Paris.”

Sir Dick lonked au him searchingly,

*Yours is a better memory than mine, Lnrr_',r
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Cockraine,’
guineas.""

** Not unkindly, 1 hope. Well, I had the luck, and
now it’s your turn. Did you hear of what befell me
at the Marylebone Gardens? "

** Not a word of it."’

"Yourr noble friend flung the cards in my face over
the table, Well, he's to pay for it. I was riding to
Windsor to see you, upon my soul and honou-! And
there you come, Duval on a charger, rcross the
common, like an answer to my prayer.”

"What were you going to say lo me, Larry
Cockraine? "

* To implore you, for God's sake, to mind your duty
at the Castle, Harborne's telling the King fine
stories. This would be milk and honey to him—but
you ride again before midnight, of course? Well,
that's as I would wish «t. And here's the dinner, which
is better. We'll take a hand at tue cards for auld
lang syne, and go over to the Fouse at nine. You
can be at the Governor's door by daybreak, and who'll
have a whisper of it ?"'

“How did you knov that | purpos:d coming
here 2 "'

“* What my ears have told me. Do petticoats keep
silent? The talk goes that he's to marry ner next
week at the Charpel of the Savoy, I don'tanswer for it,
but I could pretty well guess where my old friend
would 'oe when it came to his knowledge. Why,
man, the whole Cou.t's been looking for you in
London these ten days past. And now you're lLere,
and heav_n and Larry Cockraine get you sa‘=ly back
again.”

He dismissed it with a fine wave of the hand, as
one who should say, ** I will make it my business,”

saiu he. 1 remember nothing but the
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The affair had been so mysterious from the beginning
+hat Dick frankly maue no attempt to unravel the
skein of it. To say that he believed Larry Cockraine's
protestations or the good faith of that equally
notorious yascal Musgrove, is to write him down a
fool. bBut it did occur to him that the pair of them
might bear sume grudge towards Harbbrne, and thus
pose for the moment as his friends,

As for, the programme they made so glibly for him,
needs must that he fell in with that. He appears himself
to have gone at once to Kitty’s lodgings, and having
been refused admittance there, to have listened reluct-
antly to Larry Cockraine. Certainly there did not
appear any better opportunity of seeing Kitty than at
the great ridotto of which they spoke. Nor could he
wisely present hiriself at Northumberland House
alone. So he sat down, half unwillingly, at Larry's
table, and afterward, for two sood hours, to a.finu
bottle of BurgunJy, and a hand at the cards. What
did it matter if he lost a few guineas! H. must pay for
opportunity, and be thankful that it came to him.

At nine o'clock, however, he prepared himself to
st. uut, ard, wondering that he was a little confused
and ll..,, and not wholly master of himsel!, he
permitted the rogues to'call him a coach.

"We shall be in the nick of time,”" s2id Cockraine,
** And, by the living Jingo, the whole town will laugh
at Harborne to-morrow,'" added Musgrove.

Sir Richard said nothing. The lights of th: streets
danced before his eyes. He krew that some mischief
had been done him, but it was (oo late to draw back.



CHAPTER X

IN TIIE GARDENS OF MNORTHUMBERLAND HOUSE

NorTiiumBerLAND House, says the historian, was not
built by any Northumberland at all, but by Henry
Howard, Earl of Northampton, the son of that Earl
of Surrey who was named the poet.

A considerable structure, with a fine front toward
the Strand and a noble courtyard, its fair gardens
bringing you down to the Thames, where now there
are stages for the steamers and gieat blocks of build-
ings on land—they ascribe the former glory of it to
Bernard Jansen and Gerard Christmat, the architect,
though some there be who say that my lord himself
had a hand iu it, and that the architects did no more
than his bidding.

With this contention we are not concerned. The
house had been completcd by the time w. visit n—
the 1ourth side of the quadrangle towaru we river
having lately been finished; and it was then in the
possession of the seventh Duke of Somerset, who had
also been Creatxd Earl of Northumbe-land in the
year 1749.

A shiewd, able man, the friend of Walpole, and as
stout an adherent as German George could number,
London owed no inconsiderable measure of her guiety
to the D e, who was a stately leader of the fashions
and by no means a woodenhead as a soldier,

Possessing vast influence, a modest patron of letters,
a favourite with the women, His Grace's Whiggish
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nabits of thought opened Northumberland House tp
many that you would not have expected to find there—
and we shall discover an odd company enough when we
hurry down the Strand ahead of Sir Richard and his
comp: 1ioi:s and ascertain for ourselves what is
going on upon so memorable a scene.,

This, we say, wouid have been about'nine oclock of
a June evening. Already the fine horse chestnut trees
rustied their leaves to the cool breezes of the lazy
river ; the heavy clouds of the forenoon were gone by
this time, disclosing a clear heaven of stars and that
haze of quivering light which hovers above every
great city at nightfall. The night would be warm,
folk said, but not oppressively so, and that was gond
news to the army of lackeys groaning already beneath
their burdens and driven to their wits' end to gratify
the ambitions of His Grace the Duke. Had not their
master promised that this affair ~hould put St. James's
to shame? Would he not have caused the fame of it
to_be bruited abroad, so that it might: come to the
knowledge even of Louis of France and occasion that
amiable personage some chagrin? So the Duke
deziared—such had been his promise.

Ang, l-deed, the pardens themselves appear:d to
justify this considerablt ambition. Thousands of
little lar.ps decorated the arbours and the terraces.
There were fairy dells and alcoves everywhere ; nooks
for every fair shepnerdess who would forget her sheep;
shelters for the fiddlers; tables with spotless napery
which spoke of much wine and little bread; great
terraces ablaze with light; barges moored off :he river
which are to show you the fireworks anon; i1:ckeys, so
rgany that a very regiment might be numbered of them.
As for the fine house itself, every casement reflected
an aureole of-dazzling radiance, A sly peep through
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the windows revealed crimson carpets and gilded
candelaora and shining mahogeny and burnished plate
—such a spectacle as might not have disgraced the city
of the Casars in the heyday of her infamy.

Let us walk abroad a little way into this wonderland
and ascertain if any of our old friends are present.
We shall hea: already the twanging of fiddles in
the mock thickets and espy Master Pan with his pipe
—a thirsty soul who will soon be at the wine bottle—
but these interest us less than I‘redﬂrmk.l my lord
Harborne, upon whom we stumble as we descend the
steps of the terrace and will follow when he goes off
with a fellow of low countenance and they discourse
apart in a place to which none of the company has yet
penetrated.  History is silent as to the talk which
passed between the two, but we can well inagine how
it went and shall venture to guess at it.

“Tt is true, my lord, as [ live," says the [ellow.
“ Sir Richard rode in at three o'cloc’ and would still
be with Larry Cockraine at his hcuse. I would have
made it known to your lordship thc sooner had
opportunity served, but they tuld me at your house''—

““ Yes, yes,"" says my lord,"" that is well enovysh.
Cockraine has got him in hand, you say."

“They met at the inn at Brentford—the accident
was as lucky as your lordship would have w15*'ed He
suspects nofhing but that which we desire.”

** Understand, " says my lord in a low voice, '* if he
comes here at all he must not come sober.”

* That would be Lar.y Cockrair »’s affair,"” says the
man cor.idently. ** Our friend would touch little at
Brentford "'—

“ But he will in London,” cries my lora almost
angrily. * If Larry Cockraine has not the wit to plan
it, let him look to himself to-morrow."
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" My lord," rejoined the fellow cringing, * ydu
shall not complain of us. What he does not drink
with Larry Cockraine he shall take with your lordship
here.”

He lifted a shavby hat and disappeared in the dark-
ness; but my lord crossed the terrace and would have
entered the house but for a sound of wvoires from
one of the arbours by the fountains then throwing a
showerof silvered spray upon the warm air. Early to
arrive as is the provincial habit, our old friends, the
Dulcimores, had taken refuge in this domain of
laughter and of light refreshment, and here they
related to perrons of quality®-no others than the
famous wits, Lord Churchill and Sir Francis Dash-
wopd—such ar account of their private woes as never
surely those historic gardens had listened to before.,
Nor is it necessary to say that the conversation referrec
to Kitty and her ungracious habit of deserting such
doting parents upon any and every occgsion.

“ Mr. Dul-imore, ye talk like an ijiot,"" the old
lady was saying. ** Medathers Wwere Kings of Ireland,
though God be good to me, me daughter's no such
future.,  Ah, gentlemen '"—this to her auditors
generally—"* if ye knewa poor woman's anxieties to
bring sech a man to London and to be losing my
daughter before I am well in His Grage's house. Now
where is Kitty? Dancing, I suppose. And me that
was as light-footed as a fairy at her age—me left all
alone with the crippies "'—

* Foregad," cries Lord Churchill, a fine buck with
a prefty face, ** Foregad, miy'dear madam, 1 could
net believe my eyves when they told me you were not
for the minuet."

“If it comes to that,’" says Mr. Cunninghame,

G
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aunother dandy o1 the party,' if it comes to that, I'll
wager a stone from the Brazils against a Spanish
crystal that Harborne himself won't tell us which is
mother and which is daughter, in such a light."

" Upun my stainless honour,"" cricd Lord Churchill,
his tongue so hig in his cheek that he could hardly
speak a. word—'* when Harborne brought you in,
Madam, I congratulated him at once."

Old Mrs Dulcimore, sweet soul, drank it ~ll in as
though it had been a very draught from empyrean
heights.

" ¥e flatter me, gentlemen,' she said, ** though "tis
not to say that some have not made thr mistake before,
and them not wearing the spectacles cither. Says I
to Lord Harborne this very day—"* if y2 marry Kirny,’
says I, * "tis her own mother's image you're taking to
your bosom,’ and that's what many would have done
when we were forty years younger, my lord.”

A roar of amused laughter greeted this naive
confession. In vain old Dulcimore tried to stop his
eloquent spouse. She was wound up by this time—
and hearing Lord Ailsa’s voice as a very peal of bells
in the garden, she turnea upon him fiercely—

* Ha, Lord Ailsa, my welcome to ye,’ she cried,
* and so you passed me in St. James's this morning."’

“My dear lady—the town air 1s so bad for the
sight.”

* Slocking,'' added Sir Francis.

" But talking of ave,’ Ailse went on, anxious to
change the subject— "' Harborne says he's only forty-
nine."'

“ And I'm but thirty-eight,” says the excitéd old
lady. * Mr. Dulcimore knows it well,”

““Gentlemen, gentlomen,"’ interposed Mr. Dulcimore
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—** I apologize—this introduction of Lord Harborne's
name."

* OF, Harborne doesn't mind,"" put in Ailsa; ** he'dl
be away' learning the cotillon with Miss Kiwy."

* Every one would be her pupil," said Cunning-
hame. '““ut she's only one note? R stands for
Richird—eh, Churchill?—a devilish gamut of an
amorous scale, by all that's erotic!"’

" Ah," exclaimed the old lady, "1 believe ye
would have me think that she remembers that soldier
man still—him who drew her name out of a punch-
bow!l and made sport of her before the people. What
are the young women coming to that they consent Lo
be put up like horses for the huntin'—at an auction I
would teli ye. Suvre, if Mr. Dulcimore had drawn my
name out of a lottery, I'd have made him eat it for his
dinner—now wouldn't I, my carlint?"'

* Indeed, my love—and [ believe that you would.”

The good man sighed deeply as hu acquiesced in
this pleasant propositipn. Thg others, however, were
mightily interested in this talk of Sir Richard and
they wou'd not quit it reaJily.

“ Escuanbe’s at Windsor and must stay th e, said
Churchill. ““1 remeniber that this is not the age of
the magic carpet ™

* He would ask for a Jacobean lauder—to carry him
to heaven,'’ cried Cunninghame.

* And one thing being quite certain—that he will
not be at Northumberlar.d House to-night, 1 -emember
that they are making up the sets for the cotillon," said
Sir. F.ancis. “Of course you lead out Mrs.
Dulcimore, Ailsa.”

Lord Ailsa, it is written, would well have folegone
this conspicuous honour. He had some cammand of
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the wvarious tongnues, and he appears, sollo voce, to
have availed himself of considerable powers of
espression at Sir Francis's invitation—but he led
Madam off, nevertheless, and, just as they wer e going,
Lord Churchill cried :—

“ Mr. Dulcimore will join us meanwhilc in a little
hazard."

“What!" cries Madam over Ler shoulder, ** Me
Anthony playing cards! Let me see him, gentlemen!
*Tis no wiser than a little child he is, and no match
at all for the quality. Be ashamed of yourself, my
lord, to put such a thought into his head."

My lord, we opine, was in no way ashamed. He
waited until this amiable she-cal had disappeared into
the ballroom, and then, slapping o:d Dulcimore upon
the back, he cried :—

"“You owe me somethicg for that, my cavalier.
Come, pull yourself together and I'll show you where
His Grace keeps good liquor. What, man, you don’t
play hazard? Heaver. above us, what an infamy!™

The others agreed, and all together, acting the part
to which their influential friend, Frede.ick Lord
Harborne, had assigned them, they dragged old
Dulcimore away and went laughing and jostling amid
the brave crowds then beginning to throng His
Grace's pardens. The famous ridotto, indeed, was
now at its height. Perspiring fiddlers ministered to
the antics of gallopirg crowds. [Lackeys opened
abundar.: bottles—the froth of wine ran like the foam
of a ragins, sea—lights shone on pretty faces, mauy of
them masked ; the dark piaces of the gardens whispered
the sighs of amorous lovers. A cynic might have sa*d
that here was a world pursuing a will-o’-the-wisp that
it might boast of failure to-morrow.  Jragedy went
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hand in hand with comedy and laughed while they
walked.

And remember that Kitty was there, trying to escare
from m 7 lord, and that Sir Richard Escombe already
stood within the gardens, fate touching him upon the
shoulder and blank ruin grinning in. his pale face.



CHAPTER XI

IN WH'CH EITTY HEARS A PROPOSAL OF MAFTIAGE

WE have written that Miss Kitty was in the gaidens,
and if we walk a little way down toward the River
Thames we shall discover her upon one of the terraces
deep in conversation with our young {riend, that merry
lovesick boy, Master Willoughby, the casign.

They have told us many stories of Kitty since last
we met her, but few of them are true or they would
not be stories about a woman.

ot iz perfectly correct to say that his lordship, that
nobleman recently made a general by £>ldier George,
Frederick Third, Viscount Harborre—it is perfectly
correct to say that Kitty has been the okject of his
amatorial adventures since he first met her at old
Dulcimore's house in Warwickshire.

Threz months ago this fine figure of a man would
have laugned in the face of any one who had named
marriage to him, but to-day he would hear the word
with tolerance. God knows whether such a rascal
had learned to love a pure woman purely. We shall
not be hir judge. DBut this is certain, that he would
have bartered his very siul—had he remembered the
existence of such a trifle—for Ler possession, and that
all the tow., which hitherto had derided the sug-
gestion, now began to speak openly of marriage. How
far Kitty acquiesced.in this it is our purpose to show,
and we cannot do better than follow her to the terrace
where she laughs and whispers with young

86
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Wi“ﬂ'tlghb}l' and inveriably returns to that suprenie
topic beside which all others are dull, stale, and
unpmﬁhhfe to the last degree.

**1 lo 3 patience,"" she would say, " and, cousin
Willoghby, I do believe that he is following us still."

They peened together through the lgaves, and there
espied my lord in an open place by the fourtain.

““Ie's talking to the King," says young
Willoughby.,

* Telling him of his virtues.”

" You can see that both of them are angry.”

* Do you think Lord Harborne might die of anger,
Ensign? Grert men have done that before now."

“ He's going offi—they're for the House," says
Willoughby.

“*“The other way would have carried him to the
river, cousin. He might have walked in—and blacl
they tell me, is hecoming io the complexion.

“ You look like an angel in anything, Miss Kitty."

** Like the angel ip the stained glass window who
looks down every Sunday upo:: a poor curate. Have
you ever thought how angry painted windows must
be sometimes, cuusm, wuen they hear what folk
whisper o each other in church? Oh, I ca.: feel for
them to-night

Her cheeks ~rere aflame, her pretty eyes all
sparkling. Give ald Mrs. Dulcimore her due, she had
not stinted the money for a fine gown, and what with
the powder in her hair, the patches upon her cheeks
and the fine petticoats which 1 .stled as she walked,
Kitty was a picture indeed.

Had you said she was as Lappy as she looked, that
vould have been another story. We know what
shadow lay upon her life; we can imagine the despair,
the longing of her lonely nighis; the hours when she
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cried almost in anguish for a word from Dick. A fair
side she showed to the world—her courage forbade
even the slightest thought of confession—ard there
sat Master Pride upon her shoulder, torturing her with
that inconceivable malice which woman’s enemy,
Misunderstanding, never fails to inspire. Even little
Ensign Willoughby made but a bad guess at the truth.
He a:most dared to think—=+the young impertinent—
that IKitty's sighs were for him.

“ Would you be angry if Lord Harborne were to
marry ?" he aslked her naively.

She answered him headlong.

* T would dance unil the moon fell down—I would
hug him, cousin.”

"1 suppose a substitute wouldn't do? DBut, »ou
know, all the town says you're engaged.”

** All the town is so wise," this with a pretty pout.

** And what would Sir ‘Richard ray if they told
him? "

Kitty froze 1n an instant.

“You must not taix to meé of Sir Richard,” she
gaid. *°I never wish to hear his name again."

“Then I must not tell you the news —""

** The news—what news? "

** Oh, you are anxious, then? "

“ Cousin, courin—I was ever curious.™

“ But it's about Sir Richard.”

“ For pity’s sahe—""

** He rode into Cha-.ng village at three o'clock this
afternoon.”

Kitty turned as pale as one of the marble pillars
which carried the dancing fauns upon the terrace.

“Why has he come, Ensign? What are you
keeping from me? "
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1 would not keep anything froun you, Kitty, but
the Marquis of Repton tells me that it s a trick. They
wish to disgrace him before the King and so they told
him..som. » story about you, and here he is in London,
when he should (ot have left his post at Windsor."

Kitty began to tremble—her heart beat so quickly
that she must put a white hand upuri her bosom and
turn awlay lest little Willoughby should detect har.

** He must be mad '’ she cried, and then as quickly,
* we muost save him, cousin—he must not come here—
they will ruin him for ever. Oh, the wickedness! Go
to him, cousin; say that I command him to return to
Windsor this instant—yes, yes—say that Kitty wishes
it—that she insists —"*

“ Do you really meanm it, cousin? "'

* Ensign Willoughby, if you have ever cared for
me, do this for my sake."”

The lad sighed deeply, the tears started to his'eyes.
A, if he had been,the lucky subject of such thoughts!
Yet for Kitty's sake he would go willingly enough.
And this he told her at the very moment when my
lord, who had skirted the garden in his pursuit of
them, came up the steps cf the terrace and called out
to the cunspirators :—

** Ensign Willoughbly, if you please —"'

“‘ My tord " eried the astonished lad, stepping back
a little wildly

“ The adjutant is asking for one of the jumm-
officers. You will report yourself to him at once.’

He grinned at he Jad ana then at Kitty—a plain
indi~ation of his determination’to stop this.confidential
preitiness at once. Willolghby, throwing one
appealing glance at the agitated girl, went slowly
down the steps, but his very manner seemed fo say
** T will do i* if [ can ""—and this Kitty believed. Now,
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for a truth, her courage came nobly to her aid. She
could face Harborne with flashing eyes and cheeks
affame and dare him as the Kitty.of the old time hau
done. In her heart she said it was for Dick s sa'.e—
for the man who could never be anything to her
though she lived a hundred years.

* 1 have been looking for you for some time. Miss
Dulci.nore,” says my lord, more reserved than
ardinary because of her attitude.

** Ah," cried Iiity, opening her fan impatiently.
**I thought that my good fortune would not long
continue, dear lord."”

** Then you are unwilling to hear m: news."

** Oh, sure, and it's nothing but the gentlemen with
the news to-night. Here's one to tell me ycur
lordship's story and another that pf—but what ears ['d
kave to listen to them alll"

" This news concerns youl dear fathar."

Kitty laughed outright.

* Indeed, and I perceive, my lerd, that your charity
is all embracing. My poor father!"

He persisied despite his chagrin.

" There is a vacant appointment to the Household.
Mr. Dulcimore much desired ‘the post. I have just
heard from Le-d Churchill—"'

“ Ah, ther, it's Lord Churchill T am to thank. My
lord, your most cbedient servant. 1 will go and do
so immediately."

* One moment,"' crire. my lord—and this he said as
she prepared to follow Willoughby down the stens—
" hefore yon hear Lord Churchill it might be wise to
hear me—for several reasons, young lady.”

** Name one of them, if you please? "

“The reason rides in this day from "Windsor—a



SIR RICHARD ESCOMBE g1

Quixotic errand, and, as you must per.nit me to say, a:
very foolish one.”

1Ty lord grinned finely when he said this and showed
a pre.,'y st of ragged teeth. Of course he knew that
Kitty would stop— he would have been a fool to doubt
it for an instant. And stop she did—hesitatingly,
with one foot upon the step, her head half turned, her
[ace drawn and white.

“ 1 find it difficult to understand,” said she.

Harborne had not imagined this.

** As a rule,” he said, ** your sex is not so troubled.
Benevolence, patience, determination—those are not
complex qualities. They are as unmistakable as the
sun."

" And does the sun also shine to-night? "'

She had come back to him by this time, and there
being a great stone bench in an embrasure of the
terrace and a fine Eastern ryp spread upon it, she did
not refuse my lord's invitation to sit; while he
plumped himself down beside her and hecame more
eloquent than she had yet heard him, even in
Warwickshire.

*The sun is always shining—for clever men and
clever women,"” he said. ' We live in the dark
because we lack imaginafion—sometimes because we
ari: merely sentimental. The wise are these who have
eyes for the opportunities. Shall I cumbor Mistress
Dulcimore among the wise? "

Kitty was in no mood for his epigtams. They say of
her that she could b plain almpst to vulgarity when
any one annoyed her, and there, ‘you see, old Mrs.
Dulcimore spoke with Kitty's iips.

* La, my lord, what's all this to me? " she cried,
* have they not taught me that cats see in the dark?
Let's make an 2nd of it and talk 2& wise people should.
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Why have you brought me here? To speak my
maiden thoughts—of gratitude for my father's
appointment? Am [ to say, behold our benefact.r?
Dear my lord, how quickly will I say it if I riay r.o my
way thereafter."

Harborne lifted his eyes to heaven—he was
a consummate actor—and the gesture seemed to
emrhasize the wickedness of her misunderstanding.

" Some day,” he said, * you will know me better,
Kitty."

“ And when may that day be?"

" When you are my wife."

Kitty laughed alord.

" Oh, here's the news!"" cried she.

' Exactly," said my lord, ' the. .news—you will
marry me for one of many reasons.”

" Always the reasons. The first, dear lord 7"

"My name."

Kitty was quite incurable. She continued to laugh
—and at the great man’s name,

** That which we call a rose—your name! Oh, lud!
The second, sir?”’

" The devotion, the wll to love you.™

13 t*at benevolence 7"’

* It is faith in an eternal truth. There is another
reason. Yuu desire to advance the foriunes of Sir
Richard Escombe."

‘* So he's to come into it, after all. My lord, spare
me his name, I beseech you."

"1 would willing!: Jdo so, and yet, for his sake and
mine, it iu impossible. Let me be very hones: with
you. I can make or ruin him. This very night his
future may be in my hands. You do not love him,
my child, but sentiment keeps you faithful to him.
He drew your name fvom a punch-bowl, and proposed
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marriage to you because half the regiaent would have
called him out if he had not. You are'perfectly aware
oc this and your womanhood resents it. But a
certa n re erve of obstinacy comes to your assistance.
You a,2 angry, bat you will not let others be angry.
Meanwhile, the whole town is laughing, and will go
on laughing, until you take the one stbp necgssary to
protect yourself. 1 offer you that protection-~my
name, my love. I aik you to be my wife."

Let us be just to this man whom history has much
maligned, and say that these sentiments were, for the
time being, at any rate, honourable enough. My
lord was, in his way, in love with Kitty Dulcimore.
Perhaps it was the one pure sentiment he had known
in all his life. The wit, the prettiness, the courage
of this little country girl had won him, despite his
avowed principles, and brought him thus suppliant to
her feet. Desiring her madly, secretly afraid that the
word would yer be spoken which would recall Richard
Escombe to her side, so much afraid of Escombe that
he did not dare even to.contemnlate a deeper infamy,
here he was upon his knees at last like any country
bumpkin come to Londor’ for a wife. And thus
Kitty must contemplate him, with what scntiments
we can but guess.

She would have been more than humun—we admit
as much—if this prdposal had not flateered her, Great
dames had thrown their caps at Frederick, Lord
Harborne, and seen him tread upon them scornfully.
He had a great name, a fine ho (e, the King's favour.
Thesc would have won upon tlie imagination of any
girl,»and, for an instant, perchance, they set even
Kitty thinking. But this is not to assume that my
lord's fate was ever in the balance. To be plain, she
was asking b _rself whether he deserved such a stately
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unswer as the times dictated, or whether she should
speak out all ner mind as the Kitty of the old time
had done. Be sure that it came to the latter. Fow
could it have been otherwise when Kitty Oul-.more
was the player?

"My lord," she began in a low voice, ** oh, I know
'tis a groat compliment, and you've paid it to so many
I'd be out of the fashion withcat it. But, ye see,
dear lord, I've no thought of marrying, for marriage
is a great and dreadful state, and not to be entered
upon without circumspection. And, oh, my dear
lord, it was the very last time when you spoke to me
at Sherbourn, and after that at Brighthelmstone, ye
said you would never utter such words to mortal
woman again. And then I said, I'll worship him
for his silence and honour him for all his mercies.
No, my lord, I'll never marry you. but live all my
life in a great big convent across the sea, and you
shall come te me in a ship, and we'll talk—yes, we'll
talk—about the weather, my lard, {or there, surely, we
shall agree. Then I'll tell you how sorry [ am, and
how beautiful my lady is. Will you bring my lady
to see m1e, Lord Harborne?  Sure, she'll not be
jealous at all of little Kitty in the great black gown
and slippers on her feet, and such. a white hat, that
it might cuver your lordship's wrg. Qh, you'll not
be angry, my lord."”

Insensibly, we observe, Kitly had permitted the
bantering tone to mister her.  Perhaps the whole
truth wes that liftle Willoughby’s news had
greatly evcited her, anc that Dick’s name was in her
ears even while she answered my lord. Ah, if Dick
were but coming to her after all—to tell her that the
story was a lie; to say that he had rever wronged
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her; to ask her to go wita him, she cired not whithe=,
if she might but find a haven at his side.

These were a young girl's thoughts, and it is even
poss'ble that my lord guessed them. Certainly he
dissen bled no more, but, rising when she rose, he
said, qmckly and cuttingly :

*“ The jes.er still—jesting, whu knov's, with a man’s
fortune, perhaps with his life.”

“ My lord! " criei Kitty, flashing at the taunt, but
he would not permit her to continue.

“Your friend comes here to-night,”’ he went on;
*“that is not my doing. Acquit me of blame if mis-
fortune attends him. I am going now to speak to
the King, when we have found your amiable father.
Miss Dulcimore, your obedient

His tonc was whkaolly ironical; his unspoken threat
moved her greatly. There he stood in the moonlight,
bejewelled, laced and powdered; his hatchetface
wrinkled into odd,smiles; his ferret's eyes blinking
upon her. But Kitty appeared to have forgotten his
very existence. Turdipg swiftly, she ran down the
stone steps, and disappeared into the garden.

Sir Richard here at Northumberland House! How
the blood raced in her young veins! What ardent
hopes of her love came back to her as she repeated
the words.

For, if it were trpe, Dick had dared all for her sake,
and his reward should be that which alone would
satis{y a lover,




CHAPTER XI1

THE IING DETERMINES THE ISSUE

SHE went quickly from place to | lace in the gardens,
happening upon many odd scenes and discovering
familiar faces everywhere.

It was ten o'clock by this time, and not only had a
good deal of water fluwed under Westminster Bridge
since the affair began, but a great deal of wine had
been spilled upon the verdant carpets 'which were the
boast of his Grace’s gardeners.

Men and women tonk their pleasures upon the crest
of the wave in those days. Life was too serious that
it should be governed seriously. Of religion there
was barely a capful to go round. To ride, to drink, to
malke love—here you had the recreations of an English
gentleman. The women practised but a single art—
that bf rot being single. The male diversions were
the wars in Germany, and passion expressed in an
impossible tcngue.

Kitty discoveved many of the'e great people at
Northumberland House while she ran quickly from
place to place seeking her lover. Now it would be a
bishop's party discusiing Mastér Wilkes—anon a
group of Wh1g:s woudering what they were worth,
in good gnineas, to Sir Robert; again, half a dozen of
malcontents asking after the tables for the hazard.
Arbeurs apart revealed amorous lovers cursing intru-
sion and sighing so that the very leaves *vere envious.

o
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Here you would have a tipsy rake maudling senti.
ment, there a leering grand dame giving encourage-
m-nt to a lad young enough to be her son. Wing
was everywhere; the lackeys fell over one another
as thev carried ‘he fasks; the fddlers beat their
instruments so lustily that the whole spirit of music
must show weals of the flogging. ) restraint or
sober me-riment there was little. A bzbble of voices,
a whirl of skirts, a ciesh of cymbals, a clink of glasses,
gold ana silver and jewels flashing wherever lights
stood, gallants in amorous dalliance, politicians talk-
ing corruption, old women lisping Ovid, such was his
Grace's party as Kitty beheld it.

Be sure she had eyes which fell critically upon but
few of these things. How her pride had fallen since
my lord spoke to her upon the terrace! Woman bends
to sncriﬁce She is no stern confessor.  Just whisper
in her ear, ** Peccavil” a *‘ Mer culpa,” and the first
verb that we learn at the schools, and up goes her hand
in absolution and sweet is the kiss of her peace. Kitty
would forgive Dick—what woman would not have
forgiven him? Had he not ridden in from Windsor
against the King's order, risked all his new won
honour, cast every shilling of his soldiery fortunes
into the scale, that the psice might purchase torgive-
ness? Kittr, on her part, would go to him and ask,
** Dick, why did yoy do it? Why did you shame me
at Sherbourn?' "And he would have a gentle
answer for her, an answer, for which shez had
long waited—an answer which would satisfy her.

This she believed as shi went ti.-ough the g..rdens,
1f a shadow hovered upon her, it was that of her own
fear. Might they not punish Dick beyond all reason
for wha he had done? Might not the King punish

him? She had heard.dreadful stories of that virtue
H
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they call gbedierce. Dick Fad disobeyed the King’s
order, and mus: answer for it. Yes, but how? Could
it possibly be true, as a voice whispered to her, that
he might have to answer with his life? No, no, she
said as quickly, that would only be at the wars  And -
if not with life, with what then? Liberty, said the
voice; he mus’ answer with his liberty, or, perhaps,
with the further penalty of a public shamr, greater
than any he had known before, and irrevocable.

Here was something to quicken a young girl's step
if you will—something to send her on madly, fearing
the shadows and desiring the light. She must find
Dick, and warn hira, God help her] How she
found him; what a discovery it was|

Let it be said that she heard his voice even before
she came out upon the scene. A considerable pavilion
had been set up on the Strand side of the gardens—
one which would shelter the King v/hen his gracious
Majesty deigned to appear. A Persian carpet had
been spread before its door. There were small tables
all about, and fine flaring lighis and a thousand
coloured lamps set as jewels about the trellis. To this
pavilion Kitty came, but not directly, so that,
approacning it from the south, the bushes hid the
open place from view, and she might have passed it
by altogether as too public for her guest but for a loud
peal of laughter and then a ringing phrase that was
very music to her cars:—

* Kitty, I tell you I will see Kitty."

She heard the v orls, heprd them as a sweet song
long forgotten and a.ked no other message. A little
path carried her swiftly to an opening in the yew fence.
She thrust the bushes aside and, com’'ng out
boldly, she met her lover for the first time si.ce that
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night at Sherbourn when she had told him that he
must never enter her tather’s house again.

Now, Dick was resting by the door of the pavilion
anc-a group of our old friends stood round about him.
He w e his sold.er's clothes, his hat lay on the foor
at his feet, his left hand, stretched out to touch the
post of the Joor, supported him, for he was sick and
dizzy bevond all words.

Of those about him, Lord Churchill and Mr.
Cunninghame, the fut fop, were the most conspicuous,
but Sir Francis also was there and some of the com-
pany that we have not scen before. These, be sure,
knew nothing of the sorry trick that my lord had
played upon Sii Richard, nothing of the wine in the
glass which now threatened to fall from his feeble
fingers. They said that he was like many another
there, intoxicated by good liquor and full of his
Grace’s hospitality. And we chall leave them with
their opiniom, for Kitty concerns us, and God alone
knows what ity thought,

This her Duck, this ‘man with the thickened speech
and the rolling gait and the bloodshot eye? This
man who laughed and swore in a sentence, whose
voice was terrible to hear, whose words were a'very
madman’s jargon! Oh, God help Kitty | we say, for.
liow shovld che have understood, and what man among
them all would take pity upon her and tell her?

Listen now to Sir Richard as he reels yonder and
appeals to that scornful company. Robbed of his
right senses, raving hysterically, he is trying to tell
them how he made the jcarney to London.

“ And there," cries he, *‘ahd there they made a
mistake, for 'twas Dick Escombe that must gou
Géntle 1en, I'm much obliged to you all. 1 am power-
fully -your servant. 'Tis to Windsor [ must return
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tkis night, as His Majesty tle King commands me.
That's why I have just told my venerable friend, Har-
horne—jolly old Nobbs, we have drunk a good glass
together—to Windsor, my lord, if the heavens Zall,
for what would little Kitty think cf me if I {- rbear
to go? And, ye see, the Dean's lady came to breakfast
with me—— Mprs. Marwood, to what am I to attribute
the honour of t.is visit—to what am [—"'

He swayed a little, for the drug «hat was in the wine
which Harborne had just offer:d him acted both
quickly and potently. Among mere vulgar people
many would have pitied the man, perceiving his con-
dition, and would have judged him lightly. But these
gentlemen of the periwigs, my ladies of the patches,
to them the spectacle was better than any comedy at
the King's Theatre. Richard Escombe deserting his
place at Windsor, they said, und appearing before
the XKing in such a state!l How the town would ring
with the story to-morrow! Dick meanwhile, as white
as death and dreadfully ill, his brain fired by the
poison he had drunk, went on raving ju.t as a man at
the crisis of an illness. And as he raved, his old friend
Harborne watched him with such a pretly smile that
society talked of nothing else for many a long day
afterward.

** Serpeant, reprimand this man and see that he does
it. I must he in London to-night, Barry. I must find
old Anthony, the d—d old rogue. L'ye hear me,
Barry? Ask Captain Beddoe to step across and see
me. Did ye think I was in ignorance? She's at Lon-
don wi'h Harborn= Hal tal and I drew the name
from the bowl, 'Twas like a woman to be minding it.
Lord Harporne, your obedient servant. I am pleased
to meet you here. Old Nobbs! Hal hal I'v» co.ne
to réport myself, my lord ; come to report mysJ!f.”
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He had the palm of his hand flat against the wood-
work of the trellis by this time and would have slipped
and fallen had not someone pushed forward a chaii
that *Ye might sit. For some of the women the
spectacle already proved too much and they crept from
the throng, but Kitty could not teat- herself away,
although every right instinct bade l'er hegcme this
instant. The very shame and degradation of it all
held her to the spot as though a spell had fallen upon
her. And this was her Dick, remember ; this the man
for whose sake her pillow had been wetted by her
tears, ah, how many nights since he had left her; this
the hope of her young life; this the hour of her sweet
forpiveness and reconciliation! Shall we judge her if
despair gave place (0 anger and anger almost to hate ?
Oh, the infamy of that degradation! And would she
submit to it as one that.Richard Escombe had the
right to insult at hi. pleasure? Assuredly not, or this
story had never been written.

Remember that she stood in the press of the crowd
and might well have passed undiscovered there. Un-
happily for her, there was a man present who was de-
termined that this should not be. And he; his eyes
searching every face, discovered her at last and made
hur presence krown in such a tone of malice -and
triumph that she would remember it above all else in
her knowledge of that man's life, Harborne, indeed,
committed a tactical blunder which we had not ex-
pected from such a man. He might readily have
delegated his so-called d.ity to<ncwcher, despatched one
of the officers to have informzd the King, or even per-
mitted. his Grace to do so. But no, nothing of thé
sort. This triumph was his own, his tongue alone
should proclaim the good news.
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* Lord Churchill," cries he s1 ddenly, in a voice that
carried far over the gardens, ' I must speak to His
Majesty. Oblige me by conducting Miss Dulcimore
from this place.”

He took a step toward her, and there stood Kitty,
conspicuous among them all, her face s» white that
the crue'lest must pity her, her eyes shining like
diamonds, her lips compressed,

"My lord," says she proudl: enough, “when I
have need of Lord Churchill's protection I will ask
for it myself.”

What Harborne would have answered her we can-
not tell. The movement, as you would expect, had
awakened Sir Diick from his lethargy. He straightened
himself up, he rocked upon his heels. You could see
the very veins in his forchead sweliing while he fought
the drug and strove to regain his dulled senses.

* Kitty,” he cried, as a man specking the whole
anguish of his heart; ** Kitty 1"

Oh, be sure that IKitty heard him. They say that
the fire in-her eyes mizht have blinded a braver man
than Richard Escombe when she answered him, not
directly, but to Ensign Willoughby, who had crossed
over to her side,

“There is a man whom the Duke's lackeys should
flog," cried she. *' Mr. Willoughby, wull you please
show me where all the gentle folk have Zone? ™

And so she walked away from the scene, her hand
vpon the lad's arm, her head ecect, slowly, without
one word or sign that ‘this meant more to her than to
others whou were gath red taere. Well for hor, we
say, that che delayed no longer. Was not Escombe
actually at grips with his enemies by this tire? A
very frenzy of anger overtook him. Strong ar.-s en-
deavoured to hold him, but were thrown off as though
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they had been the arms of childrer?. He raved in-
cessantly, the mad words of one whose brain was on
fire.

' Stand back!" he roared, and again to a midget
among them, "' stand back, ye little devil of a man.
Would ye keep me from Kitty? I tell ye I see her
over there, man. She's where the red roses gre grow-
ing. Stand back and let me go to her1' Will ye have
me blind? *Twas IKitty or her own sister, which is
herself, by my soull

And then rocking impotently upon his heels as
stronger arms wound about his own, he went on:—

" *Twas not Kitty at all. I seo it plainly. The ould
divil of a horse won at Chester, and I must be riding
ove- to tell her. And, mind ye, I met Cockraine upon
the road. Where's Cochraine? I won money of
Cockraine. God, 1 shall be late at Charing yetl
Twenty miles tc Kitty, twenty to tell herl What's
Dick Escombe going to tell her—what, what? "

His voice fell to a whisper and he closed his eyes
as though memory must rack every nerve and then
leave him helpless after all. A physician would have
said that the more cunning potency of the drug was
passing and that he would come by reason presently.
It may be that some of 'those who stood by realised
this, for they dzalt more gently with iiim, and one
of them cri=d, " Sir Richard, come! Don’t you
understand? '* To which he answered with a kindly
smile and a new attempt, as painful as the m'tlers, to
gather his scatterec. wits.

“ Y= see, | won little Kitty.in*the lottery—1 drew
the paper out of the bowl. /And then they =aid [ must
marry Kitty or the regiment would draw upon me.
was { .ghtened of them—Dick Escombe frightened of
the lictle spalpeen of a man [—aid there was thatin my
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heart I would not tell, the oreath of the roses over
the river, the morn of the sun upon my face because
Ilitty called me. Faith, child, "tis your face | see—as
I've seen it all my life—the dream that will never be
waking. Kilty, I see you in the dream "

Had they been merely human the pathos of this
might have wgn upon the pity of my lords, to say
noth’ng of the meaner folk, Judging them lightly,
we must admit to some effort upon their part at least
to save the dreamer from the ultiraate consequences of
his folly. Lord Harborne, they knew, had gone away
to make the episode known to the King, The shame
of the drug might pass—but the shame of a public
arrest, of a public degradation, would never pass.
The very tension of the scene moved them to guick
exclamations and new efforts.

* Get him away, for God's sake!™ cried Cunning-
hame.

" The King will charge us all," says Lord Ailsa,

“ Such a pretty affair is too good to last,” put in
Lord Churchill.

" Make an end of it,"" says another; "' pick him up
and carry him."

Wise ¢dvice, but not easily to be followed in
Richard Escombe's case. Fitfully as fever will have
it, his moods changed with surprising yuickuess. At
one moment recalling some dream of his love, at the
next anger returned and he seemed to remember every
circumstance of the day.

“Where's Cockraine? " he as'ed, with a sudden
leap to nis feet and a v1d st:'re about him.

None answered him, and his withering gaze fell
apon Lord Churchill.

"“Ye have the look of that same man," h. eried
with a savage laugh, aad then :—** Ye divil, what wine
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did Harborne give met Why did:we drink at this
house P—rascals that you were—damned rascals. 1'll
teach you something, Draw upon me, I say, dray
upon me—-""

Anl swiftly from the word he passed to the deed.
Now at last had he a trembling hand on his sword and
would have drawn it. No one had ant::upated this—
none thought of what might justly foilow a 'jest ppon
such a man; but the mere movement caused such an
uproar as the old ouse had rarely known before.
Lackeys came running with lanterns; great dames
implored their cavaliers to save them; young girls
turned and fled from the scene. And above all the
uproar there was bruited the rumour that the King
was coming. Verily it needed no seer to say that
Richard Escombe “vas ruined irrevocably and that no
human agency might save nim.

*The King | the King b Make way for the King1™"



CHAPTER XIII
ENTER HIS MAJESTY

In hrshed whispers men, and women too, utlered the
words, and drew aside with a curious longing to see
and hear all that was done and vpoken. When llis
Majesty at length entered that tragic arena he found
Richard Escombe drinking from a great goblet of
water that little Ensign Willoughby had carried him,
while of those who had put shame upon him Lord
Churchill and Mr. Cunninghame alone Ead the cournge
to remain. DBe sure, however, that Frederick, Lord
Harborne was present, treading upon George's heels
and whispering still his couasels of airest.

* Your Majesty's own orders—no officer to leave the
castle upon any plea whatever. As a g~neral of the
stafl, I feel it my duty to bring this to your knowledge.
You; Majesty will be the judge of Sir Richard
Escombe’s condition —"

“I sh~Li be the judge,’” said the King. He spoke
very quietly and with a meaning my lord failed
altogether to perceive. '°I shall be the judge., Take
me to the piace.”

And so he burst in upon them—and there is Sir
Richard standing-with pale face and unsteady hand,
and there is little Willoughby, look:ng very white and
frightened ; while all auut ir’ the shadows are craned
necks and wide eyes and the shimmer of jewels and the
Vlack of patches and the erimson of cheeks which owe
little to nature. What a moment for Escombe! "Vhat

an hour of jesting fortunel
106
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' There is the man "' ¢ried Harboine magnificently.

The King nodded his head.

! Sir Richard Escombe!" he cried.

“Your Majestv."

A murmur of astonishment rippled round the wide
ring of faces. 'What miracle had happened, then?
Was this the man report had made a drunkard and
insane?+ Behold, he stands upright bifore them all;
his face is ghastly pale, but reason has returned to
him, and with reascn, dignity.

“ Your Majesty," he repeats.

The King advanced another step and put a question.

“With whom did you ride into London, Sir
Richard #*

“With Lord Harborne's friends—Mr. Cockraine
and Mr. Musgrove, sir."

“ And after that. But I perceive you have been
drinking, Sir Richard. Wad that with my 'lord
also?"’

“* A health to Your Majesty on a glass of wine—but
one, upon my hon ur. There's been that between us,
sir, which wine may well blot out. I drank t2'a
reconciliation—but one g]ass, upon my honour.”

“ Ah," cried the King, in a strange to.}e. The
expectancy of those about was now stretched as a bow.
This ruined mar, how well he carried Himselil And
the King's anger—tbey waited for that b fall. My
lord, surely, had never known an hour of tr:umph 50
precious to him.

** Ah," said the King, in a strange tone—he was
lookirg at Harborne closely ncsb, ad one who meditates
a possibility—'*but a singe glass to my health?
That i~ a very proper account to give. It is also &
little r erplexing, Sir Richard. But one glass —-"'

He walked towards the little table set toward the
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pavilion door an.l held up a deranter from which the
wine had been poured.

*Is this the Aask, Sir Richard ?"

“ Itis, Your Majesty."

““ Ah! Then my lord shall drink to me also. What
is more right and proper than that? Come, my lord,
a health to His Majesty., Xou will not refuse me
lh&t?‘"

He poured out a glass of the Burgundy and offered
it to the amazed nobleman. They say that Harborne's
face was a study for the painters. And, mind you,
men and women, too, read the King's cleverness as
in'a flash of a merry light. Ah, this far-seeing old
soldier, George—he knew, he knew!

" Come, my lord! Do you hesitate? A health to
me. Am [ to say that you are not willing ?"'

** I have drunk the toast already, Your Majesty."

* And will drink it .gain at my command—that, sir,
oran alternative I will not name beiore this company."

A soldier spoke now—a king to those who must
obey. The people pressed about as though this were
the crisis of an act in the playhouse or the final scene
of a stirring comedy. As [or my lord, he trembled in
every lirh, Lord! what a trap to be set for him!
The wine—it seemed to mock him as the glittering
eyes of mischievous imps. What cou:!d he do; what
answer male to a King who knew? .

* Do you hear me, my lord? Will you drink a
glass of wine to my health, gr must I name the
alternative ?"'

Harbornz lifted ihe z'ass and drank it slowly. The
drug ran like an opiate in his veins, for it was that
and nothing more. For a moment, all waiting in
breathless silence, the man stood rigid as a figure of
stone before the compeny. Then, reeling, he lost his
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balance and fell as an ininimate thing at the King's
very feet.

“ Ahl'" eried His Majesty. And then, raising his
voice so that all might hear, he said :—

My messenger rode at daybreak to bring Sir
Richard Escombe to London. I see that he has not
been fairly treated.. Lord Churchill, command an
apartmert to he prepared for him. U will *hear Sir
Richard in the moruing.”



CHAPTER XIV
WE GO TO DINE AT ST JAMES'a

AN Old Man has remarked in the diverting tragedy
of ** Macbeth ™ that a falcon, towering in her pride of
place, was by a mousing owl hawked at and killed.
Which considerable misfortune, we take it, is put
before us in liew of many an ancient aphorism, but
chf'teﬂ:,r that which reminds us that p.ide goeth before
a fall.

Now, there are many remarkable coincidences in the
story of Sir Richard Escombe, but none more
remarkable than that of the circumstance to which he
owed his social salvation upon the Jay he set out from
Windsor—and the consequent fall which attended the
pride of a very notable personaje.

Consider the case in all its bearings. Here is the
senior Captain of a regiment who has remiaded a junior
how impessible it is to leave the Castle, and upon
that immediately has left it himself, despite the King's
order and the fulminations of a disciplire-loving
Governor., This Captain goes to Londor; is met by
rascals on the way; is drugged ty them and my lord
—and cven then it is not the poor owl that is grassed,
but the proud falcon whom all had considered to be
invincihle and so high in the heavens as to be beyond
the gaze of mere mortal folk. A wonder of coincidence
—and yet no great wonder at all when the whole truth
is told.

Of course the King had sent for him. G.rman

1'e
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George was too much of a soldier to have acted as he
did had his own summbns been a fiction. He had sent
for Richard Escombe, who was the finest judge of a
horse in the three kingdoms, that he might come to
London and therd settle a wager between His Majesty
and the Duke of Sefton concerning the history of a
famous tho-oughbred, and that which it had, or had
nol, done upon Newmarket Heath.

A King's messcnger riding headlong arrived at
Windsor ten minutes after Sir Dick had guitted the
Castle.  He, worchy man, believing that His
Majesty's intentions had been made known by some
other means, and satisfied that Escombe had indeed
gone to Londor, merely turned his horse about and
went back as he had come. His task was accom-
plished, and making doubly sure by inquiries at the
inns, he arrived at lergth at.St. James's and there put
the story abroad. So, it appears, that worthy George
never had a doubt'gbout the malter. Sir Richard had
come {0 London because he had been sent for. And
lucky for hiui that he came—for this was not a King
to be trifled with,

From such a beginning the sequence of our story
follows naturally enough. At Northumberland House
His Majesty heard Harborne very patiently, but with
a certain contemnt nevertheless. He liked zeal, but
from tittle-tattle he had an aversion which, was not to
be disguised. So be let my lord babble as he would;
and, not deigning to inform him of the truth, went
himself to meet Escombe. In what condition he
found him—a mau recovered, it is true from the
madncss of the drug, bu4 weak and faint and ailing—
you have already heard. indeed, we firnd that the
Hing sent a message presently excusing Sir Richara
unti' the morning, and that a great revulsion of
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fealing attending the discovery of the royal favour,
staunch friends carried the dazed man to a lodging
in the Haymarlet and there left him, with strict
instructions to a garrulous landlady that her guest
must repair to the Palace very early upon the following
day, and by no means neglect to report himself to His
Majesty.

Here ir. this lodging at ten o'clock of the following
morning Sir Dick opened his eyes after a heavy night
of sleep; and hence he went to the Palace in answer
to the royal command. Used to the regal mood, he
was somewhat astonished to find the King surly
beyond ordinary, and overmuch given to the German
tongue, which Sir Richard understond but ill. The
interview, we read, was of the briefest—George asked
many questions concerning the horse, made some
blunt observations upon the lax discipline among his
Guards, and finally dismissed the affronted Captain
almostas though he had been a plz.ee hunter who had
obtained admission to the Palace by a ruse. Escombe
knew the King well, and this curt treat.nent did not
overmuch depress him. A belicver in the old proverb
concerning a prince's favour, he had hoped little from
the Cuelphs, perhaps desired little; and even when
His Majesty, as a parting shot, commanded him not
to leave London until he was ordered so to do, the
words were no serprise.

“ 'Tis to belabour the Guards," he said to himseli,
" perhans to speak of the great review. ‘Well,
London is as good as any other piace, and better while
Kitty is in it. This day will I go to her and tell her
the truth. She may have heard what happeaed to
me yesterday—no pleasant tale as others would tell it.
I'd be more than a madman did I not go to her at
ﬂﬂﬂ'ﬁ'.”
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Here was a proper resoution, beyo~d all question—
but it is one which makes much clear to us. No
shadow of a doubt can now remain concerning Sir
Dick's knowledge or want of knowledge of the
supreme misfortune which happened to him yesterday.
Why, he was ignorant even that Kitty had been at the
assembly—and although some dim recollectioa of a
dark hou: hovered in his mind, what the nature of it
had been he knew no more than the dead. In this
ignorance, however, Fe was not long to dwell. Little
Ensign Willoughby met him on the very threshold
of the Palace—for that fine boy had now become a
gentleman to one of the princes; and taking the
Captain aside to nis own room be begged for a brief
hearing.

** ¥You know that she has left London, Sir Richard,”’
he began—for never could Ensign Willoughby-hold
his tongue,

Dick stared at him in wonder.

“Would you be speaking of Mrs. Marwood,
Willoughby ?"

“ Indeed no, T would tell you of Miss Dulcimore.”

*'Tis a surprise altogethcr. 'What road has she
taken? " .

"1 have done my best to find out, but I cannot
discover, the truth. It is Harborne's doing. He
visited their Louse in 5t. James's this morning and I
hear that they all went away in one of his carriages
during the forenoon.”

“1In one of his carriages?—then old Dulcimore is
becoming the fine figure of a man entirely, "Vould
ye have me to believe that }larhorne went with him? "'

** He rode as far as Tyburn Gate—l wish he had
beeis engaged there, Sir Richard.”

“ £y, said Dick, with a sudden inspiration, ** He's

1



114 IR RICHARD ESCOMBE

a house in Bucvinghamshire, I remember—not far
from the Quaker people at Jordans. What would the
Lrulcimores be wanting there now? "

Willodighby was somewhat at a loss.

“ Kitty would be wvery angry,” he said with
hesitation—"* perhaps she wished to leave London.
There is a lampoon already sold on the streets, Sir
Richard—""

Escombe Jooked at him shrewaly.

**1 remember little of last night,"” he remarled, a
strange chill of apprehension seizing him. ‘' Be
plainer with me, Willoughby."

Ensign Willoughby stuttered and stammered,
hummed and hawed—talked a goou deal about this
person's actions and the other's-—and finally permitted
every word of the sorry business to be dragged 1rom
him. When he had done, he was in no way surprised
at the sudden gust of anger which overtook the amazed
Sir Richard.

“What I" cried he, ** [ am sent to her like a drunken
lout from an ale-house—1I reel about the gardens before
the people, you say—God in Heaven, send me to those
who did it. Ye hear 1ie, Willoughby, [ will not
sleep in my bed till Kitty knows, and these men are
punished. Oh, think of it, man—to play me such a
scurvy trick and my head so gone that I remember no
maore of it all thaa the King's favour, and %2 water you
carried to me at the pavilion. But, Willoughby, I
have a good sword to my hand—my pride is not other
men’s and, as there is a sun above us, I will make them
answe: t. me,”

Willoughby thought it ‘vise to say nothing. He
had the sheet of the lampoon in his pocket—half the
town already had laughed at it—but he would not Fave
shown it to his friend for a hundred pounds.
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“1 very well uiderstand your displeasure, Sir
Richard," said he; ' it is but natural and proper.
And, as you will readily imagine, there are many to
say why Harboi e has gone into the country.”

“Think you 'tis to keep out of the way? "’

** It will be said, whether or no."

“ But I will follow him, Willoughby—I will follow
him to tie Indies: see now."

""The King is determined that you shall not,
That’s why he gav: the order which keeps you in
London."

*“Then I'l resign my place—is it no justice that I
am to find, even from the King? Oh, I'll go to him
—TI'll go to him this minute."

I shouldn': do that, Sir Richard. He must guess
how things are—beuter wait until you have his word."

It was common-sense, though spoken by a boy to
a man—and it prviiled, as common-sense often will
when anger permits it a hearing.  Reflection taught
Escombe thet nothing would be easier than to tell
Kitty the true story of the affair—-and more than this,
his consuming anger against the author of his
misfortunes made explanation a lesser consideration.
When he returned to his own rooms he was 2 calmer
man, but his purpose W%as clear. He would fcllow
Harbou~e wherever the journey might carry him.
Nothing must intervene—he would accept no reason
whatever, hear no counsel, be bribed neither by
promises nor flattery, Twice in his life had this fine
villain put shame ujon him. Richard Escombe swore
by all he held dear that there snould never be a third
pccasion.

The esclution comforted him—and, much to his
satisfaction, he welcomed his servant Barry, about
three in the afternoon, and learned that the good fellow
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had followed him :nto London wi_h a change of linen,
directly he learned that his master would not return
to Windsor. Barry rarely asked a question, but he
was a little curious this afternoon an i1 broke in upon
his customary silence.

“ Do we bide long, sir? ™

" The King will tell us, Barry."

** And after that, sir? "

""We are going a journey, Barry."

Barry raised his eyebrows.

** Into the wild man's country ? "'

** No, not to Scotland, Barry—unless the man goes
there."

*'Tis glad I am to hear ye speak of & man—there
are few in these parts, sir.”

" No lover of town—you're not that, Barry."

" Whist! A man who comes our of Ireland leaves
his heart behind him. "

** But not his flute. Go and see who is asking after
me. [ hear voices below."

Barry went at once, and barely a minute had passed
before he ushered in those two old fricnds of ours,
Lord Chu:=hill, the supercilious, and the fat fop, Mr.
Cunninghame. These men had come direct to Sir
Richard from the King—diplomatisis both ©poa a
delicate errand—but they would not have aamitted as
muech if you had offered them a thousand for the news.

* Sir Richard Escombe, your most devoted 2k

*“Sir Richard Escombe, upor my life we are
fortunate—""

Dick bowed to them buth and told Barry to send up
wine. He knew perlectly well why these non had
come to him, but was as ready to dissemble as they.
In the streets and the salons last night's affair would
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be discussed openlv, but not between those most
closely concerned in it.

""We are,"" says Lord Churchill, with a great show
of politeness, © we are, Sir Richard, to command you
to the Palace to-night.”

“To dine,” says the fat Cunninghame, *‘at half
past five precisely."

*Again Dick bowed, )

‘* Gentlemen,” he rejoined, "1 am powerfilly
obliged to you both. And is that all the news you are
bringing me? "

The men exchanged quick glances, but Cunning-
hame spolie next.

* In a general way, yes,' he answered with a shrug,
“but I may say, as between those who will make no
further mention of it, that a certain exalted personage
is much upset to-day, Sir Richard."

* Being great'y annoved by certain matters which
have come to his ears concerning an affair I need not
name."’

Dick made no regly; and, encouraged so far, Lord
Churchill continued.

* He cau say nothing fir himself, naturally so—but
we, who are the ready interpreters of our distinguished
friend’s thoughts, we surely may hazard an opinion.’

* Which is.devilishly unfavourable, 1 must say,"
added u.¢ ~eady Cunninghame.

And so that delicate comedy began, Cunninghame
nodding his head while Churchill spoke and Churchill
saying '* Quite so " whenever his friend opened his
lips. Dick on his part wrs quite content to listen.
He thought that he knew all that was coming; but in
this ha was mistaken, as we shall see presently.

"“"You will admit, gentlemen, that I have been
gr-atly affronted,” he said.
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They admitted it together.

'* Exactly what our noble friend has said. T think
he wsed those very words, eh, Cunninghame? Did
he not say ' greatly affronted '? "'

"¥You have a wonderful memory, Churchill—the
very words. But you are forgetting his reference to
consequence.  Consequence, 1 think, should attend
Eﬂ'Fon}+li

* And that which the town woulu think and feel if
there were not upon both sides some willingness to
avoid—at any cost—the association of this affair with
the common rules of discipline among those who serve
a generous master."’

* You put it very well, Cunninghame. [ think our
friend would not object to that as a fair statement of
his views—that consequence shall be apart from
circumstance—touching no point of discipline and not
to be permitted if it be 'tnown. And-this leads me to
say that [ am forgetting a part of the King's message.
Twelve o'clock to-morrow night was the time named,
I believe. Sir Richard to be at theé Castle by midnight
to-morrow."’

" Ah," cried Dick, who aow began to make some
sense of their powerful jargon, '’ the King gives me
until to-morrow night, I perceive?

“To be at Windsor punctually-—after which,
should the furmer conditions be unallered, ihey are to
remain so."'

* Addiag only .an assurance of His Majesty's
interest, however it may befall."

They .ad said alk there was to be said by this time;
but for the form's sake they lingered yet awhile,
talking nonchalantly of the affairs of the day- their
bonnes fortunes; their luck at the tables; the pretty
women who interested them and the plain women 1 ho
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did not. When they were gone throy bequeathed to
Dick such a mystery of words spoken and left unsaid
that none but a 1aster in diplomacy would have made
head or tail of it. He, however, read the King's
meaning as clear as though it had been written down
in a child's book.

“el am to have until to-morrow night. The King
gives mé grace until then. And there is 1o be nyJ
meeting,in public. He knows, then, that Harborfie
has ridden into Buckinghamshire and means me to
follow him, Ay, and I'm all for such quarry—but if
I find him not, then there is no more of it, and George
himself will hold the scales. 'Tis a shrewd man
entirely—God forgive him for asking me to dinner
thistnight.”

This appeared to be the price he must pay for the
gracious intimation that he might defend his honour
even against a superior officer and a General of the
staff. He went to the palace, none the less, with a
light heart—.nd when he was gone the King said,
" God help the man whom he. rides down "—and
meant every.word of it.



BOOK III
OF JORDANS BUT NOT OF THE QUAKERS' HOUSE

CHAPTER X7
THE ADVENTURE WITH THE GIPSY

IT was ten o'clock that night when Sir Dick rode out
of London; a guarter to twelve when he entered the
little town of Uxbridge upon the Uxford road and
asked his way to Jordans at the posting inn of the
place. Here he drank a glass ¢! hot wine—for the
night had fallen chill—and delaying no longer than
served the mournful Carry to bestow 2 melancholy kiss
upon a merry maid, the pair set off again—as
uncertain both of their destination and their surmise
as any couple upon the King's high road that night.
To discover Harborne; to bring him to account—to
tell Kitty the truth of the afiair—these were the
thoughts which banished others and compelled Sir
Richard to ride a willing horse a little brutally.
Wounded :n his pride, made the laughing <. .k of
a callous wwn, Dick Escombe was no. the man 1o
suffer in silence until opportunity presented itself—not
the man to nurse his resentment or feed upon a hope
of a future day. Hot within him, this desire of swift
reveng prevailed'abore his anxiety that Kitty should
lenow. Time afterward to ell her—time to say, the
man did this while he was alive, but to-day he ‘s dead.
And here you had the Celt to the finger tips—Ilavisk. in
his affection, mighty *n his pride, unrelenting ii.. his
IO
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enmity. Dick swore alterward that}}:e could have
slashed the very trees as he rode by. 'Harborne’s face
was ever before 1im. He looked into the man's very
soul and seemed o know that he was afraid.

Ohlan angry journey, surely, and one that carried
him to strange places. For remember it was ailer
midnight when he lost the road—a moonless hour an
thick wobds of Buckinghamshire all about and a litt]
river rupning through a valley and high banks upwn
either side with the trees so many that a man could
hardly see his hand before his face. Here upon a
bridle-path Dick came to a halt at last and remembered
that the faithful Barry was at his heels. In truth he
could hardly see the man and must be guided by the
climking of the bit and the fall of a clever hoof upon a
stony path.

***Tis an odd road, Barry-—what said they at the
inn "

' 'To the right, master, and 20 you shall come to the
river."

** I hear the trickle of a burn, Barry—and then? "

* "T'would be a considerable house and the Quakers'
church over against it. God keep us from that—'tis
many a devil that * thees* and ' thous " an hopest man
ang then has a fork in Him."

** A plaip direction, Barry, upon my soul. Would
it be a house with doors and windows? Ay, likely—
and so shall we find it. Hark, man, do you hear any
sounds? "'

“ I hear a dog varking, master."

1] Hﬂ more? "

Y Yonder there is a light in the thicket—"twould be
Egyptian people, Captain—but, mind ye, I carry the
re.ic of St. Patrick, and be damned to them."
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" We must ask after my Inrd, Barry—and yet there
is no other road.

“* So shall we ask and keep upon tlis one, master."

They turned from the path and tt readed a narrow
wood leading to a clearing of the thicket and a camp
of the Egyptians. Here were four or five vans drawn
iip about a reddening fire of brushwooa. A dog
narked loudly, and horses, wakened from slee, trotted
a little way wnen Sir Richard passed by. Twenty
yards from the open place the horse unearthed a pretty
couple of the gipsies lying snug .n each other's arms.
The girl ran off to the vans, laughing—but the man
started up and drew a savage knife from its sheath.

* What do you do here?'' he asked them.

** Keep your pistols in your pocket, friend. Come,
the night is young and the girl will return. FPut me
upon the road to Jordans and I will give you a crown
piece for a trinket.”

The fellow muttered savagely—a mangy hound
snarled about the nag's heels and rec-ved a fine cut
from Barry's whip. Anon a very old woman, so old
that she seemed coeval with the bent oaks of her
encampment, came from une of the vans and spoke
sharply to her son in the Zingari tongue. Then she
turned to Sir Richard.

“ Seek you my lord at St. Peter's? ™

“ How crme you with my business? "'

“ Not with yours, my bonnie man—not with yours.
Seek ye him or his young wife——Ho, ho!—I read
the tale aright. You seek the wife, but you ride too
late. Go with the gent'sman, Jasper. Say that he
comes to dispute with mv lord. And mind ye, lad,
be not afraid to return alone—I say alone, for this
merry gentleman will not pass by again. See that e
take liim to my lord’s door. Point out the windov" to



SIR RICHARD ESCOMBE 123

him—ha, haland he w*ll give thee silver } Iur thy pains
—silver for thy prins, this fine gentlethan.

It was horrible to hear her cackling there in the
moonlight, and fo. all his courage Dick’s heart sank a
little. How did such a hag come to the possession of
my lord"s story ? Reflection would have told him that
she came by it because her camp was not three miles
from the hall as the crow flies, and all the village had
the news that a young girl had been carried out from
London and would reside a while at Chalfont Hall.
But Sir Dick did rot reflect. The hag's threat
affrighted him—he was grateful to Barry, who made
the sign of the cross in the air and said an Adve.

“ Drink down tuy fears, mother,” he cried, tossing
her a crown : ** there's more than one road to Lendon
town. [l ride in upon another, lest they deride
thee.”

“ Ay," she reioined, shelterirg her bleared eyes
with a palsied hand—*' a bonnie man.  Pity that she
did not come to -~ur arms, good master. They'll tell
thee so at Chalfont Hall—and ye'll reward my son,
ye'll reward him well,”

She went as she came, mattering, to her van; but
Dick and Barry pressed on, the lad between them, the
black path of the wood giving them but little prospect
of an sary journey. True, they did pot leave the
camp whoily vnregretted, for the eyes of the awakened
gipsy girl foliowed her lover pathetically and seemed
to say ‘" Why do vou linger?’ He, however,
remained insensible to her appeal. A cunning thought
was in his head. Had he not “eard his mother speak
of my l6rd’s wishes in this matter—No stranger must
come thraugh the woods to' Chalfont Hall—none upon
the road, if it could be forbidden. And would there
not e a fine reward for those who helped so great a
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man in this matter? Jasper s~w a prospect not only
of carrying a picce of silver to the nld woman but of
putting something better in his c¥n pocket. He
feigned that there was but room for sne upon the path
and counselled Barry to ride behind him. Then he
drew the great knife from its sheath and hid it beneath

his rags.



CHAPTER XVI

WHY BARRY FIRED

Ir men were but philosophers they would not taky
account of any declared peril. Destiny is no lover of
a common way. We ear the giant, tilling at him and
counting his forces, but the dwarf creeps upon the
road and his is the barb which undoes us.

Diclk Escombe would have taken a hundred oaths
that pight that the road to Chalfont was as safe for him
as the Mall itself. [=did not care a button of his coat
for footpads; admitted no dangers of the way nor
imagined that an;’ difficulty could be encountered uhtil
he stood face to face with my lord and the great hour
of it had come  And yet here is a gipsy lad running
by his side beneath the trées, a drawn knife behind his
tatters, cunning running riot in his head and all a
Zingari comempt of law and life bidding him
venture.

Twice in a hundred paces he made the beginning of
a movemunt which the sudden tripping of the horse
or the rider's change of posture alone divert=d. And
still he clung to the stirrup leather, still gave clear his
directions *' to the right, master—a little to thz left—
yonder there, by the water—now it would be best to
ford across, master—oh, but a little way vet—the half
of a mile and then I'll show you where my lord’s hbuse
lies.”” Dick gave no thought to him at all. You can
imazine his loud cry when the report of a pistol rang
in his ears and Jasper, the guida, fell headlong atthis



126 SIR RICHARD ESCOMBE

feet. This v-as the truth, ronr the ess. And Barry
had shot him, aus he never was at prins to deny.

" Good God, Barry—and what ncw 2"

Barry came up at a canter. The-dawn had broken
over the woods by this time and a shimmer of grey
light rippled through the glades. All was ashen grey
as the face of death itself. The lad lay upon his back,
the nerves of his mouth twitching, the finzers of his
hand so closed about the handle of the knife that a
strong man could not have set them free. And upon
him Sir Richard looked almost 15 though he had been
his executioner.

*In God's nane, Barry, answer me—why did you
fire?"

Barry dismounted from his horse and put the tatters
aside.

" 'Tis here the reason lies,"" he cried, pointing to
the knife. '*Oh, Sir Richard, but for the mercy of
Almighty God, 'twould be upon your face I looked
down this minute, Sir, he made tc **'l you when the
horse blundered and again when you turned about to
speak to me. I could have uttered no warning which
would not have undone us both—and su I shot him."

** A sorry affair, Barry=—we must go to the justices.”"

*Is Your Honour daft—what have the justices to
do with us? The rogue's dead, I'll wager, and there
are more to follow him. Ride on for your life, Sir
Richard. Ye have not a minute to lose."

He rounted his horse again, and bade his master
listen. DBack in the woods they could hear the thud
of hoofs upon the gras.y path—tl.ere were gipsies fol-
lowing their man, and five minutes would bring them
to the place. Wisely did this honest fello v speak,
and with reason, and Sir Richard would argue with
hiri no more. He touched his horse with the -vhip
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and rode on at i. gal'op. . Let the Zinguri pay their
own debts, he s id. Which resoludon hardly had
been taken when 1 fearful cry from the thicket behind
him confirmed Burry's wisdom, and both understood
the nature of the peril they had escaped.

“Think you that my lord had a hand in this,
Barry? ™

" wozld be little likely, master—the Elryptians
are hard taskmasters."

** And rarely servants. [ shall not forget this night,
Barry. Heaven send that the day may end as well.
We should be near the house, if yon rogue did not
lie to us.™

“'Tis not unlikely, master—and yet, I see that
which should be a high road yonder. We shall do
better there than in the woods, Sir Richard—and
better in London than anywhere else,”

" ¥e have a heart for the cities, Barry? "'

* No, sir; for the men—and the women—who are in
the cities."

He sighed deeply while they -ame out upon the
highway, side by side. A mile and a half further on
a lodge at the roadside marked the presence of a house;
and this disclosed itself presently, a red bric'z building
of Elizabeth’s time—but so much fallen to decay, the
grounds so ill kept and the windows so broken, shut-
tered, and di-ty, that any thought of my lord being
here was not to be entertained. None the less, Sir
Richard waked the people at the lodge, and a saucy
girl poked her heac out of a lattice and seemed not
unwilling to answer their question.

“ Is this Lord Harbornc's house, my wenth? "

“* Oh, 1a, sir; by the way you beat upon my father’s
door, I thought it would be your own.”
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““Had I kiown you were wit'.in, 11y pretty, I had
thrown roses at your window."

*'Thorns, sir, thorns, surely—for that is all that a
pretty wench gets hereabouts. Did his lordship expect
you, or shall I run up to say that the King and his
gentlemen have arrived? Here's a shock for a poor
old gentleman that is ill able to beéar it.  You'll never
go to the house unannounced, sir—at such .n hour of
ti.e morning."'"

Sir Dick had forgotten the hour of the morning, but
he remembered it now. It could have been but litile
more than five o'clock—an odd hour even to wake his
lordship. Besides, he himself cut no such brave
figure thit he would not do well to draw rein awhile.
Not an hour had he slept since young Willourhby
told him the news yesterday; he had tasted but little
food, drunk heavily of wine, and had sleep in his very
bones.

"“'Will you give us a posset if we draw rein
awhile? " he asked the saucy wencu.

She was all for that, and told him so.

“ La, sir! 'tis but the noorest of china, yet if your
nobility will but venture to put your lips to it—-""

#* Heve done with it, my girl—there's one here who
would put his lips to sometuing softer."”

* He'd never kiss your lordship on the {ore-
head—""

' A hit! a hitl—come down and open to us, or we
come up, I swear."

She shut the window w~ith a slavy, and keeping them
wailing but a little while, ushered them preseutly into
a tidy parlour, with sample.s upon its walls a~d an old
Bible in a brown leather cover upon a tidy table. Now
she wore a pretty dress and had a ribbon in her hair—
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but the near acvent of the enemy put;a curb upon
her tongue.

* This," said Sir Richard, tummg over the leaves
of the great book, ** this, 1'll venture, is the book your
good father most often uses.”

** Indeed, and it is, sir."”

“On Sm:da].r mornings? "

* Y'es, sir—to strop his razors on.'

Even the melancholy Barry must ]augh at this-—bnt
the girl sherself went tripping away, and returned
presently with as pretty a breakfast as sver was set
before hungry men. Fine white bread, a steaming cup
of posset, dashed with something from her father’s cup-
board, some raskers of fine fat bacon, butter of the
purest—even fruit from her little orchard. Upon these
the nungry men fell with a gratitude to which their
energy was the best tribute. find when they had eaten
and heard the girl's story—as much of it as she would
tell them—then they went out to her rose garden, and
there, wrapped ~nlv in their cloaks, they slept until
ten o'clock—tne tired'sleep of those who are weary
before the day’s work has begun.



CHAPTER XVII

THE SECRET OF THE HOUSE

No'v, we might suppose that the keeper’s aaughter—
fur such the girl at the lodge proved to be—wnuld have
told Sir Richard something of the story of the great
house itself ; would have admitted that my lord was
there, and that he had carried guests to the place. No
record of this appears, however, in the published
accounts of the business—and, indeed, we may well
imagine that Escombe questioned so saucy a croature
in vain.

What did astonish him was her nonchalance. Never
once did his questions embarrass her, She admitted
that her father was abroad in the grounds—that Mr.
Mason, the steward, lived at the grea. house itself—
but when my lord -vas mentioned she merely laughed,
and asked how she could be expected to know what
great folk were doing. All of which Sir Richard inter-
preted as the desire to avoid the topic—and when he
had come to the conclusion <hat nothing whatever was
to be learned from her sallies, he made up his mind to
put surmise to the proof without any further loss of
time whatever.

Mind you, this is not to say that sleep had done
nothing for him. FHis thoughts were clearer this
mormning if his ange: remained unabated. The tric:
they hau played upon him in London still cried aloud
for satisfaction—but Kitty could be remembered even
before the jester; and he fell to wondering at that

130
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selfishness whicl hiti.erto,had refused to consider her
case.

Why, if report did not lie, was she not the guest at
yonder house, prisoned there at my lord’s pleasure,
and depending upon her good courage to rebut and
resist his persecutions? This was not to be denied;
nor might he hope anything from that shred of a man,
Anthdny Dulcimore, or the old she-cat who would have
“sold twenty daughters for my lord's smiie. Dick pre-
ferred to leave these out of the reckoning and to think
of Kitty alone, for by her courage alone could he out-
wit my lord.

Here, then, we have his mood while he walked to and
fro beneath the sately elms which girdled the park;
and, as he walked, debated what best might be done.
Far away across the sward he perceived the ancient
house, a wreath of smoke hovering above one of its
chimneys—but 'he lower windows still shuttered
and the blinds drawn down. Such a picture
of desolation .3 rare in those days—when
men lived upon their estates and made much
of them—but for reasons of his own Lord Har-
borne had no great love for Chalfont Hall, and had not
publicly resided there for nearly fifteen years., So the
place went to decay; the gardens to weed—and when
Sir Richerd observed these things, astonishment asked
him why the man had carried Kitty to suck:a place,
or chosen it of his many estates for the pursuit of
her.

Were any argument to be offered upon the other
side, it appeared to be that o/ privacy and surprise.
Tor whd that knew Harborne would seek him' at
Chalfont,; or believe that he had chosen it for a young
girl's wonderland., This Sir Richard perceived, and
pluming himself upon such a line of reasoning, the
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mounted his horse again, cond .ode across the park,
determined to gain an entry to the house at any cost.

* They will not open their door to us, Barry," he
said, for be sure that faithful fellow rode at his side,
** but I am determined to go in, though the walls come
down. 'Tis yourself that would approve that same
notion."’

** Ay," said Barry, *' though the house fail, yet will
w™ go in. None the less am [ thinking, master, that
some would have ridden with better news."

** Do you speak of his lordsLip? "'

** Ay, surely—does the fox lead where the scent lies
well?  Here's one that has been hunted many a day,
and has 1any a burrow. God send that yvou dig him
out—Dbut I'll believe it when I see his ugly nose above
the earth.™

Dick thought of it, and could not but agree.

"There may be . trap, but not of the kind you
think,'" he said. *'I doubt if the old fox is here, but
he will return. As for lackeys, .....” yet did 1 sce
one of the kind who would stand five minutes with the
cold steel at his vitals., Ride on and give them nolice,
Barry—we'll make a beginning of it au once.”

Barry obeyed without demur, riding up to the great
gate and pulling so heavily-at the bell that every bird
a hundred yards about went fluttering upward, and
every dog barked as though this werc his particular
day. For all that, no one appeared at the door, nor
did any blind above appear to be lifted. The house
remained as some unawakened citadel of a splendid
past. A loom of the srmoke above its chimney hovered
almost uacannily upon the still air. No human being
could be perceived ; no foowstep heard in all ws couris.

** My lord sleeps overlong this morning,"’ said Sir
Richard at last. ** Ctand back, a little way fror the
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idoor, Barry. Taey .ay have something prepared for
us, and that not the fatted call. Stand back and wait.
I would not take his lordship unawares.”

' For my part,’" said Barry, ** "tis anyways 1 would
take him—front or back or sideways, so long as he
were taken—but that's not to the point, masier. See
you not thal this is*no ordinary house? *'

" Whatrmean you by that, Barry? "'

" God knows, sir. T have had a banshee crying ia
my ears 41l night, and am no fit companion for your
honour. And yet I sty 'tis no ordinary house.”

*We'll prove it when the time comes. You say
well "tis no ordinary house, and, by the looks of it,
inhabited by no o.dinary people. Give ther another
pull, Barry. The birds are gone to roost again.”

Barry did as hie wa- commanded, and the men stood
together listening for any sound within the place.
Certainly, now (a4t they viewed it thus at the very
door, it was' an uncanny house—the battlements
crumbling, the si2..: so worn, the varnish of the doors
all scraped away, the lichen unkempt and straggling.
Even the very gravel walks were overgrown with
weeds, while as for the stables in the quadrangle, there
were not two doors of ten upon their hinges. Clearly
the people did not err when they said that my lord had
no love for Chalfont Hall. Nor could Sir Richard
understand why he had brought the Duleimcres here.

' Do you hear them, Barry? "'

“ There’s a step upon the stone, sir—and, my God!
there's that—-""

He reeled back frum the door while a fearfi] cry
rang out’ upon the still air. Whence it proceeded,
what voice had uttered it, vven a soldier’s trained ear
could not affirm. Beyond all question, however, it
praceaded from one of the upper,storeys, and echod
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a plaint of human distress dreadful jeyond all words
to hear—that fearful, helpless appeal which may move
a man to frenzy and yet find him powerless to respond.
Richard Escombe has never denied that he was over-
come in that moment by an apprehension such as he
had never known in all his life. The awful voice
appeared almost to rob him of his reason, and for
many minutes together he sat as one Jump and
piralysed.

““What was it, Barry—a woman's vowce?" he
asked, at last.

" Ay, sir, a woman's voice—if 'twere any voice at
all.”

* Clap a pistol to yonder door—blow in the lock,
Barry! "

* Will that help the lady? "

“I'll have no argument. Blow in the lockl Are
we men or childrer., Barry? Blow in the lock, for
God's sakel "

Barry hesitated no longer. Iic clipped a horse
pistol to the massive door, and the crash of the report
rang out through those silent courts with a thunder as
of artillery. As for the great door itseir, it fell softly,
as though it had been a contrivance of the playhouse—
for the hinges of it were rusted and rotten, and many
a day had passed since man’s hand had opened it.

The door fell. And there beyond it lay a splendid
halt, furnished as the first Viscount had willed it in the
days of William and Mary, but so shabby, neglected,
and gone to ruin that there might have been no tenant
at Clalfont since William's day. Be sure, however,
that Richard Escombe had eyes neither for the apart-
ment nor the furniture thereof. Leaping imo the hall
when the door fell, he began to stare about him wildly,
the faithful and timorous Barry at his heels, primed



SIFj RICHARD ESCOMBE 135

pistols in their Fands, but, fear at their hearts. Whence
came the cry? Who had uttered it?) For, be it said,
it was raised again while they listened—now high
above them, as though from one of the upper storeys—
a haunting, weird cry, unlike anything they had heard
in all their lives.

“ 'Tis n8 woman's voice, master—for God's sake
hold*back!"

I will not hol@ back, Barry—would you make a
coward 8f me? Here's my lord’s sec et chamber. Am
I to pass it by when the door is open? Shame on
you, Barry—do you not follow me? "

"To hell if need be, master—but we go upon a
crack-brained er.and—oh, sorrow the dayl*

** As Heaven is my witness, you are notning but a
fool. Stay here—or go back to the girl. She has an
ample petticoat, Bariy."

" Sir, sir—nwer did I fear human woice—but
this——""

“Is not hyme=2 Pah!la hag’s tale—I am going
upstairs, Barry.”

He waited for no reply, but bégan immediately to
climb the on.e glorious staircase, now so decayed and
wasted that it cried shame upon all who had thus
treated it. Surely, it had been a princely house—this
hall of sWilliam's time, now forgotten, by one who
owned many mansions. And if the rooms above were
in a better state than much they had seen below, never-
theless, all had been long closed and denied the sweet,
fresh air and the warming sunlight. From suite to
suite of these morstrous bedrooms, rarely used since
Anne nad reigned, Sir Richard passed in quest of a
voice. The very emptiness of them chilled his heart—
he could ask himself if there were anything in the hag’s
tales, after all.
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 See you, Barry,” he cried at last, ** as empty as
the grave—do th: walls, then, cry out? "

‘* Ay, master, to a spirit's voice. We shall do no
good here—said T not so? "

** ¥e malee a craven of me, Barry—ye would give me
a woman's heart? "

“ Not so, sir—but because you have a heart for
woman, | would say, return as you came."

* shall we, then, believe that the eaves have
voices? "'

“1 care for no creed, sir—m- tongue would not
speak it."

** And yet, Barry—that—that—God! it creeps into
the verv Lones.”

He had heard thecry again—weird, mournful, a very
wail as of dead spirits. And now.s it seemed to pro-
ceed, not from the corridors about them, but from the
great hall below, wiich they had visited not ten
minutes ago. Even Dick Escombe was not proof
against this. The faith which had carried him so far
would carry him no further—and, moreover, some sus-
picion of the truth came suddenly to inflame and
enrage him. Iitty was not in such a house as this—
but who, then? whose voice uttered that dreadful
lament? His courage could not brave the ordeal.
The man beside him had scarce the strength to drag
his trembling limbs down the corridor.

* This is a dreadful house, Barry."

“A house of woe, master."

* Think you that my 'ord is playing a trick upon
us? 1.

Barry looked up instantly.

“ I had not thought of it, master,™

** But I am thinking of it, now. It would bea gnim
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jest, Barry—God alune knows with what voice he is
speaking to us. Dut if it were a jes?

*“In that case I would ride on that you may the
sooner laugh in his face."

** There would be news of this in London to-night—
and—could the King have so disgraced me, Barry? "

" Perchafce there was another who wished it, sir—
and Pet—no, not thatl—not that!"

He caught his master by the lapel of the coat, and
held hin! to the place—for they strod in the great
corridor now, in that splendid gallery which runs at
the south side of the house and is famous the world
over; and here they heard such a horrid burst of
fiendish laughter that never a born man ha i listened
to it unmoved. High and shrill and dembniacal, it
echoed a vile crescendo and died away at last to that
which might have beeii a shriek of the damned. Upon
which, we read, éven the faithful Barry gave it up
and bolted headlong, leaving his master to any fate
the house might “~+e in store for him.

The devil went with him down the stairs, he said
afterwards—an evil breath scorched the very hair upon
kis face. S Richard, however, did not move. The
jest upon the jester! He was thinking of that—the
secret! If he could but possess it!

Thricc he paced the great gallery, lpoking often
[rom the windows, and endeavoured to shut his ears
to the cry. -Some one kept this house for my lord,
he argued; but who was he? And whence came this
dreadful cry of woe—so real, so terrible, *hat no human
voice had feigned i1? This Le could not answer—but
his coutage returned to him, and, searching uvery
nook an& cranny with keer: eyes, he stooped at last and
picked some object from one of the little tables which
sto~d in an embrasure of the window. This trifle he
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thrust into the breast of his coat, and, taking but one
look to the garr'ens below to be sure that the horses
were still there, he closed his hand firmly about his
sword, and so at last went down.

He had come upon a fool's errand, then—but was it
wholly that? High above him that horrid laughter
'still echoed beneath the rafters—he thought to detect
a man’s step and the sound of a man's vc'ce, Lut of
this he was nat sure. In the haii at last he cast one
glance upward, to see a hand at the highest of the
balustrades and some black object hurtling down to-
wards him. This was the spirit's answer, then—this
heavy missile hurled down at him derisively by the
keeper of the house. Escombe knev. not what to do—
but, firing a pistol at hazard, he quitted the place
instantly, and left the secret in its keeping.

“ The man we seek is elsewlere, Barry,” he said,
as tiey rode on, "' but we shall find him—and when
we have found him, he shall answer for yonder house
and the infamy it hides."

Barry shook his head.

" Ve have to be in Windsor by nightfall, master,"
he rejoined; * you will nut turn aside again? "’

Sir Richard made no reply. Circumstance lay too
heavy upoa him for that. Whither, in God’s name,
then, had they carried Kitty, and what hcuse har-
boured my lord?

He knew not what to think. An irounic truth said
that Harborne had baffled him, after all, and that
London would laugh at the story of this day’s work.



CHAPTER XVIII
KITTY 15 AT BRIGHTON

Now all this time, you should know, Kitty Dulcimore
was at Srightelmstone in an old house of the village
which my Lord Harborne had discovered some two
years previously.

Let us be just to this fine villain, and admit that he
has deserved something at the'memory of Jlis fellow-
countrymen, in that he discovered for Englishmen the
finest of their southern watering-places, and showed
them how many comglaints the mild air thereof would
benefit.

It is true that it was not until the year 1753 that the
writings of the relebrated physician, Dr. Richard
Russell, first sent the fashionable world headlong to
that salubrious village—but Hurborne indisputably
turned the physician's aitention to the place, and
appears to have been one of the very first rightly to
estimate its qualities. Determining to Eaild’ himself
a housz, he for the time being engaged one that had
formerly belonged to a merchant of Shorgham—and
here from iime to time he adjourned when debauch
had wearied him, or age had come knocking at his
door.

We say that it was but u village at th: best—and
even that is a flattering description of it. A fuw crazy
cottagus nestled beneath beetling cliffs, there was an
old wooden mole running a little way into the sea, and
ynu might count a score, perhaps, of fishermen’s boats

139
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hauled up upon the shingle. A tumbling church, the
poorest of inns, ~. crazy posting-house served the con-
venience of the very few who at that time journeyed
down from London to the village. People came in
their own carriages, and if they lacked stables, sent
their horses on to Shoreham or Lewes. Commonly
known as Brightelmstone, even in those eaniy days the
place had been called Brighton, and is so sp-ken of in
the piay, ** The Girl I left Behind ILIe," first published
in the year 1759,

To Brighton, then—for thus we prefer to call it—had
Harborne carried the Dulcimores after the alfair at
Northumberland House, and here in an old house
between tue cliffs were they installed when next we
shall find taem.

Some will say that it was not very clever of my lord
to take Kitty to such a mean house when he might as
easily have opened the door of one of his great estab-
lishments to her—the mansion at Dereham in
Norfolk or that famous castle ir “umberland with
which history has made us familiar.

This, however, that shrewd diplomatist and student
of women did not choose to do. He had al.eady formed
the opinion that such a girl as Kitty Dulcimore was
not to be won by magnificence, and did not care a
scudo whether he had one or a hundred lac'eys at
his tail. So he carried her to Brighton—with what
intentions we will leave others to judge—and there for
nearly a month he lived in the house with the old
people, as familiar as though he had been their kins-
man, and this was but a merry surimer gathering at
the paternal house.

And, mark you, "twas a fel'ow of some parts and no
little cleverness of address. He believed that time
would be his friend, and in time he put his faith. ‘o
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amuse the high-spirned girl after the fashion beloved
by her; to minister to her vanity;to speak great
promises; to tell this tale or the other, or what was
being done for old Anthony Dulcimore—this was his
open employment.

Nor did they live that simple pastoral life you would
have imagined, for all their situation. Ewvery morning
saw Bne fruit and fowers for Kitty's table. There
were good horses i3 the stable for her to drive and
ride—the’ coming and going of gallants {rom London
—engaging picnics to the woods—musicians brought
from London—while as for his presents, the day was
rare when old Mrs. Dulcimore did not come bursting
into Kitty's rocm to tell her anew of ray lord's
generosity.

*“Such a jewel for your neck, Kitty, my darlint—
"tis this very minu.tc tl.e post chaise has driven in from
Mr. Winter's, of Cheapside, in London, Kitty. Tind,
ye see, his lordship will not give it to you himself,
There's fine delices, to be sure—and him paying a
hundred pounds for it if he paid% penny. Ah, my
dear, if your father had been such a man as that—but
a plain gold -ing for my finger was all the jewels 1
ever ot from him, and dear enough I've paid ior it,
God knows. Now, just hang this on your pretty neck,
and let my lord be sceing you." :

Kitty tossed her head and put the trinket on her
dressing-table.

“ Does his lordship think that I am a dog, mother,
which must be led by a string ? How often must I tell
him that I do not want his gifts, and will aot accept
thiem ? ™

‘* ¥e ihay tell him as oftgn as ye please, Kitty—he'll
never change, be sure. Ah, such a man it is to be
loving—and all the fine women in England after him,



14. SIR RICHARD ESCOMBE

and carriages and horses and leauds as many as the
King. Oh, I'll carry him no such message, but that
of your love and devotion and duty. Would ye be
called mad by all the world, Kitty? Never will I
believe it—never will I have your poor father apologis-
ing because he brought a pretty lunatic into the world.
And such envy, my dear—such spiteful locks when we
pass byl Oh, I could give thanks to me G~ for them
evel y time th2y sneer upon us, :nd [ know it's my
IKutty, and she'll be her ladyship just now—she'll
name the day——""

** She never will, mother."”

*Then, of all the impudent, worthless hussies; of
all the vi.e, ungrateful, despicable children—was it me
that bare ~'e—was it me that nursed ye in these arms—
sure, or was it a Satan's child? Tell me that, miss!
Answer me this instant.”

She would cross her arms and, standing in the
manner of a fishwife, put these somewhat ambiguous
questions. Kitty cared little for her anger, but the
scenes, nevertheless, repeated day by day as they were,
left her courage at & low ebb and positively frightened
her by their possible cons.quences. She herself never
believed for an instant in Harborne's protestations—
such is the instinctive judgment of a clever woman—
nor deemed bim capable of lionourable condvet. The
more intimate their acquaintance became, the more
sure was her distrust, so that at last it scemed almost
an infamy to have this hatchet-faced, leering monster
at her side ; his eyes perpetually ogling her; his hands
fawning Jpon her at any excuse—his veiled insinua-
tions 1n her ears—and with all this the irrcmovabie
conviction that he was a rogue in whose rath ruin
stalked. Of this Kitty was convinced; yet there
seemed no way of escape. She had no friend neas to



SIR RICHARD ESCOMBE 13

whom she might appeal. Her senile father would not
hear a word against his lordship. Surh a man—such
hovses, such friends, such a name! The very words,
perpetually buzzing in her ears, drove her almost to
desperation.

And were there no thoughts of Richard Escombe to
colour these gloomy reflections, or even to banish
them? He-=, to be sure, we put our finger: upon a
Aifficult page and read it but vaguely. Mo man, nay,
no womar, will ever know the whole truth concerning
Dick and Kitty as it affected her conduct during that
insupportable month of July.

Some there be who say that her pride was monstrous
and inexcusable; that she must have read the riddle
aright, and detected the knavery of the affair it North-
umberland House—others declare that she would have
forgiven Dick all if he had hut written her a single
line; that the lirs told so often about him in her
presence could not but weaken her resolution, even as
stone is wealkened bv the water that drips upon it.
Into this we cannot gc. She received no letter from
Sir Richard, no message, no token of good faith—and
be sure the Dvlcimores saw:that she did not, and
Harborne with them—so that every road from Loadon
was watched, every possible messenger waylaid, every
avenue to correspondence carefully closed.

Thus it befell that Kitty wondered sometimes if
‘pride did not demand a greater sacrifice. How if she
married my lord after all—went up to London to show
her diamonds; played the great lady at St. James's,
and .at Windsor—showed Dick her true opinion of
hini, and achieved that suprerae revenge which is
woman's most potent weapon¢ Be certain of this,
that she was too far-seeing not to have thought of it—
and .xhile the temptation assailed her hourly, nothing
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but the inborn chastity of her race worked for her sal-
vation. For Kiity believed that it would be a moral
crime to submit to my lord—nor could any argument
turn her from that opinion.

Now, it may have been that the hag’s persistency
added to old Dulcimore's imbecilities, the daily, almost
hourly, importunities of the couple follow ing upon my
lord's a.nazing generosity, would have won Kitty over
in «he end ard compelled her to that submission which
atone could purchase her freedom. Upcn this no
opinion is of any value. She was justly angry with
Dick, and believed that she nc longer loved him. A
vain woman, her vanity had been trampled in the very
dust; her name made a byword ; ber story laughed at
by a del'ghted town. In which state my lord is there
to put fuel upon the fire of her resentment; the hag
to upbraid her; the old man to ask what he had done
thut she should formet a gaughter's duty,

Sometimes, in grievous despair of it, Kitty would
quit the house and rove over ‘*he cliffs for hours to-
gether.  The wold country, the desolate seashore,
delighted her at such a time. Here her mother’s voice
was not heard, nor a palsied lover's protestations.
Ana here, upon the evening of a hot summer’s day,
here by ihe water’s edge, she was thanking God for
the solitude, when who should come creeping up to her
but ou- old friend Honor Marwood—but, oh, so
shabby in her dress, so downcast and g2nerally miser-
able that the girl’s heart went out to her in a minute,
though she had not the least idea who she might be.

* Deear lady,”" says ilonor, ' vou do not know me—
bui it T might speak a word to you—"

She looked about her furtively, and as she looked,
seeming to fear observation, Kitty's heart beat fast—
for here, at last, she said, would be the messenger from
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Windsor. How long had her weary eyes looked for
him in vainl What bitter days and nights of disap-
pointment she had suffered! Dare she hope that this
was the end of it all #~this the word her pride had so
long awaited?

* Oh, yes, yes," cried she, * and why should you
not speak to me? Are you afraid, madam? "

Honor's daw. flushed—she still appeared very un-
comfortable, and luoked appealingly at Kitty, as
though tu say, ** This is a very pulLlic place; let us
draw a little closer to the cliffs.”

" I've walked from London, miss, and that's a good
step, surely—for I'm not the girl that I was;when I
played at the King's Theatre, and all the town remem-
bered the name of Honor Marwood.”

** Honor Marwood '—you ar¢ Honor Marwood ? ™

‘' No other, mist-ess—and vne who would willingly
do you & service.

Imagine how Kitty looked at her. Had not this
name been written la.ge in the story of her own life;
had she not shed bitter tears because of it; lmagmed
vain things, and built for her own undoing a very
Castle Doubting? And here the woman was at
Brighton—the woman about whom she had heard so
many unpardonable stories, and for whose good name
Dick had ihrashed his lordship on the Mall. Indeed,
Kitty looked the lady up and down with that fine
scorn the gentiest of souls can command sometimes.

“ What service do you speak of—oh, surely, I desire
nothing of the kind, and why do you come here,
madam? "'

*To bring you happiness, 'ady—to tell you that
which you should know for your own sake, and that of
the kindest gentleman in England this night. Oh,
believe me, 1 am here at no little risk to myself. = 'We

K
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players, lady, have too few friends that we can slight
the patronage ¢ f any one of them—and much I owe
to his lordship, and am not afraid to say so before the
world. But, sure, I did Sir Richard Escombe a great
wrong, and I have come to you to tell you of it. Can-
not we walk a little where no other eyes may see—Miss
Dulcimore, trust me, I beg of you—look into my face
—God knows it's not the pretty face th .. v.ice i. was—
and tell me if such a woman as I would come so fa.
to lie to you? '

She laid a thin hand upon Kitty's long sleeve, and
there were tears in her eyes—as much, it nay be,
because she thought of the memories of her own girl-
hood as of the disappointment of ihese latter weeks.
For my lord patronised Honor Marwood no more.
The affair at Northumberland House, ill-planned and
disastrous in its outcome. haa lef* him sore enraged
against all who hrd taken part in it. Honor had
nothing to gain from him—and yet, hoping desper-
ately as women will, she still L..ought to retrieve her
broken fortunes by this last supreme endeavour. Let
Kitty Dulcimore pecome Dick Escombe’s wife—and
my lord must be another man, surel;  Kitty, upon
her nart, her heart touched by a woman’s tears, and
her sympathies won by this clever reference to Dick,
could not curb her curiosity to hear more. She walked
towards the high cliff, as Honor wished, and there, in
a little bay of the shingle, she heard her story.

“ Liady, Sir Richard Escombeis at Windsor—but his
heart is broken. Few see him—he does that which is
his duty, but afterwards goes God knpws where. It
was m} tongue which nersuaded him to ride to London
to see you—but I was my lord's dupe, anu, lady, on
my hopes of salvation, I meant him no wrong. What
bappened to him war my lord’s doing—I knew no. hing
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515 it until three days after, when they charged me with
i’

** They charged you!™ cried Kiny. ** Do you see
my lord often, then? "'

Honor cast down her eyes,

“We poor people must make all the great friends
we can. 1 have left the theatre, lady, but the theatre
must weep we.  And, you see, such a great man as
Lord Harborne is—he that used to be' patron when
the benefits were bespoke—it's mucl: to me to have his
good will, and yet I cannot see a wrong done and hold
my peace; and so I went to Windsor, lady—I went
that my lord should not marry you and his tavour be
withdrswn. Ok, I was never the one to bear with
deception or to support it for long—but, Miss Dulci-
more, if the heart of ane woman may speak to another,
then I do tell you:truly tha' Sir Richard bas no other
hope in this world but your swcat love for him, and
that they wrong him who tell you otherwise. This is
what brought me heie—though [ shall not keep it from
you that your happiness, lady, would also be mine;
for, sure, my lord would not be long angry with me,
nor withhold his favour from me and my friends of the
theatre, if you were Lady Escombe. This I fay to your
face, and, God knows, I have said it often enough
behind your back. You do wrong to remain at
Brighton—you do wrong for Sir Richard's sake.
Remember my words, and judge me when the proper
time comes. It is dangervus for me to be here, and
I'll keep you no longer than is necessary to 'say what
I have cume so far to say. Bit, oh, mistress, iirget
not that Sir Richard loves you, and there is no mo.e
honourable gentleman in all the kingdom of England
to-+ight.”
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Kitty sighed deeply—the strange nature of the
woinan’s missior , her evident sincerity, and her amaz-
ing candour could not fail to leave their impression.
There was so much to ask her, so much to be learned—
and we shall observe a certain innocence in the manner
of it all, and yet a great anger growing silently against
my lord for all that Kitty imagined and understood of
his *reatment of this poor creature.

“%You have been to Windsor? When was that,
madam ? "' she asked Honor, who answered readily
enough—

** 1 was there three days ago—the Dean's lady is my
friend since I left the playhouse. T went to pay my
respects tr her."

“ And you saw Sir Richard Escombe? ™

“1 saw him, lady—tw.e at the parades and once
riding abroad in th~ park. That would be toward
the club at Medmenham, where all the gentlemen go.
They tell me that he was looking lor my lord. I pray
to God, Mistress Dulcimore, that these gentlemen may
never meet until a woman's word has first been spoken.
You will join me in that, You woulu wish to keep
them rpart, lady?"

**Oh, what voice have I in it?" asked Kitty,
pettishly.

“You could have every voice,” said Henaor,
quickly, ** if you would but send word to Sir Richard,
lady."

* When he has writtéa nothing to me? Oh, do you
not see that if he were their dupe in Londor his duty
riould have dictated this letter for which I wait? "

““But, lady—are ye so sure 'twas never written? [
have friends in the Cestle, and many things are knawn
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to me which are withheld-from others. How if he has
written the letter and it has miscarri=d? ™

" They would never dare to treat me s0."”

* Not the first so treated by many a one, lady, You
are in the hands of a very clever man, and will need
all your wits to get out of them. Do not forget it,
whatever happens nere. This [ say of my own know-
ledge—none v mes in or out of Brighton who is not
known to my lord, unless he first tells his business.
I rode in the wagon, lady, and passed for the sister
of a sea-captdin at Shoreham—but Lord Harborne wil’
know of my coming to-morrow as sure as there's a
sun to set in yonder heavens. So I say tc'you, ask
them who stopped Sir Richard's messenger, and then
decide. And if you would write to him yourself, send
the letter by one you can trust, to the Bell Inn at Shore-
ham before nine &'clock t- -morrow, and 1 myself will
carry it to Windsor. Let it be t. -night, for to-morgow
must find me on the road again."

Kitty kne's not what to say to this. Clever as she
was, she had but half perceptions of the truth—now
asking hersell if a trick were being played upon her,
then debating the uglier possibility that this woman
had come to Brighton at my lord’s request, and that
all else she heard was a fairy tale, Nor may we judge
her because of her difficulties. Honor ‘Marwood was
just one of thuse fitful, seli-seeking, irrespoisible per-
sonages whose acts are so perplexing, even to those
who know them best., Half the story she told was
true, the half of it false, She had come tq Brighton
tecause my lord no longer remembered her; but she
had not.walked a mile of the «ay. Perhapshad Kitty
written to Dick she would have carried the letter *o
Harborne first. We cannot say. It may be that she
v arself did not know—and yei she cut as pretty and
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pitiful a figure of distress as any tender-hearted
creature might h-ve desired to see.

* Oh,"" says Kitty at last, "I know not what to
do—but 1 am very grateful to you, madam. If 1
should come to an opinion before the morning you
shall certainly hear from me. Meanwhile—ah, don’t
think ill of me—will you deny me the happiness of
assisting you upon your journey; yor' caunot :efuse
me, madam, fo: I, also, am but a sister in misfortune."

Be sure that Henor's eyes brightened at this and at
‘he sight of the dainty leather purse held temptingly
in the fair white hand. Greed o1 money was insepar-
able fron. her life. And now, when money was
mentioned, she cast a quick glance ut the clifl above,
then anoth:r up and down the shingly beach and one
at last to the sea, where a fishernan's boat drew in
lazily toward the land, a.d having assured herself
that she was unobse-ved she protested against that
which she most desired, with a whine peculiar to her
arts.

“ Dear lady, you bring shame upon me; how shall
I thank you, but, there, I know my heart will break,
and you'll write to Sir Richard this night, and send
it to the Bell Inn at Shoreham, for I must be away by
daybreak, dnd, lady, 'twould be more than my life is
worth for his lurdship to know. So let your messenger
be a trusted one, and—there I can't say more, for my
words will choke me, and God bless you, mistress,
and God bless Sir Richard, who is the truest gentle-
man in England this night.”

So she went shuffling off, just as the sun climbed to
the cliff, and trudged i=rough the village upon her
w « to Shoreham. At the b2st a woman of some true
feeling, at the worst to be pitied in her misfortunes
and readily forgiven in those far from clever intrigu-s
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to which necessity and man's baser nature had driven
her.

Such was the Honor Marwood whom we meet for
the second time; that seli-appointed ambassadress

whose once pretty face had wrought so great.a
mischief in the world.



CHAPTER XIX

IN WHICH MY LOERD LOSES PATIENLE

It was growing dusk when Kity 1eturned to the
house, She found her mother in a rare tantrum
because of the company that had arrived.

** As many of the quality, Kitt:", me darlint, as there
are peas in a shell. How we shall satisfy their
cravings, the Lord abuve me only knows. 'Tis this
very morning I was saying to your poor father that
he'd have to go into the sea like the whale in the
Scriptures—and sure these great tolks are wonders at
the ecating. But there—be off and d-ess yourself at
ong2—"tis his lordship himself that was asking for you
not five minutes gone by thecloc. *'1am alone and 1
perish,’ says he—aye, there’s the juice of poesy, there's
the very flower of a man. Be off and dress yourself
and say that sorry you were to have kept him
waiting."

* But I'm not sorry, mother, and I sha'n’t say it—
and if his ]Grdsh:p would only perlsh immediately,
how much Dbllger:l to him would I be.”

She did not wait for her mother's angre retort, but
ran up to her bedroom whence she could espy the
fine gentlemen riding in from their sport among the
hares and 1abbits upon thc Downs—a gallant company
enough, with as many fine clothes as wou!d have
served the King's Thecue. For was not the fat fop
M.. Cunninghame come down from London and had

he not ridden in with the stately Churchill and the
153
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foolish Ailsa and that very matter-of-fact person the
Marquis of Repton, whom last we saw at Sherbourp?
These had spent a boisterous day upon the heights
above the sea and were now returned to Brighton with
the appetites of giants—to say nothing of that craving
for strong liquors which even his lordship's cellars
would be hard put td it to satisfy.

“Upon my ife and soul, I suffer the tortures of
Tantalus," cries Cunninghame. To wliom the Mar-
quis answered :—

“ Give him a bunch of grapes somebody. Such o
cursed unclassical countenance would scare the gods
off Olympus.”

** For my part,'” said Churchill to Mrs. Dulcimore,
“1 would not ride another mile, though Aphrodite
herself were rising from the dee;:

*““ You hear, Mrs. Dulci- iore,” says Ailsa, * your
image brings-him to a halt. Oh, a devilish fine dny
we've had of it, I de assure you. And here we are
crying for love and.honey like children from the
playing fields. You will not say that the cooks are
to keep us waiting."

* The half of an hour, my lord, and no more. 'Tis
such appctites as ye have. This very morging, says
I to Mr. Dulcimore, * God help us all if his lordship
brings them back to 5upper.’ And here ye are like
flies about the honey."

Her candour found them merry enough, and anon
Dulcimore himself emerged from the house and added
to the hilarity.

** Gentiemen,"” he began, '* such apologies as | have
to make are best made at the veginning:

At which a shout of laughter went up and was stil,
to *-e heard when Lord Ailsa asked for Kitty.
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*We languish, Dulcimore, we positively evap rate.
His his lordship carried her to France, then? Sly
dog—but you'll apologize for that I'll wager. Come,
man, you are not telling us that the honeymoon is
oser. What, bedded already and not a glass lifted!
Out upon you for a rogue—I never saw a shaft go
home so clean]y.”

Old Dulcimore said, ** Hush, hush,” =.:d reminded
- thews that hir good lady had bu. just gone into the
pailour and that my lord himself was riding’ in {from
the Downs.

** I have bidden them make a cup of hock for your
refreshn.ent,’ said he. '* It may serve until the supper
be ready. Not a word of all this E2fore his lordship,
gentlemen, A man of rare delicacy, my lords. My
daughter is about to descend and will speak for herself.
I beseech you to be prude +t."

‘They heard him impatiently and soon a regular
hubbub arose in the house, me going in and out at
their pleasure, some to the stables, somr=z to the inn—
none paying overmuch respect to the Dulcimores, but
all treating the place as *hough it had been an ale-
house. Which conduct, we may note, did not go
unperzeived by Kitty, who stood at the bedroom
window above, and she began to ask herself if men
would dare so to behave, unless my lord encouraged
them and was aware of their impertinence. To be
plain, the whole adventure opened her eyes in an
amazing manner; and so ot was her anger against
the company that she sent down word to my lord
begg’ag to be excused and feigning an indizpositivn.
T'iis, unhappily, the wd dame would not acept, and
to cries of * Fetch her out,” "No, no, we know
better," they compelled her at last to acquiesce and



SIR RICHARD ESCOMBE 155

to assist at & repast which they declared must be bht
vinegar without her.

‘'She fears your wit, Cunninghame,” says the
Marquis.

* Cringing at a shadow,”’ suggested Ailsa.

* Being utterly overcome and blinded by his
magnificence," says Churchill.

Cunninghame bore it all good-temperedly.

* It is evident that my lord sups with a long spoon,'”
said he, at which Mr. Dulcimore again said ** Hush,"
and the old lady was afflicted by a hardness of hearing
that she found incurable. From which point the
mischief became progressive, and Kitty must sit there
and listen while great flagons of wine were set before
the pallant huntsmen and the talk waxed more im-
pudent from minute v minute. Long before supper
was done twenty insults ha . been spoken which, had
an honest man been present, would have drawn 3t
least one blade from 7.5 scabbard.

It would be idle to disguise the meaning of this
orgy, and just as idle to account for Harborne's design
in the matter. Some who k.uew him best declare that
patience was not among his many qualities—that he
had become impatient of this present emplo;'ment
and was determined to end it, let the consequences be
what they might.

Others, agzin, aver that his intention to marry Iitty
had been honest, while his anger against Richard
Escombe blinded him to otaer consequences, but that
this ardour of conventionali.y cooled altogether at
Brighton and threw him back wpon more ancier tand
more evii'arts,

A coward where women were concerned, he per-
mit‘ed these rogues and rakes to utter the sentiments
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wich he himself favoured and to be in some way his
mouthpiece.

However it might have been, the question concerns
us little, save to show the absurdities which are attri-
buted to a woman's innocence and to emphasize that
instinct of girlhood which is a woman's surest
protection.  And =0 we shall say that Witty was not
for a mument deceived ; that she understood what a
weil-meaning mother failed to understand, and that,
her eyes being opened and her heart afiame, she

Auitted the room at last, so ashamed, so desperate, s0
awakened to her danger, that she would have
sacrificed even life itcelf to have obtained her liberty.

Now, this was at the height o1 the debauch, and
to be sur: a very salvo of wit attended her depa-ture.

“Oh, come," says Ailsa, * aere’s Venus picking
her way among the oyst.~ shells, “as my lord no
aple in his baske., then?"

** She's gone for the lamp, ' says Cunninghame,
“ Psyche and the holy oil. Zounds, harborne, 'tis a
devilish vgly god she will awake, and too square in
the shoulders to get out o the window, Vanish, man,
vanish in an ethereal vapour, but for God's sake, pass
the buttle before you go.”

" Hush! "' cried Churchill, imitating the gentlemen
at the theatre, and then in a deeper voice, ** The time
will come——"'

Even the matter-of-fact Reptoa could join in at a
moment like this.

*St, George calls a chair," says he. ** A new
read’ag Harborne. The women kill the dragons
rowadays. They've uo use for us.”

“ Gentlemen, gentlemen!' cries old Mrs. Dulci-
more, ** "tis but a whiff of the vapours and will pass
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presejily. T'll go to Kitty mysell while you are afpr
tne wine—though better you'd be without it, the Lerd
knows, and some of us money in pucket. Let me
Anthony touch another drop and I'll know what to
say to him—will I not, Anthony, me darlint? "’

Anthony Dulcimore expressed the opinion that her
vocabulary tertainly, would not fail her; and off she
went inhigh dudgeon. At first she thought that Kitty
vould have run upst=irs to her bedroom, but there she
was mistzken; nor could the truant be discovered in
any room of the house. In no way apprehensive, and
wwholly foolish in her ¢nfidence, this now fond mothet
determined that her peevish child would be in the
garden, whence she would return anon, and so she
herself took up her accustomed place in the high-
backéd chair upon the little terrace overlooking the sea,
and there in solemn sta.e she awaited my lord's appear-
ance. Well-meaning soul with what terrible weapons
did she not unwittinzly play; how far from tle
realisation of all her ambitions she stood, how many
bitter tears must be slted because a rogue had entered
her house and she had received him with open arms.

Now, Kitty had gone down to the garden and from
the garden to the seashore. There, in the moonlight,
she walked a full hour, so distressed, so full of the
gravest apprehensions that surely her pride did
penance in that hour for all the sins she had com-

" mitted since pride could sin at all.

For, you see, the -whole meaning of it had come to
Kitty in a moment, just as though a flash from heaven
above showed her a pit at her feet, and she had drawn
back shivering. Muny a time shad she doubted Lord
Harborne's sincerity, many a tinte scoffed at the nou"\n
of marriage with him, and said that he was but making
ga-ie of her simple parents. For all that, the new
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térn which things had taken came to her as a
révelation of infamy black beyond all belief.

*Oh," she would cry, ** if I had but a friend, but
one in all the country—a house to harbour me, an
konest man at my side!" And in the same breath
she would remember her treatment of Dick and try to
say that he had deserved it, and break down wholly in
the task and shed bitter tears because of all that had
befallen them., Dick had treatec her badly enough-
it was beyond bearing to recollect the affair at
Sherbourn, and what she had sullered because of it—
nevertheless, had Sir Richard come to her to-night
just opned his arms to her, and said, ' Kitty,” ah,
how she would have run tohim, what tears of joy have
shed, what words sobbed out upon his heart—if Dick
had come to her!

She was a brave gir' enough--this record must
prove as much—and we st 01l pass by a scene of weak-
ress as one that is rare in ler story. Flight bad
carried her a good way from Lrighton upon the cliff
road to Shoreham, and delighiing in the clear, cool
air that blew up from the sea, the picturesque scene of
moonlight and the blaca shapes of *he fishermen's
boats, she recovered her spirit presently, and dis-
coverzd that weakness was the prelude to a resolution
such as she had never known in all her life before.

Now she could begin to ask if she might ever
return to my lord's house at all; or, if she did not
return, what alternative lay before her. Young as
she was, she perceived thai any public scandal would
be precious to my lord, and that some account of it,
oncc published abroad, would riin her irrcirievably.
(., more than this, v ¢ may imagine that skL2 cringed
irom the thought that this night's story might come to
Sir Richard's ears, and, driven by that chiefly, hut



SIR RICHARD ESCOMBE 150

also ?}y a very real fear of the company she had le't,
she bethought her suddenly of her kinswoman, her
Aunt Elizabeth, who had a house at Marlow, and to
whom a visit already had been proposed. Here was a
saving idea which rewarded her courage. Kitty
hesitated no longer. To Marlow she said that she
would go—&he knew not how or when, but at the
earliest*possible moment; in which happy resolution
she perceived, for e first time, how far she lad
walked arid how late the hour must be.

Why. yonder stood Shoreham itseli! She could
count the lights upon the ships and the pier, discern
the windows of the houses, and even hear a Loatman
hailing a vessel in the river. No prettier picture could
be imagined than that of the moonlit sea and the
anchored vessels, and the black houses and the squat
church spire, whose beils we.e just chiming the hour;
but Kitty would have like s it better if the strokes of
the clapper had been ewer, for the chime said tenh
o'clock as plainly as a bell ever spoke at all, and she
knew that two good hours had passed since she quitted
the. house and went flying like a (horoughbred over
the cliffs.

Two hours in that passion of anger against those
who had affronted her—two hours lameating her
unbefriended condition and her loneliness! Was it
not something 10 set her heart trembling and o bring

"upon her some true understanding as to her condition
and its limitations 7

Kitty might have admitted it but for one circum-
stance, and that was the appearance at the toll- -gate of
Shorehami of my Lord Harbeirne himself, modated
upon the very black horse he had ridden down froin
London, while by his side walked Honor Marwood, as
dezp in talk with him as any gostip that ever mumbled
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mischief across a teacup. At which discovery Kitty
stood quite still, as thougn some one had struck her a
blow. Oh, be sure, she understood the meaning of it
perfectlyl Nothing was hidden from her; the child
cvomprehended that which the woman might have
passed by.

“*She came to me with a lie, thew,” was her
unspokea thought: "t was all false—all—al'. Dick
sewt me no message ; he has neve_ written a line, This
woman is my lord's messenger; they are leughing at
it now. Oh, the simple maid who believed their
story—and the slut’s tears—oh the shame of it—an
she an actress, and I thought I—no, no—I was not
deceived, I never believed—neve=, never, that Dick
had written—that he remembered—no, I won't believe
it—I won't—I won’t."’

Rage, shame, and bit.er resolution—these crowded
together upon her as she . ‘rned swiitly and ran back
toward Brighton at even a b tter pace than she had
come. Her determination to escape at any cost, to
flee the country, to go she cared not whither, if the
journey but carried her beyond the confines of the
shame—this was unaltered ; but she was at as great a
loss as ever how this might be carried out when she
heard a hurse cantering behind her—and turning, she
beheld my lerd and understood his purpose.



CHAPTER XX

Ir" WHICH WE HEAR OF A WHIP

“Kirry, Kitty, by all that's amazing, it's little
Kitty.”

She had run herself to a standstiil, and breathed
with such difficulty that she could no more have
Answered my lord than have flown across the moonlit
sea. There she stood, her hand pressed to her heart,
her hair fying to the wind, her dress blown all
abou* her shapely figure, and there from tl.e saddle
IHarhorne watched her with a grin upon his hatchet
face that told of pleasant satisfaction.

“Of all the lucky m~ . in Suss.x!' he went on--
for remember the bottles had been many, and
Frederick Lor. Harborne was not the man to pass
them by—*‘of all the lucky men in Sussex! Now,
here's a pretty thing. That 1 should find Kitty
Dulcimore upon the road to Shoreham just when my
old horse was complaining of the darkness,-and devil
a lantern for half a mile about. Zoundsl I vow a
silver altar to the gods; but, Kitty, look at me; tell
me that you kuncew of it; say that it is not all an
accident; Kitty, are you angry with me for finding
you, then? "’

She had recovered herself by this time, and all her
wits were at work. An alarm such as she had naver
known in any association w.th men belore w3
inspired by the presence of ‘this perfumed and larded

soldier, who, with all his personal defects, had eyes
163
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which could look a woman through and throuth, to
say nothing of the fine figure and white hands of th2
born aristocrat. His voice purred when he spoke to
her, his fingers touched her own with a silky touch,
the jewels at his throat and wrists sparkled in the
darkness; it was impossible to forget that his ancestors
had practised for a thousand years those very arts in
which he excelled, and to which so many submitted.

" My dear lord,” says Kitty, *'if I were a hors»
whio had strayed from a meadow, perhaps I'd be
obliged to you, but being only & woman—""

“ Are ungrateful as all ycur kind, Come, be
honest with me; something was said to-night which
offended you?"

" Oh, la, then 1'd be a particular person indeed to
criticise your noble frirnds who make an ale-house of
your parlour and a fool of its master when the ale is
¢:unl.'"

“ IWitty, Kitty,” for the reerence to himself had
provoked some irritation; * what wou'd you have me
think of you, Kitty? "'

“ That | am best left oLt of your thoughts and others
named therein. There are many more willing for a
corasto i1 the moonlight, Lord Harborne; I'm a
simple little body and when great folk touch me I turn
cold.”

** That I'll believe when it's put to une proof. Mind
not the rogues at all; they are like children from a
school when they come tc the tea.”

* And, like children, would be better for the birch.
Wi you be telling them that in the mo-ning, my
lurd? ™

“ Zounds! what a vixen—she'd flog the guardsl
You must tell themr that yourself, Kitty—or, better
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bid i'-;lbem be gone if you will, YWhat! would you be
4lone with me? "

“* If you were absent, yes, sir, I would be alone with

ﬂu.l,
7 Come, not so fast—we shall be in Brighton befose
I have well begun. Here's a lover’s seat ready built
for the asking—come, Iitty—there would be an irony
in thate—shall we sit upon the lover's seat ? '

I have too mucu regard for your rrputation, my
lord. Is:it for me to tell what you have told me for (he
last time upon four occasions already? Oh, here's a
poet with but one string to his bow. I'd be better at
home, my lord."”

 Having but ore pillow for a pretty head. What
says a good right arm to that? "

“Dh, la, it's pillowed many I'll be bound. Will
you please let me -go, my leed? ™

*What, was [ holdin- your hand? A thousand
apologies, but, you se , my beautiful jewel, there a'e
some hands so small that a man does not know whether
he holds them or no.  Let's sit here and cry a truce.
I've much to say that has heen left unsaid. Eh, gadl
what could be Sner—a parley in the moonlight and so
home when the cock crows?  You'll not refuse me
that, Kitty ? "

* Indeed, and I shall, my lord, as ynu very well
know.™

“In which case we ride in together and cry a view
halloa. Surely, our friend Churchill will have some-
thing to say to that—and Cunninghame—they'd ery
the news to half the town to-morrow. Oh, 1 should
sit awhile, Kitty—I :hould hear what the amhas-dor
has to say.”

She comprehended his meaning instantly. Should
sh= refuse him an audience he would proclaim to all
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the town that she had gone to Shoreham with' him
at such an hour. This, however, did not daunt her—-
and it was not fear of him but curiosity which kept her
to the place.

“Am I so much to the town, then, that it would
make news of me? You are not very clever, Lord
Harborne—not a very clever man for all the world says
of you, Let's begin the parley with that—""'

* Kitty—F.itty—what a golden head the moonligh.
makes of it. I positively am beside mys:lf—good
God! why do you plague me in this way—don't I
love you well enough? ™

“Too well, my lord—at present. By and by you
would love me not at all. Oh, what a beautiful
affection 't is, extending to my dear parents. Are you
not ashamed, Lord Harborne, ‘o treat simple people
sof"

He opened his eys wide . this.

**A daredevil little philosopher, upon my word 1 Oh,
I've no stomach for that; come closer ta me, Kitty, a
little closep——""

But Kitty's line of argument was not to be
interrupted.

* Defoo'ing them before your friends,” she went on
—** bribing them so that even the servants mock their
presence in the house. Do you think that I am to be
won that way, my lord? "'

* My dear lady, I don’t care which way it is, so
long as you are won. Why not listen patiently. 1
said in London I woull make you my wife. You've
nevir answered me that, ity ? "

** Oh, my dear lor¢ —what a memory

** And here at Brighton you've treated me no better
than a dog—a mere mongrel who has forgotten how
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to barfe. I'll not stand that, Kitty—by the stars, 1
won't]"

He laughed at his own assumption of ferocity—and,
in truth, we find both in his manner of speaking and
his insolence toward her something very foreign 1o the
habitual dignity and shrewdness of this capable man.
In a word, my lord Harborne had been just the half of
#n hour too loeng over the bottle and this clown’s mgod
was the result. Kitty quite understood as much and
would have readily escaped him—but every time she
Lru:d to rise his arm closed about her—and, fearing to
umvuke him to something more impudent, Jhe still
continued to parler.

* Diogs have no souls —they must suffer sometimes, "'
she faid; ** would you go home now il 1 said the
word? "

* Not a step ot the war  Your eyes hold me like a
lodestar. Is that my ault? Not a bit of ii—blame
the moonlight and your pretty face. DBy all there is
in life, Iitty, [ shall make you love me—d'ye under-
stand that P—make you love me. s it nothing that [
have more to.offer than any man you've met or
ever will meet? Ifitty, I'll make you the best woman
among them all—upon my sacred word of hbnouw, I'll
give you anything in the world; but yeu shall love
me.""

"1 Qhall* is the future, Lord Harborne—I can't
answer for that.  Oh, la, now I'm sure the wind
begins to blow cold, and home [ go whether vou will
or no. Would vou have me ill with a fever, my
lord? "

“1 would have you for my Litle wife. Kitty, 1
won't part with you—gad! I couldn't—not yet—not

_}:tl-i;'l.I (]
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" But you must—I insist—oh, no, no, my lord —you
must not touch me—-"

He tried to catch her in his embrace, and for an
instant succeeded, defying her strength and pressing
her close to him. His eyes burned while they looked
down into her own ; his lips were almost at hers when
with a quick movement she slipped from his arms and,
all her blood fired at the insult, she snatched the riding-
whip from hiz arm and cut him over the face with it.
My lord bore the scar of that to his dying Jay. It
rever ceased to remind him of an hour of madness for
‘which be was to pay a heavy p:ice.

*'Some dogs must b whipped!'' she cried savagely,
and then throwing the weapon frotu her hand she ran
as Lthough furies of shame were upon her hecls: she
cared not whither, if, she might but escape him.
MNothing was rememberea now but the insult he had
ptt upon her; Honor Marw. «1's visit; the false story
ol Dick's contrition; her own Jelermination to leave
Brighton and to seek out her kinswoman at Marlow—
her mind remained a blank as to these. The insult—
how the memory of it seemed to scorch her very soul |

To Kitty it appeared almost as thougn she had been
in a manner guilty and must accuse herself for what
had happened. Why had she stayed to listen to him;
why had she permitted hir even to touch her hands;
And would anything redeem the facts of this night?
Kiity shuddered again when she recalleu them. She
had forzotten the road, the hour, the meaning of her
absence—she wished to hide hersell from all the world.
And this was her condition when, quite unaware of
the f.ct, she arrived upo~ the ou.skirts of the village
of Brighton, walked iiideed to my lord’s very door and
there discovered in an instant that her lips were
unlocked, the Mlood gates of her grief npened and that
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she could tell all her story to one who would listen
with a boy's ear and a man’s sympathy.

We shall say in a word that he was no other than
our old friend Ensign Willoughby, who had arrived
at the house an hour ago, carrying an urgent message
from the Prince to Lord Churchill, and thus, as we
shall believe, was providentially sent to Kitty's aid in
the hotr of her greatest need.



CHAPTER XXI

THE ELOFEMENKT,

Nowr, there had been a rare carous: in the house, and,
while Lord Harborne had ridden off to Shorzham to
~onfab with Honor Marwood (as we have seen), my
Lords Churchill and Ailsa had cried best to the bottle
and franuly permitted themselves to be carried to their
beds. As for the fat fop Cunninghame, he had gone
out also to walk a while by the sea; but sleep
overtaking him at the second turn, he lay at full length
upon the shingle, wher: he would repose until
to-marrow's sun came to aws'+n him. Of the others,
old Mrs. Dulcimore was the o ly one who had her
wits about her—and she, we gladly confess, was scared
out of her wits by Kitty's absence.

At first she thougit it was but a fit of the vapours,
that it would pass immediately and serd, Kitty back
to her, if not repentant, at least acquiescent. When
this ¢id nut happen, when hour succeeded hour
.nd the servants were sent this way and that in
quest of *he missing girl, then in truth a mother's
instinct returned—and from anger the poor old soul
passed to laments, and from laments to downright
honest tears, shed ‘abundantly and with meaning.
Patheticatly ard with hands upraised, she asked old
Dulciinors if she had ever desiresl aught in all this
world but Kitty's happiness; if she bad planned,
slaved and schemed to any other purpose; if he could

name the day when it had been otherwise.
16
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" And such a fool of a man for her father! Oh,
God, save and help me! Is it him I myst put up with
for the daughter that is gone? [Is this thie one who
will sit there like a hulk when my darlint Kitty may
be under the cold water? Mr., Dulcimore—Mr.
Dulcimore, I do believe you're the most outrageous
man in England this night, and the wickedest. Be up
and doihg, sir—isn’t she your own daughter, flesh of
your flesh and bone of your bone? And ! tell ye she's
left me—she's fled the house—my Kitty—my darlint—
oh, sorrow the day——

« Here would follow a violent burst of sobbing varied

upon occasion by a useful fit of hysterics. Never did
old Anthony do so much apologizing in all his days.
And he had a hundred stomes ready. Kitty was but
just gone across the road to see old Miss Pennyfeather,
and was staying there to plague them. Any minute
might bring her back t (he house. She would Le
down by the sea laughing at what she had done.

1 am grieved, profoundly grieved, my love—
indeed, | do not know how to apologize for her
waywardness. She's young and we are two old folks
—do not let us furget that.  And, my dear Clara—now
come—now, don’t you think that we, perhaps, have
been a little premature, a little over-wishtul in this
matter? I I could bring you to see so niuch——"'

"I do believe," says the old lady, wringing her
hands anew, '* that I have married a baboon from the
Indies. Oh, get out of me sight, man—take yerself
away—'"tis no more sense ye have in your head than
the old cow in the stable! DBe off and fihd the girl—
and don't' you dare to come back to me un'ess she
comes with you."

Of course he went, gladly and with new apologies—
ar:.; what must happen directly e had gone but that
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the boy Willoughby arrives, hot from London in quest
of Lord ChurclFill. A fine house of sorrows for such
a lad to come to and a sorry tale for him to hear—my
lords upstairs unable to hiccough another word—Lord
Harborne heaven knew where; Kitty taken herself
off, Mr. Cunninghame vanished as surely as the Cock
Lane ghost! All of which Mrs. Dulcimore recited at
length and with tears—and while she recited it a great
hope came tc Master Willoughby.

How. he asked himself, if Kitty feeing from
tircumstances he could well understand—how if she
had talen the road to London; the very road whicn
he himself must take, since his orders were imperative
to deliver the papers to Lord Churchill and Lo return
to Londo" immediately. He believed it to be possible.
None understood bettér *han Iid the character of the
wayward but clever girl with whom these people were
dealing. Ensign VVilloughby thought it by no means
improbable—but of that he did not whisper a syllable
to old Mrs. Dulcimore.

** T don’t believe a word of it, Mrs. Dulcimore,” he
said laughing; '* Kitty has just gone away in a huff,
and, for all you know, is back in the house again by
this .ime. - She's too clever to give you cause for any
real anxicty. Take my advice and send some one up
to her brdroom—as like as not you'll find her there all
the time,"

*The very thing 1 said to me Anthony—not five
minuies ago. She'll be upsiairs all the time, I said—
and what must the ijiot be doing but setting off for
Shoreham after her. b, sorro*r the day ihat 1 was
married to an eleph-nt, sorry the—but wait till he
comes home and I'll know his reasons—aye, Mr.
Willoughby, and with justiceI"
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Willoughby laughed in his sleeve at this—and,
having drunk a glass of wine and eaten a mouthful of
food, he returned to the chaise in -which he had
travelled down from London—and there, with his very
foot upon the step, he came face to face with Kitty,
as we have told, and was instantly put in possession of
her story:

“Cousin  Willoughby—oh, can it be Cousin
Willoughby ? "

" Now, Mistress Witty, could it be any other?
What, you are in trouble—crying—oh, Kiity
Iitty—""

** 1 met my lord upon the cliff, and he insulted me—
I cannot return tc his house, Cousin Willoughby—
neither my father nor mother understands—they are
simple people and know no better. Cousin—I must
go away—I must'leave this place—will you take me,
cousin #*'

“ But, Kitty, think, what will they—"

1 care not though all the country cries upon me.
Is it not enough that I have been in this man’s house
for weeks together? Cousin Willuughby, I am going
to my kinswoman at Marlow. If you will not help me
to get there, I will walk the whole way—and 1 have
not a shilling in my pocket nor a cloak for my neck.
MNow, cousin—""

He stared at her amazed. His pulse beat fariously,
his tongue cleaved to the roof of his mouth because of
the excitement of his thoughts.

“ Kitty," he stammered—"* you know there is
nothing I would not do—and if your .aind is really
set upon it—"

" Oh, cousin, cousin,” cries Ilitty, " if I were your
sister, would you leave me here for men to scorn me or
would you take me to a house of safety? ™
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* God knows, I would give my life for ycu," says
the lad—and irrmediately opening the door, he bade
her enter the chaise.

Such, then, was the beginning of that pretty fight—
an escapade of which the town would make much in
the days to come, as we shall presently discover. And
yet, as we know, it was never even a boy and girl
affair; never so much as a hoyden comedy playing
ameng the wheat sheaves innocently or set up for an
examnple in the. pastorals beloved of the King's
Theatre.

Kitty fled from Brighton because she believed it
were an infamy to rtay longer there—the young
soldier accompanied her because sho asked him to, and
for no other reason under God's sky.

It is trug that Master Wnllnughby s heart beat quick,
that the blood throbbed in his’veing and that every
in.pulse of his young manh. .d was quickened when
he found himself side by side with Kitty in the chaise;
but this was a natural sequence enough.

How he loved the child; how often in his dreams
had he pictured her as the new day discovered her—
eyes hall closed, upon a white pillow; the golden
threads of her pretty hair tousled upon a snow-white
forehiead ; her breath faint as one who slecps a child's
sleeps the litdle hands clasped upon her lap—Kitty
become the nomad, IKitty fleeing from riches to the
cot—and by her side a man who named her for his
divinity! None the less, young Willoughby would
sooner have cut off his sirong right hand than have
betrayed a word of the truth at such an hour. Indeed,
we find that he labourec far her ecmfort in a way that
no man of the world ~ould have bettered ; rousing the
inns at her coming ; urging the postboys to dispatch;
asking her at every tu:n how she did—and expressing
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his love by no other overt act than that of the homage
his eyes could not concezl, And thus, at last, he
brought her to St. James's—and there he left her at a
hostelry he knew until leave could be obtained and he
might conduct her 1o Marlow to her kinswoman's
house.

Of this second stage of the journey we shall have
but little to say. It had been a happier day for Ensign
Willoughby, perhans, had he chosen another for her
escort—fnr what must happen but that, when they
approached the village of Slough, whence Windsor is
clearly to be discerned, the lad suddenly recollected:
sir Richard’s presence at the Castle and made mention
of it.

“The King, they say, is very pleased with him,
Kitty," he remarked, in a generous impulsc. not to be
restrained.

To this Iitty replied hy the first earnest word:she
had spoken since they quitted Biighton.

“Then Sir Richard has been o London again,
cousin 7'

** Not once since you were there. They tell the
oddest things of him—were Medmenham a monkery
in fact as well as name, Sir Dick would be the very
man for a habit in the place."

Kitty thought upon this for a little while ana
presently she said:—

*Why do you speak to me of Sir Richard, cousin;

why does everyone speak to me of him? "'
** Because we all thought that you loved him,

Kitty

*“ And you, cous n—did ycu believe it? "

* Could I help it, Kitty? If it had not been so, if
I had not thought it so, would not I have told you long
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ago what I have always been afraid to tell you,
Kitty ? "'

Here was a ¢ eclaration if you like ; and what would
have followed upon it, but for Kitty's discretion, God
only knows. Young Willoughby, a great hope
returning to him, had no other desire than to catch
Kitty in his arms and, holding her close, to take an
oath that no day of his life would separate them again
—which folly, perchance, he weuld have committed
had not he surprised her pretty eyes regarding the
dis:ant rastle so wist{ully that all her secret was to be
read in an instant and his own supreme desire froze at
his heart.  Kitty, however, wished still to deceive
him; and speaking very kindly, she said: —

"I shall never Iearn to love, cousin; it is a lesson
no one crn teach me."

** Ah, Kitty, if T coul?® belie.c that. Look in my
eves and tell me it is the truth,™

** No, no,” she .ried, " the sun is sctting and it
blinds me, cousin; look, all the west is aflame. 1
cannot speak of it. And now tue castle is far behind
us; oh, do not let vs talk of it any more, cousin.”

He obeyed her without a word.  This knowledge,
that whatever her lips might say, her heart was another
mar's, came to him as a sad echo of the declining day
.ad an omen of that night through which, it seemed,
all who loved Kitty Dulciinore must live.

“ She will marry Richard Escombe or she will never
marry at all,”" said Ensign Willoughby, and then with
an instinctive dread of that which had been done he
asked omself ** What will he say, what will London
say cf last night's work ?"

But this was a question the future aloue could
answer—and how it answered it we shall presently
tell.



CHAPTER XXII
SIR RICHARD HEARS THE NEWS

Now, tue news of this affair came to Sir Richard
Lscombe some fifteen days after Kitty had arrived at
her aunt’s house, and he had it, curiously enough,
by the mouths of our old fricnds Captains Beddoe
agd Rupert, then gua-tered with the dragoons in the
town of Windsor itself.

The occasion hau been one of those quasi public
dinners which Soldier George, who cared nothing for
privacy, had given tc the officers of his garrison in
Charles the Secrnd's dining room, a considerable
apartment, as we know, 1'ing over, against the Privy
Lodgings.

Here, when '.e was 2t Windsor, His Majesty dined,
that all the world might see him eat, and here, when a
soldier's mood sat easily upon him, he gathered his
officers about him and discussed Dettingen again and
what that grand Seigneur Louis was doing over the
waler, to say nothing of other tittle-tatile not to be
repeated to refined ears, but very characftcnstlc of a
German court.

Let it be said at once that if Richard Escombe cared
little for these functions, it was not because [le was
lacking in that jofe de wivresso characteristic of his
people. He would crack a bottle, cut a card, fling a
dance or draw a swood with aiy man, but the Irish
blood in him ran hostile to the wlhole German nation ;
and a truly Celtic love of refinement in his relations
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with women made his heart sick at much of the talk he
had heard. So the ponderous banquets and the
shining gold plate and the huge reasts and the
countless bottles drove him not only to melancholy,
but to escape—a Right in which many of the younger
officers joined him—whenever a decent opportunity
presented itself.

On this particular evening of the dinner to the
garrison retreat was not such an easy matter. A
gracious I{ing with the best part of two bottles inside
ol him and an incurable partiality for drawing plans
of a battlelield upon a white cloth and illustrating the
whaole with the rind of an apple and the stones from the
plums—this gracious personage was not readily
diverted from his purpose—and it was nearly nine
o'clock, in fact (the dinner having begun at four),
when he stood up and dismisszd the company with a
.hiccough, whereupon the men disp2rsed according (o
the habits and the capacity of the individual. Of the
younger officers many would appear to have been
carricd immediately to their bedroo.ns by stalwart
troopers who had been looking about for that very
purpose; older tongues spoke of rubbers of whist or
a little hazard; Sir Richard, alone among them all,
wonld have returned to his apartment and his bed but
for Captain Rupert’s hand laid suddenly upon his arm
and the far from dulect voice of Captain Beddoe
whispering in his ear:—

* Have you heard the news, Fscombe? "'

“ Of whom ?"" was the quick retort.

 *sk Cunninghamr; he rode m from St. ]nmt.s's
to-night. He’ll tell you of a whip; you must ask him
for yourself.”

““But do not pre.s him too far,'' suggested Rupert,
blandly; ** an unwilling witness is the devil."
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Escombe heard them with little civility. These two
then bored him desperately; he was very tired of
Windsor—had he but known it, tired f almost every=
thing that life had to offer him.

“Am I a jibbing horse, that you should speak o
me of whips. The devil take your whips,”’ said he.

“Well, as you like; but our old friend Harborne
doesn't think so. And across the face, my boy.
fidonis with a bancage over his left eye, or, betier,
Diana running all the way to Brighton at eleven
o'clock of a summer's night.”

““And the Ensign conveniently ready at th2 gate.
Well, that settles your debt, “scombe. Here's the
boy running away with the silver bowl, and you left
with the paper. Did you hear, they were a week in
London together, and now she goes to her aunt's
house at Marlow. and 1s playing shepherdess to a rural
Pan? I think you're & vilishly well out of that, ar.d
so does Cunninghame. Why, man, all the town is
laughing - at Harborne; there will be whips of
diamonds before a week is out, and the pamphlets
have a print of the post-chaise. Ask Cunninghame,
He's a rare mai. of the world, is Cunninghame."

'* Tell Escombe he's a lucky dog," said Cunning-
hame. **We haven't forgotten the message, eh,
Rupert? "

By no means, Beddoe; our memories' remain
unimpaired ia spite of George's claret.”

So their tongues wagged; so, piece by pirge, Sir
Richard put the puzzle together, and tried to make a
whole of it. We shall credit him with no super-
humian virtue when we say that the malice of it stung
him, despite his good faith. Men may trust a
woman's heart, and yet be ashamed of her prudence.
He would have staked his life upon Kitty's honour,

13
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and yet he detected instantly both the folly and the
consequence of this adventure,

What could nen think of it; what must women say
of it? Three days upon the road, boy and girl
together. Are we to be surprised that this man, no
wiser than other men nor free from their common
weaknesses, could stand a moment in the darkness of
the terrace and ask himself if faith hereafter were a
possibility ?

His Kitty thus branded! His Kitty thuvs driven,
and he perceived clearly how she had been driven, Lo
do that which must be remembered against her though
she lived a hundred y:ars! And upon what did the
blame of that surpassing misforture lie? Dick could
have struck the wvery walls in his anger when he
remembered that a word from him might have saved
her, and that his procrastination had brought this
scandalous talk upon her.

Why had he put off the meeting with Harborne so
long? Good God! why had he permitiad such a man
to live? These were the questions he asked himself
when he walked over to his quarters, These were
his bitter thoughts when he cummanded the
astonished Barry to have him a horse saddled, and
r-termined that he would ride to Marlow immediately.

“ There has been over much liquor drunk in the
King's parlour, Barry. 1 would ride it off in the
King's park.”

“Ye¢ would ride! Holr saints, listen to him! Is
it you: honour I am hea.ing, or the King’s liquor? *
~“Obey me, man; I am in no humour to-nizht.
Aly horse immediately, and be d —d to your music.
Do you hear me, Barry? "

"*'Tis a voice 1 hear, surely, but whether it be your
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honour’s or another's the blessed Providence alone
*can t&l me. Would it be two horses or one? *'

" But one, Barry. DMan goes be.t alone in these
days to the end, man; to the end."”

Barry went cut complaining; but he ordered the
horse to be saddled none the less, and half an hour
had not passed before Richard Escombe cantered off
to Mardow, as angry, obsessed, and distant.a man as
any in Berkshire tl.at night. We, upon our part. do
not prof=ss to know what object was in his head—
either the purpose of his adventure or the impulsc
which sent him upon it ; but we can properly ‘.nagine
that some vague thought cf Kitly's presence at
Marlow, some determination to undo in a twinkling
all t‘he wrong that had been done these long months
past, sent him abroad when others were in their beds,
and forbade him sleep whatever the hour.

He must see her; .~ must know the truth. Just
as though he had it not already, but that it wonld
become a more precious possession if spoken by her
lips! And here is to be perceived a sudden bursting
of the bonds of pride which hal contrived all this
mischief, and !=d to the impasse.

After all, he would argue, what has pride done for
any man in all the world where woman i% the Jhject
of it? Did it ever win her love, achieve her happi-
ness, or make her more beloved? Dick Zscombe,
indeed, apprchended more truths in that hour than he
had ever learned in all his years. He had been a
madman, blind, and a fool; but he thanked God there
was still time to repair the mischief; aad repaired he
swore that it should be before another sun had set.
Happy resolution; odd irony nf fate that to-morow
should find him as far away from Kitty’s heart as
though the sea stooc between them !
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Now, he had chosen a bridle path by the river for
his journey, and this he fullowed all the way to the
ferry at Taplov. This was a month when the moon
did not rise until nearly midnight, but she rewarded
him richly for her tardiness when at last she burst
through a film of summer clouds and showed all that
river landscape in primitive and unspoiled beauty.

No fine villas then by the waterside, no caterers for
the neople’s custom, no houseboa!s, no toil and stress
of pleasure—but the river calm and placid. and the
wila iri unkempt, and the great floating lilies and the
silent voods and the sleeping grasslands; and here
and there the black farmhouse to speak for to-
morrow's awakening and the common labour of the
day. Sir Dick, in truth, rode though a country
which mizht have been a hundred miles removed
from any city, and when ai last iie came to the place of
the terry, he found but a sleepi-.g village and hardly a
watch-dog to heralu his approach.

And so on a broader road to Marlow—and what
apprehensions, what odd thoughts at nis approach!
Should he go boldy to Kitty's gate at this time of
night, or wait a better opportunity? Was it mad-
ness to believe that she would forgive him for his
aud.city, of must reason send him back to his bed ?

Be sure that his anger against her had cooled by
this time, and that it was the old Dick who reined in
his horse when he discovered the house {for that had
long been known to him), and asked himself in which
of those darkened rooms Kitty slept, and what would
be said of hin if he aroused the servants at such a
time.

This argument, fortunately, was nol pursued
further. Every page of this record goes to prove
that a pistol, and not reason, f'ecided the point of
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issue for Richard Escombe that night. And it was a
pistol fired under his very norse’s nose, twenty paces
from the gates—so dexterously, so su prisingly, that
the startled brute bolted headlong for Henley, and
Hercules himself, you might have said, would never
have held him.

Now a man who has a horse bolt with him rarely
remembers much of the circumstances. He recollects
tut a sudden plunge, utters perhaps but a stariled
exclamation, and then is carried to the heart of that
mad excitement {and chiefly the excitement of the
igsm}, which is not to be surpassed ia any
circumstance.

Those who queciioned Sir Richard Escombe con-
cerning his experience upon this memorable night
learned but little for their pains. He told them of
Kitty’s house—he remembered very well how it stood
cut in the moonlight, its white walls catching tlie
generous beams, a fine yew hedge about it, and a psir
of considerable gates opening upon a drive, Here he
had taken his stand when the unknown miscreant fired
a pistol at him; from which mon.ent he had but the
poorest recolleciion of the affair,

Certainly the road was winding and narrow. A
great moon shone overhead, there was a wona.rful
heaven of stars, but he had been a mirac'e of a horse-
man who had regarded these things with that thunder
of hoofs in his ears and that black uncertainty of the
end before him.

How the brute galloped! Dick said. What a devil
of fury seemed to possess him! Had wolves howled
at his heels he could not heve bettered his dpeed.
Headlong down the river road t9 Henley, stones fly-
ing, dust enveloping them in a pungent cloud, here
swinging to the rig'ht, there ‘o the left, upon one
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hand a view of the moonlit Thames itself, upon the
other the thick woods und wide pastures above
Hambledon, s¢ the flight went! and as it went, Sir
Dick could have eried aloud for the excitement of it.

‘What a gamble with life, he thought! What a
play of fortune—that any hazard of the road, a cart,
a ditch, a gate, might solve the eternal problem on
the instaat! And he, renowned horseman that he
wase, to sit as helpless as a chiid, listening to tha
thundering music of the gallop, watching the trees
and zat.s fly by, asking always what will be the end
of it, where shall we come down ?

So they went by the first of the villages, the clatter
drawing eyes to the windows, but (vo late to espy who
passed. Near to Hambledon Sir Dick discerned for
the first time other figures upon the road; but they
were not those he might have looked for at such a
time, being fine gentlemen of the highway, cloaked,
ard laced, and bhejewelled; and they all rode up
together from the old Franciscan rionastery by
Meadmenham, that was a monastery no mare.

These greeted the rides with resounding cheers,
offered to wager their beasts against his own, and left
him with a salvo of their drunken wit in his ears.
S-.ne clearer thought coming to him even at such a
moment, he remembered tl.at they would be the sorry
rogues of the famous club at Medmenbam, and he
cried back to them with a view halica. Upon which,
as it is written, his horse reared suddenly, either at
the sound of the voice or the shadow of a branch
upon the path, and, beinz unable to keep his legs,
the brute leaped the high hedge upon the right-hand
side of the way, and fell heavily, with Sir Dick,
bruised, and white, ard insensit’e, beneath him, or,
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as that good man Jasper Clegg, the cottager, believed,
‘*as surely gone to his Mcker as I'm a living man."

In which good keeping we must leave our friend
for the moment—to the charity of an honest yeoman
and of his good wife Anne, whose womanly heart was
touched to pity that such a proper gentleman should
be brouglu to such a piteous condition.



CHAPTER XXIII
HIS LORDSHIP PLEASES

It would be very natural that a man of such discern-
ment as Fredzrick, Viscount Harborne, should have
heen much dissatizsfied with his venture at Brighton.
He ha hoped much from the primitive seclusion of a
healthy village, but had achiev:d no more than
pamphlet which, as he swore most solemnly, should
consign the writer to Newgate, could he, his lordship,
but lay a kindly hand upon him.

This, we are glad to sav, was 4 {ale which did not
overtake an excellent cynic. T~ unhnown poet who
liad the audacity to rhyme " thong™ to ‘' wrong ™
and * fog ' to “ancient dog "' contrived to saleguard
his anonymity in the purlieus of Grub Strect. His
lordship meanwhile returned to town, and there
announced, with suitable thunders of wvoice and
manner, his determination to. exterminate the
Dulcimores root and branch—not leaving, as it were,
on. leaf upon another,

Men did not spare eact other in the days when
George was King. In spite of the la'v of libel there
was a great deal of plain-speaking in the world—and
this did not concern men only. Ina common way, it
is pos..ole to believe that che town, remembering my
lord, would not have forgotten Kitty Dulcirore; “ut
let it be said for the chivalry of a “ar from chivalrous
age that it remembered her both to her credit and her

enduring reputation.
184
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Harborne's most eloquent attempts to make some-
thing of her flight from Brnghton with the Ensign
recoiled but on his own head. Many defender at
many & coffee house raised a glass to the girl who had
dared to whip a lord and then to bolt from his house
in the first chaise she came upon. And to give little
Willoughby his due, he feught a good fight in Kitty's
interest, telling her story everywhere, giving the
fuflest account of my word's behaviour ; and so makirg
a goddess of one who had better played a Phyllis, he
established such a name and fortune for Kitty Dylci-
more in the city that, had she but returned there, she
would have found half the gallai.ts in the place at he-
feet.

Kitty, however, was snug in the old house at
Marlow, where that very remarkable old lady, Eliza-
beth Dulcimore, her father's sister, watched the fray
from afar and did not cecse 10 delight in it.

Now we should like to say much about Aunt Eliza,
beth, for certainly she was a sterling old woman. Born
some sixty years before this story began, she had once
been to London to make her how to yood Queen Anne,
and never had the circumstance heen forgotten.
Why, the very coach was still in the stable at Marlow
—such a wreck of paint and leather and varnish t.at
the villagers themselves mocked it when abroad; in
spite of whom the old lady continued to parade it and
to ride therein, stiffi-backed and proud, as when a girl
it had carried her to St. James's.

And what talk she had of Oxford and of Boling-
broke and even of the great Duke hnmschl

“* Ah, my dear,” it would be; *' we are fallen upon
strange tlmes. as the good Queen always said would
be the case' : or, in auother mood, " This would
never have happened had the Duke been alive™; or,
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again, "' 1 wonder what his lordship would have said
to the Queen if this had oeen in his time? *'

In truth, ¢he talked as though Queen Anne had
known no dearer friend—while the facts were that she
nad seen that excellent woman but once, for five
minutes, perhaps, and had never spoken a word either
to my lord the Earl of Oxford nr to Bolingbroke, the
politicizn, in all her life.

Such was the old lady to whon: Kitty fled at Marlcw
—kindly, reminiscent, brocaded, magisterial. Her
drisses were wonders from a forgotten generation;
her silver hair hung upon her shoulders in curled
~nglets that should aave been a fashion to a child.
She was a high Tory in politics, despite her
allegiance to Anne, and firmly believed that the
country would never be saved until a Queen came to
reign again.

Imagine with what deligh. this secluded politician
heard of Kitty's adventure. She had almost ignored
the child’s existence until that dusty chaise drew up,
and the story of the whole sad business was
poured into her edger ear. Hoping at the first that
the Ensign might prove to be a v.orthy blood, but
losing all interest in him directly she perceived the
t=_e condition of affairs, Elizabeth settled herself down
to a very fcast of gossip, such as she had not known
since her childhood.

““And so ye ran away from brother Anthony, and
he's racing round the country after the quality ? Well,
my rlear, your father was never much better than a
lunatic, as the good Queen used to tell me. You did
well to come to me, child. 1'll write to lum at once;
I'll send an express to London. Have no fear, my
poor Kitty; Elizabeth, who was the good Queen’s
friend, she will pratect you. And so it is Lord
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Harborne who has been persecuting my niece! The
impudence of the man that Is but a third Viscoun*!
Will you tell me the story again—i{rom the beginning,
child? Surely you did well to come to .ne, for I was
born to a courtier's part, as my Lord Bolingbroke
never tired of telling me. Come, child, speak plainly
to your old aunt, who is a woman of the world, as
some of s¢hem will presently discover, Remember
that you have a horn.e here while [ live. And I'm
not one tn be dying yet awhile—not to oblige the
Viscount, if [ know it, Kitty."

Such was the spirit of her entreaty fora good week
or"more. The story, and no.hing but the story!
Had my lord this wey of saying a thing? Ah, well,
that was no unlike the Earl. Would his eyes be
brown—she remembered that Lord Bolinzbroke's
were blue. Did he speak of marriage—ah, what
villaing men were since ‘he good Queen died! And
she, Kitty, had thrashed him with a whip! That was
& Dulcimore all over! Aunt Elizabeth would cackle
in her great chair for a full ten minutes after each
recital. A whip! Lord, what a thing for 5t, James's
to hear!

* It could not be more fortunate, Kitty,"" she would
say. ‘*Men differ but little from the horses, as the
Earl never forgot to tell me. For soma the gloved
hand, and for others the whip. We shall Lave his
lordship down here before the month has run; he
will remember that [ met his father at St. James's,
and I shall have a pretty story to tell him. Oh, he
won’t frighten me—never saw I the man who could
bring-the blush to my cheeks. But we must yrile to
your father, child ; we. must let him know that you are
in safe keeping, and that I'will seé this matter to the
end. Never speak! to me about returning to
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Warwickshire. What, to leave an old woman to die
alone! Don't let it be said that my own riece was
willing to do that."

Kitty very properly declared that she had no such
‘ntention. It is quite true to say that the old lady's
eccentric notions alarmed her not a little, and,
perhaps, she perceived that she had but walked out of
the [ryir.g-pan into the fire. Indeed, not many days had
prssed before it became quite pluin to Kitty that Auat
Elizabeth hoped to meet Lord Harborne and hear
the whole story from his lordship’s truthful lips. She
herseil was at present in too considerable a state of
sncertainty to offer a.y oppos.tion to this quest of an
aristocratic acquaintance, and, believing in the
improbability of its execution, she consented, having
written very firmly to her mother, to continue to
reside at Marlow, there w awaic the future confidently,
and to permit fortune to deal .an her as it would.

And were theie no remembrances of Richard
Escombe in this consent? We should judge Mistress
Kitty with but little justice if we denied that
unconfessed hop. which animated her while at
Marlow. Was not Sir Richard at Windsor, but a
few paltry miles away, as the Ensign had reminded
ha? Would he not hear of her presence in the
village? Must this folly of misunderstanding
separate them eternallyr  Kitty knew now that if
Dick came to her she would forgive him all. She
imagined no reason which might prevent him coming
—imagined none, that is to say, until Aunt Elizabeth
herself suggested one, and he no other than Ensign
Willoughby, who had ccorried her from Biightou.

* No fault of yours, child—rone at all. You did
what was right and proper, and I'm sure I should
have done the same myself. liut we mustn't forget
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that others won't see the thing with our eyes. Here's
a fine nokleman beaten like a horse, and a lad waiting
for you at the gate. Kitty, Kitty, it's the lad waiting
for us at the gate the world is always sb anxious to
see. They'll make a dozen of him if they can;
especially since the nobility's concerned. Mark my
words, child, Lord Harborne will already have been
in the writers' hands, and a rare drubbing they will
give him. But you, child—they'll look for you at the
gate, and bg certain they'll find you if they mean it."

‘“But, my dear aunt, what is the world’s opinion
to me¥ Am I one of your politicians that I slould
mird it at all? ™

“You are just a s‘mple little girl who knows very
little of life, my dear. God bless us and save us, hark
to the thild! And, Kitty, be sure your husband will
not wish to have it said that you rode the night
through, and rested in «. ndon with an Ensign of the
Guards who is about to be made a lieutenant for his
notoriety."”

* They will never dare to say it, aunt.”

" DOh, come! The world is not Lrave, then, when
a woman's reputetion is the enemy ? You'll have to
learn, my dear. You'll know my meaning some dav,
and be sorry for it. We'll do our best, Kitty. The
Lord only knows what may come of it; but that folk
will talk about you is as sure &s the sun in the hzavens
this day—and tha.'s bright enough, as my poor old
eyes tell me.”

The old lady spoke honesiy enough—nor may we
judge her hardly. She knew nothing cf that great
secret»whichi now caused Misiress Kitty's face to
colour as the leaf of 2 red rose, her heart to beat
wildly, and the tears th staft to her eyes. That this
should be said of her! ' And that Dick might come to
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hear of it! Oh, what a simpleion she had been ; how
lacking in self-resource and in couragel Cf course,
she perceiver now that the severest judgment would
be pronounced upon her folly ; that men would name
her with pity, and women with contempt; but for
this she would have cared very little, had it not been
for the thought that Sir Richard must surely come to
hear of it, and that her pride forbade her to 2xplain.

Truly had some malign influcnce of destiny cho.en
to blight every heart-hope where her love for Richard
E:~ombe was concerned. She knew that Dick would
suffer because of her folly, and yet perceived no way
*y which folly mighi be redee.ned—unless she stooped
to it and spoke the word.

Let us say briefly that this sensible resolution
ultimai:ly prevailed. Unknown to the vigilant Aunt
Elizabeth, Kitty sent a messenger to Windsor to
Dick's rooms, and waited .or the answer with an
expectancy that was almost a torture. Oh, he would
come to her, she said—he would come upon the
instant, Just as, for her sake, he had ridden into
London at the .isk of his honour and his place,
so now would Dick respond to her, whatever the cost.
Never had Kitty Dulcimore spent such hours as those
vwich attended the writing and despatch of that
memorable letter—never did the day drag to its end
so wearily, Every step in the lane would send her
running to the window; the sound of a horse’s_hoofs
upon the drive so brought the blood to her cheeks,
that she came near to faling for very giddiness. And
then the cruel rebuff—the unexpected truth!

Sir Richard was nnt ot his quarters, tle messenger
said. He had met with an accident upon the road,
and his life was in some jeopar:ty. When he returned,
if he ever did return, the letter should be fuithfully
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delivered to him. For the moment it was out of the
question {o think of it.

And with this for her consolation, Kitty must sit
that night and answer the old womai's guestions
about my lord, and hear her shrewish cackle, while,
she repeated the story. ‘' His life is in jeopardy—he
will never know that T wrote to him1 "



BOOK IV

THE HABIT OF ST. FRANCIS

CHAPTER XXIV

THE FURLIEUS OF THE MONASTERY.

A pistol shot upon the road to Medmenham was
sccounted no startling thing ‘n the days when Soidier
George was King and Master John Wilkes led the
unspeakable revels at Medmenham Abbev,

Of these we shall have much to say presently, but it
is necessary frst to re.nark tuat Elizabeth Dulcimore
made light of the many ste:ica which came from the
club to her williug ears, and that even a scandalous
outrage, faithfully reported by her amiable man-
servant Williams, could but provoke her to say that
such a thing wzs common among the nobility when
Anne, her iriend, had been Queen

So it will be apparent that the particular pistol shot
which scared our friend Sir Richard's horse made less
than no stir at all among Elizabeth's household.

*Just one of the gentlemen riding back from
Medmenham to London,'' the scrvants said, ** and
firing his pistol because his heart was light."*

Had the truth been known it might not have been
received with such equanimity. No merry gentleman,
to be sure, had fired the shot; no frolic had provoked
it, but the malice of a rogue v-e have seen befare, my
lord's willing agent Cockrair e, who, with that other

tool, no less servile, Musgtove, watched Elizabeth
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Dulcimore’s house frequently after Kitty arrived there
aud lost no time whatever in presenting acceptable
reports to his impatient lordship.

Upon the evening in question C ckraine and
Musgrove, having learned nothing during the day, had,
set off for London a little after midnight—just as
others of the ruffianly company did—and, chancing
by accident to meet Sir Richard Escombe upon the
heath they had been rt the pains of following him, as
we have seen, firing a pistol at last in m.ore drunken
devilry and certainly with no diréct intention to
commit a felony. When this was done and tho mad
horse had bolted, the two mer: returned at once to
Medmenham, there to give my lord a full account of
it—a ]DUI’I‘IE’}" which permits us an uppnrtunit}r of
paying our {rst visit to that famous club (if it be but
to its purlieus) ana the. : of overhearing an interesting
conversation; also . learning something about a
society as noteworthy as it was infarious.

Now, the Medmenham Club was first foundea
by Sir Francis Dashwood, afterwards the Lord
Despencer, a few years prior to ths opening of this
story. John Wilkes, who wrote the scandalous essay
on women and also gave the people’s tongues the trick
of crying ** Liberty ""—this man was early among its
members, as also were Lords Sandwich and Churchill,
Bobb, Doddington, and othe-s we have already met.
There had been, as every ecclesiastical historian
knows, a Cistercian abbey at Medmenham in the year
1204, but this went to ruin &t the Dissolution, and it
was among its ruins that Sir Francin Dashwood
established his mock community of Franciscans.

To what extent time and the fables have exaggeratl:d
the practices and the d versions of ti:ese men it is quite
impossible to say. Such records of the club as concern

N
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this narrative have but little to do with the pseudo-
monkish ritual or the particular virtues of the
community.

Let it be s ffcient to write that the club flourished
exceedingly while Sir Richard Escombe was at
Windsor, and that, some years previously, he himself
had been a member of it.  With which foreword we
may hasten after those two pretty ruffians, Musgrove
and Cockraine, and follow them down the windirg
road towards the ruined abbey at Medmenham.

Verv content with themselves, riding quite at their
leisurc, and animated, perhaps, by the thought of
offering once more Luose librstions which they kad
regarded as already at an end, they did not hurry
themselves at all, and had but the pleasantest word for
such of their comrades as they met by the way. To
these briefly they would put e question whether a
norseman had passed them by, «ud being answered in
the affirmative and told that he was " riding like the
devil,"" their satisfaction was maintained and continued
unabated until the lights of the abbey came to their
view. Here instantly, at the very roadside, they were
challenged by a harsh voice which asked them what
they did.

To which Musgrove replied :—

" Que voudras—and his amiable lordship. Has he
yet ridden out, brother? "’

" No," said the voice sharply, " nar will he ride this
twelve hours. Is there news, then, on the road ?"*

“* A man and a horse—&nd it may be a hurdle. We
shail know to-morrow—but my lord must know
to-night.”

They passed on down a bridle path, the river shining
gloriously before chem and al that sylvan country
resplendent in the magic of the witching moonbeams.
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The abbey itself was now almost in darkness save for
& littlesglimmer of light in a room over against the
ancient refectory. To this the men directed their
horses, while great hounds, black as cou] and horribly
fanged, came sniffing about them but uttered no sound.
At the door of the Abbey itself an immense man, with
a brace of pistols thrust in his girdle, challenged them
again arnd with but little civility in his tone.

“The office is dune, brethren—what brings 7ou
here 7"’

*'Que voudras—and a man upon a horse. e 2onre
for my lord

* 1 know nothing nl'my lord

*Then, being ‘rom the devil, we come for
Anthpny;'" cried Musgrove, qurckly. “Go tell him
that his friends bring news. He will hear it willingly
enough if he have ears for anything at all.”

" Or being asleep," said Cockraine, ** will thank
you to rouse him to such music."

They pusher their way in and found themselves in
a stone anteroom, very bare as to its walls, but its floor
carpeted with a great crimsen rug ctossed by cabalistic
signs and evide.tly from the East. ‘A single lamp
with a crimson glass gave light to the place. The
motto ** Fay ce que voudras!"" in letters of gold upcn a
green ground, stood conspicuous above the doorway ; a
long corridor bevond had litle lamps and, as ‘it were,
shrines, at intervals. Clever eyes might have seen
cloaked men rolled up in the alcoves and fast ssleep,
regardless of the stone beds Feneath them. This had
been but a simple affair to-night and no great zest
about it—not one of the greater festivals when your
brothers of St. Fran is caroused for forty hours on
end—but just a fliny; at the hazard and a score of
bottles cracked and then some t» London—and some
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who had no heads for wine fast asleep upon the stone
floor until they were fit to ride again.

My Lord Harborne was not to be put in the latter-
category. Cl.iming the fuller privileges of the club,
hz had been living at Medmenham Abbey since the
day he learned that Kitty Dulcimore had gone from
Brighton to Marlow. What he hoped of his presence
there, if not the malice of requital, no man zan say.
Brt there he had pitched his tent and there, presently,
in a pretty little bedroom overlooking the river—a
roor w.th moss-roses climbing about its windows and
such furniture as a red cheeked country girl mignt
ha-~ desired—the men found hi.n and told their story.
To which my lord responded by :calling immediately
for another bottle and cracking it upon the instant,
though the grey dawn crept alreadv across the river
and the twitter of the birus heratded the day.

““There is no doubt of it, my lord—Sir Richard
Escombe as plain as I see your lordship this instant."”

Harborne, sitting upon the edge of that which
might have been a child's bed, his hair disordered, a
fine silk dressing gown thrown hastily about his
shoulders, but looking very old and worn and
malicious in that searching light—he listened to
Cocsraine and must answer sardonically :—

** There are few who see well at this time of day.
But 1 duubt not that if you made out two of them one
would be his own brother. Say ypu the horse bolted
with him ?*'

** As though your lordShip had whispered a word
in his ear.”

‘“ Then they'll bury him at Reading—vhat put it
into your wise head to fire a pistol atter him,
Cockraine ?"'

“ The reflection that the repcrt might awake your
lordship to some sense of obligation. On my solemn
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word of honour as a gentleman, I was riding to
Lon without a guinea—so, says I, * here’s as good
as asking his lordship for fifty and getting his note.” ™

Harborne looked at him very shrew:'ly.

" You have had a good deal of my money lately,
Cockraine. What have you done for it? "'

* Fought your lordship's battles in many a tavern.
I'm a ljving pamphlet, my lord.  Grub-street could
not better me at ter pounds the sheet. Let them lift
a toast to Kitty Dulcimore and I am on my feet
directly. * Drink it next month wlhen you know the
truth," say I—'perhaps a little later might be wsdom—
but the truth, gentlemen, the truth.' That goes well
with a wink and a nod, though the horse may not be
blind. ﬁnﬂther six months of it—or again [ say—
pertiaps iater still—but your lordship will be the
judge. Iam sure if .7e have the lady here—"

“Herel" cried my lord, an odd look suddanly
coming to his eyes—** what could we do with the lady
here?"

* That must be for your lordship to say. [ was
speaking, as Whitehead would Jhave it, by meta-
phor. And vet—blessed inspiration—there’s no
reason why it should not be done. Given a couple of
men and a third to make it worth their while—d’ye see,
my lord; you would not want an eloguent tongue
after that. Kitty Dulcimore the guest of the gentle-
men of Medmenham! A white night and hoods
down, perhaps the ladies from Covent Garden with
us! She spends a pleasaat hour here and gbes on,
while the tale is at the coffee houses a'most befue it
is written. You would not need our services zgain,
after that, my lord."

** Certainly,” said my lord, rising with an odd grin
upon his face, ** certainly 1 should not."”



CHAPTER XXV

MY LORD PLOTS MISCHIEF

He drained a ruby glass of claret and walked slowly
to tne window. What an idea was that, and by what
Aan accident had i not come!l Kitty Dulcimore the
guest of the Franciscans! Would her reputation
survive that? Had sl.e not sleshed him, Fredericl,
thira Viscount, across his noble nose? Did not
London wyet laugh at him? And his very weapons
recoiled upon himself. No one believed %is sto.y of
the Ensign and the fligh*. Ma.y openly called him
a villain. Must he refuse thu. providentially to
justify himself? A woman of fashion among the
munks of Medmenham! The very gutters would cry
upon her. Oh, be sure my lord grinned at that!

“You say it could be done, Cockraine?" he
exclaimed, turning from the window presently.
" How could it be done?"’

" My lord, there are wits enough between the three
of us. If honeyed talk will command the lady,
bespeak the services of mv friend Musgrove upon the
instant. Never have I known him wanting.”

My lord looked sharply at Musgrove.

“ Maay have talked to Flitty Dulcimore,” he said,
and paused.

“* But not of Sir Richard Escombe,” was the slow
reply, ** if he lives, my lord, some tale of him might
EEH"‘E-"

“ Or dies—why, that would be better still," said

153
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Cockraine. ' She'd ride a hundred leagues to see
trim, if vhat young Willoughby says is true.”

** And you —"" But here my lord stopped abruptly
and the whole fount of his eloguence drie up instantly.
This was a highly dangerous business. It might
bring a neck to the gallows, he remembered. Pru-
dence whispered that he must have no part or lot in
it, at least publicly.

I am dull this morning,"" he exclaimed suddenly ;
*“come to me at mid-day, Cockraine, alone. 1 shall
be ready for you then."

' As your lordship pleases; we'll ride to Rzading
meanwhile and get the news. At twelve o’clock.”

And so they tool; their leave—but my lord, they
say, did not move from the window. The sun had
risen by tnis time and shone, gloriously upon the
freshening river. Al the wvoods were alive to the
music of the birds, iabourers began to work in he
fields; cattle lowed; a distant charch clock chimed
the hour of five very sweetly. In the pardens below
some evidence of last night's carousal contrasted but ill
with this beauty and fragrance of *he morn. There
were boats still #t the stage; they had carried many
a pretty rogue from Windsor last night and left him
with throbbing head and empty purse upon the foor
of the great stone corridor to-day. DBut that which
chiefly occupied my lord’s attention was the great
ruined refectory of Medmenham Abbey, now hung all
about with heavy curtains; its monstrous mysteries
veiled; its palleries sileni; its detestable shrines
unvisited.

He saw *his vast apartment lighted by a thousand
tapers; he heard the music of fiddles and flutes therein ;
he watched with volu stuous eyes the Eastern dancers
who had helped their revels many a time; called in
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imagination for the great tankards of wine; listened
to the clamour of the mighty chaplain—gamed, diced,
danced, drank as Medmenham alone permitted in the
hour of the frinzy.

And defiant amid all this ribaldry and debauch, my
lord perceived in his imagination the gentle figure of
Kitty Dulcimore, lured thereto by a trick and com-
pelled ir one brief hour to pay the uttermost farthing
for 1ae affront she had put upon him.

** She would never lift her head again,”" he said
to himself softly; ** there is not a man, the meanest in
the three kingdoms, who would speak to her of
marriage after such a night. And yet, if I—"'

He shut the window sharply and returned to his bed.
Such dreams as he had made a hero of him—in which
most valiantly, he would rescue Kitty Dricimore from
the infamous snare he Limsell had set for her—and,
naving rescued her, would starfle wne world by making
her his wife. And this was a delicious sleep indeed,
tne most refreshing my lord had known for many a
dﬂf:



CHAPTER XXVI

EARRY BRINGS THE KEWS OF 1T

Jasper CLEGG was bailiff to Lord Hambledon, whn had
the big house up on the hills above Henley and owned
the land fur many a mile around. A worthy man, he
served a worthy master—expressing civility in some
twenty words of the King's English and his
philosbphy of life in two hundred more perhaps.

As for his good wife, Anne, she would tell you that
her m.ission in life was to be minding her own business
—which she did to sch good effect that a cleaner,
prettier cottage or . more exemplary household was
not known in all the parish.

“ Do for others after you've done for yourself "~
an ambiguous precept, added to another, '* Never
bring an empty bucket from the well,"" were Dame
Anne's rules of life.

If Jasper flogged her twice per annum {as he did
once after the Michaelmas Fair and again to keep
Christmas) she never made any complaint of that.
The Book said it was right and proper. Spare the
rod and spoil the child—and in spite of her forty odd
years Dame Anne had never grown up. In fact, her
aged parents, living in a reighbouring village, still
wxpressed their doubts if they would ever, rear her.

** She be that weak on the chest ""—they said; n fact
you never would have guessed ilad you heard the good
creature calling a dog from the yard or winding the

buckets from the well aforesaid.
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Now, to the keeping of this worthy couple accident
entrusted our friend Sir Robert Escombe. He was
twelve hours unconscious after his mishap and for
another twel' e hours able to give only the poorest
cecount of himself. Indeed, at the first Dame Anne
assuredly thought him to be gone—and, setting a
candle before his eyes, she asked him in touching
good fai:h whether he were dead or no. This question
he appears to have answered by an unconscious groan
—so emphatic, however, that Jasper at orce hoisted
the inanimate figure upon his shoulders and carried it
to the best parlour, wherein it was to lie for some ten
lor~ days.

‘‘ He baint dead, Anne—and I can't rightly say he
be alive. You see, wumman, we must all come to it
whether we carry a s'lken purse or a scw's ear. Do
yvou make some water hot white I run down to Mr.
Simmons to let the blood out of him. Belike he was
riding up to his lardship's—ay, wumman, if that were
so, this be a lucky night for us, be sure on it."'

So, you see, some thoughts of personal gain entered
into the gond mau's head, as it will creep into most
minds when the common course of lif2 is disturbed and
profit looms vaguely upon a homely horizon.

As for old Anne, she said at once that it would be
as good as 2 pound note to them—and briskly she
bustled, we must say, tidying up the litile parlour,
lighting a good fire in the kitchen grute, and generally
preparing for the visit of that important personage,
Mr. Simmons, the barker, who drew blood with a
sangfroid and an address not to be surpassed in
Oxfordshire. This fine lellow declared i.-mediately
that Sir Richard would live—but, as he added
ominously, ** If you had not sént for me, then God
help him."
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It would be tedious to dwell upon the succeeding
stages of this primitive, if kindly, treatment. Let it
suffice to say that Sir Dick recovered consciousness
next day, that for twenty-four hours he was too dazed
and shaken to remember much of the fatality, and that
afterward, regaining his sense wholly, he found
himself with such a bruised and twisted ankle that any
attempt to stand upon it was accompanied by intoler-
able agony. In which condition, and being advised
by the surgeon from Windsor, he determired, having
no good alternative, to spend a few days with old
Jasper in the cottage. To which end, he sumnioned
Barry from the castle and having reported himself to
the authorities, was presently installed in Dame
Anne's parlour to that old woman's unaffected satis-
faction and the chronic annoyance of the splenetic
Irishman.

** Sure, is there nu coach that will take ye back td
Windsor ?'* Barry would ask his master.

* Many, Barry,” the answer would go, ** but none
so much to my liking that 1 have the intention to call
'tt."ﬂl

" *T'was another man ye were at the French Court.
To be making the dogs bark for a hurt a child would
laugh updn. Oh, ay, 'tis a broke spine 1'll have to
be telling of when we go back. Shall I have them
Jaugh at ye? ‘ He fell with the horse underneath,’
says I, ‘and 1ae thz man that lifted them together
out of the ditch!' Oh, ay, and a fine old woman to
lke_p the house for ye. Were it another, [ might
have me thoughts. Whist, master, ‘tis not
old Anne ye be afther? ™

By which it will be perceivud that the excellent Barry
was perfectly well aware of the reasons which kept his
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masler at the cottage, and that the human weakness
thereby declared exciled nothing but his contempt. -

*Twas for Kitty's sake, and no denial possible. Ah,
the vanity of the man l—to be lying there with no more
hurt than a sprained ankle, pitying himself as a child
pities the limb that is bruised—and saying all the time
** should she hear of it, she will come to me—she nust
hear, for news goes fast in a place like this."

** And then she'll ride over,” Sir Dick would sy,
*‘and I'll ell how 1 came here and what I went to
Marlow to say, and she'll know at last, and that will be
the ead of all the folly and never more, etc, etc.”" as a
lover will in moments almost of a feminine tenderr.ess.
This, be sure, could not be hidden from Barry, who
fluted it with a new vigour and spent idle hours
quarrelling with Dame Anne, whose hamely precepts
had no place in his phllosopl,. Sir Dick could hear
taem almost hourly wrangling .2 the little patch of
garden before the cottage windows.

' Do for others after you've done for yourself," old
Anne would say, to which Barry's retort unfailingly
would be:—

* Let it be quick, woman—ay, I'll bring the rope if
'tis hanging ye choose.”

Or this:—

“If my old man blew a thing like that, I'd souse
his head in the river."”

“'Tis yourself that would never know him after-
wards. What, water! 'Woman, "twould be the death
of him "

** There's some could be better spared.”

** And some that God Almighty married when He
was angry with them."

‘* A fine thing 2f a mau to be blowing a whistle all

da?‘ll
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*To drown the sound of your woice, me darlint.
Hist] I might marry ye yet ii ye caught me afther a
bottle."

And so on and so on, the lame m-n listening
meanwhile and laughing beneath the bed clothes.
What a sham the whole business was, and yet how
much of the true life in all that environed sham1

Here in this humble cottage Sir Richard seemed
clgser to nature, bettes able to understand the subtle
fascinations of Mother Earth than he had been since
a child. The odour of the roses, the perfume »f the
land, the scent of bush and bramble—these were
wafted up from the river upon gentle breezes =nd
accompanied by an intoxication of the senses as new as
it was natural. And upon it all the simplicity of the
life, the easy content, the limitation ugon desire which
he found in the co*tage. Here, surely, was a sermon
upon the whole art or life such as the town might never
preach. And it deceived with a fals¢ promise, as such
sermons ever will.

Richard Escombe, we observe, left many things out
of his sylvan reckonings—and chiefl ; this, that Kitty
was at Marlow, ~nd that he would certainly ride
straight to her house directly he could set foot in a
stirrup. His romantic desire, wholly Celtic, that
she should discover accidentally the stery of his
mishap; should ride to the cortage herself and kneel
lile some ministeriag angel at his bedside, entertained
the dull hours and made them golden.

Man, to be candid, is much given to this notion
of a ministering angel, which is but anotJder phase of
his varity, however estimzble it may be. Dick
Escombe swore the finest resolutions during that brief
captivity. He would marry Kitty, s.nd in his papers,
build a house by the river, gird it about with roses,
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and live ever afterwards as the fairy prince of a nursery
legend. Nothing else muttered but this desire of Kiity
and of the primitive faiths. When the days passed and
she did not come to him, when his brother officers
‘began to ride over from Windsor to play cards with
him and rail him upon his adventure (which they
refused to believe was unconnected with the club),
then, porhaps, a certain anger against circaumstances
did something to destroy his illusions and to scur
them.

Kitry must have the news, he would say. It was
impossible to believe the story had not come to her
earr, And she remained ar indifferent as though
she had never heard the name of Richard Escombe.
La Belle Isolde sullenly refused to stir from her
shrine of sweet roses, though Sir Tiistram himself lay
bleeding by the roadside. Dick is to be forgiven for
this romantic exaggeration of his ills. Few will be
hard upon him because he believed himself to be a
poorly-used knight, dusty and travel-c:ained, and sore
wounded, lying upon a lonely road beneath the very
barbican of my lady’s castle. It was just a mood of
his depression, and when he recovered from it his cool
common sense returned also; and he determined
impulsively to go back to Windsor, and there to forget
these emasculating sentiments, without any loss of time
whatsoever.

This would have been on the evening ol the tenth
day after the accident. , :de was still a little lame; his
limbs were Lot free from the bruises a heavy fall had
inflicted upon them ; but he knew that he wvas parfectly
well avle to travel, and so, before the evening was far
advanced, he cal'>d loudiy for Barry, and was not a
little astonished to hear the good dame say that the
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man had been out since six o'clock, and was not yet
rejurned.

** And, saving your honour’s grace, 1 should be
better pleased if such a wild man never entered this
house again.”

**Hal you don’t like the Irish manner, my good
woman ? '

** There's nothing at all about him I do like, your
hopiour, save his shocs, which I do hope will carry
him from this house as soon as may be.”

* He pipes, and you do not dance, my dame, "

* He drinks, your honour, and my husband pays.”

“«A lamentable division of responsibility. Let me
know directly he returns. 1 am going out to see if I
can walk a little way down the lane.”

" Yeur honour will never be so cruel to your poor
foot, Let me lend you an arni.  It's brown, but it's
strong."

** No, no, Mr. Clegg would be calling me out. And
what's that, woman? Faith, my man himself or
nobody at all,”

Barry clamoured at the gawe sure enough, his hair
brushed awry, his eyes dancing with the news he
carried, and his body quivering with the excitement of
the message. Meeting his master at the cottage poich,
he first indicated the importance of his errand by the
oddest grimace it was possible to conceive—screwed
up his mouth, lifted his hands to heaven, and finally
blurted out a phrase which demanded instant
attention.

She's on the road, and the coach is e.npty.”

**She! Who, in God's name? Not Mistress
Bulcimore ? **

* As [ am my father's son, no othsr. If ye're done
play-acting with your foot, follow me and'see. Will
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ye ride or walk. 'Tis a league down the road, and
the wheel still lying where it fell. Oh, ay, a fine
entertainment they have ready for her, and, God be
good to me. the candles already lighted, and the
fiddlers bidaen in. Would you have her dance a
coranto with my lord? She's on the way to it now—
the Hell House Club, and a hundred of the quality
on her heels. But I doubt, master, that your ills
are too many. You cannot lifl a leg from your bed,
as you told me the morn. Hist, master, ye'd never
never mount a liorse because a wheel is lacking to my
lady's coach.”

Sir Dick, they say, flushed a little while he h~ard
the words. All the story became apparent to him in
an instant. The coach, Kitty's cor.templated visit to
the cottage, the accident which was no accideat, her
abduction to the most nfamcus house in all Europe
that night—and then—and then! God! how his head
recled, how the 13ad and the figures danced before
nim!

“*D—mn you!" he cried, savagely, ' hold your
tongue, man, hold your tonguel™

And then striding forward as though his limbs were
of iron, he, the old Sir Richard, a soldier awakened
from a bed of roses, shook the shrinking servant until
his very teeth rattled in his head.

“My horse, man, this instant, or, by God, you
shall never saddle horse againl”’



CHAPTER XXVII

CAROUSA"

Barry had said that wne candles were lighted and the
fiddlers already bidden in—but we shall now venture
to show how very little that good feliow knew of the
Society of St. Francis, and what was the real meaning
of the carousal then taking place in the ruined albey
at Medmenham.

It is common znowledge that the great refectory
itself Liad been little better than a shell when Sir
Francis Dashwood hited it fuor his monks. Money,
however, had been spent upon the place beyond a'il
reason, and such a transformation cffected that a
tradition of it has endured to modern times,

Let us pass by the many sentries posted upon the
main roads, both from Lordon ard Reading, and,
crossing the ficlds near the river, gain admittance by
the stone corridor to the great refectory itself,
curtained and dark, and closed when last we visited
the abbey.

Here we may remark much that we had not
expected to discover. In the first place, the vast
apartment is almost entirely in darkness, save for
certain crimson lamps burning before the shrines of
Bacchus and of Venus. If our eyes can becgme
clever i~ the dim light, we shall decipher great scrolls
Upon the walls—scrolls in g?ld and green and silver;
a roof open in places to the stary heavens; but
chiefly the dark shapes of rounded arches in the

205
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Early English fashion, and of mighty walls, and
distantly, through an aperture of the ruin, a splencid
stained-glass window behind which are many lights.
From the vi~inity of this there comes to us a doleful
chant as of monks singing, but not the monks who
wore the Cistercian habit, or any that have faith or
creed at all.

Mark how silent the place is, save for this mournful
chanting. Yonder, across the gardens, the old river
creeps, a glassy way, toward the eternal sea. There
is a glint of starlight upon its shining waters, but
everywhere a message of rest and night's mysteries.
Mearer, in the shadows, the Ggures of servants may
be espied, but, so far, we see none of the brethren,
and must wait a full ten minutes, during which the
chantirg continues, but from chargirg choirs, until
at last it draws nearer, and, one of the curtains being
pulled back by an unseen hand, a solemn procession
enters the room and passes from shrine to shrine, a3
gravely and with as fine a mock decorum as the world
has ever heard of.

And what were these unknown men singing—what
was the burden of this gradualv The records of
Medmenham clearly show that they had gone to old
Master Horace {or their theme, and, in an apt transla-
tion, well set to a Gregorian tone, were delivering an
ode to Bacchus himzelf—yet so wonderfully well
done, so consistently acted, thar eves a monk from
Sublacum might not have detected the fraud.

Whither, Bacchus, lead’st thou me,

Girt with thy madness? What dens, what w.ickes these
Thus in wildering race [ zee ?

What cave shal. hearken to my melodics,

Tuned to tell of Cmsar's praise ?
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O great King,

Who the Naiads dost inspire,

Aund Bizchante, strong from earth huge trees to wring |
Mot a lowly sleain is mine.

Mo mere man's utterance. Oh, "tis a venture 'swest
Thee to follow, God of wine,

Making the vine branch round thy temples meet.

To this* weird refrain, slowly and solemaly, there
erfiered the great refectory some fifty men, their robus
brown and-in the fashion of the Miserere at Rome,
torches in their hands, their eyes meekly cast down
toward the ground, their leader a chaplain who has
handed his name dowu to astonished history, and
will be rememberrd when no stone of Medmenham
Abbey stands upon another.

Tobias Cambray. V.hat a Jgure of a man! Vast,
unwieldy, wearing ao monk's habit as the others,
but plainly garbed in a minister's gJown and bands,
Tobias Cambray is a figure for our imagination
indeed.

Some there would be who,say that a redder nose
was never seen even in the purlieus of the Fleet.
Whether the claim be true or false, Master Tobias
boasted such a proboscis as even old Bacchus himself
might have envied.. Monstrous, misshapen, now
Jhrealening to take a twist to the right, now bending
sharply toward the left, the contour of it verily might
have mapped the moon with craters which spoue of
ma:,> a bottle and nobler mounts testifying to fines
spiritual flights. And what hands he had, what {eet,
and sucli a pull's neck, and thé bellow of aurochs
from the land of Bashan! Hear him now when he
calls a halt, assembles the shuflling brethren about
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him, and cries, so that the very hills beyond
Hambledon might dance to his words:

Spirit of Joy, | envoke thee |
Spirit af Evil Destiny, I conjure thee—avaunt.

To him the monks respond again, in deep,
sonorous tones, " Av-unt!' and ere the roll of the
thunder has died away, we hear Tobias ceclaiming
fumiliar lines from one he should have been ashamed
t7 name in such a house—]John Milton, the master,
who sssuredly would have made short work of these
monks and their murimeries.

The sun was sunk, and after hi:1 the star

OF Hesperus, whose office is to bring

Twilight upon the éarth, short arbiter

"Twixt day and nigh!, and nov from end te end
Wight's hemisphere had veiled th- ' wrizon round.

L - +* L +* %

Such was the picture as many a wit and so-called
gallant beheld it upon that night of unforgotten events
at Medmenham Abbey. A vast, silent apartment;
brown-robed figures moving softly amid the shadows;
torches and lanterns held aloft; the glimmer of the
tapers before the shrines; the evil eyes that pecred out
from the mock masks.” And for king and lord of all
Tobias Cambray, who mounted the great rostrum at
last, and, grouping the brethren about him, began to
call the rol' in a voice that would have brougl.. no
shame upon a chancellor:

** Erother Dunstan? "'

* Adsum,” responded Brother Dunstan, an old fop
known to the world as Jonathan Whitwould.. He
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bowed to the chaplain, and stepped back to make way
for another.

“ Brother E'phege? "

“ Adsum," cyied that tipsy youth, Fa-ningham.

The chaplain entered the name in a tremendous
bool:, with a ine Bourish of a giant's pen, and called
again :

** Brotller Boniface? "

Brother Boniface, it appears, was so far gone in
liquor that: he answered the appeal incoherently—and
here, for the first time, the jest and ale-house Lumoar
of the company declared itself.

“* Adsum,'" cried th: chaplain; ‘‘nay, thou ‘hast
had much, my brother,”" and, turning his eves away
as thqugh in a masterly tolerance of mere human
frailties, he called on Brother Angelo—no other than
our old friend W***ehead, the poet.

The calling of the roll occupied some five precious
minutes, perhaps. When it was done, the great book
closed and the great pen wiped, Tobias Cambray
deigned to remember the purpose of the meeting, and
he asked loudly where the corpus of William, Marquis
of Repton, might be found. To which Whitehead,
the poet, answered that the Marquis aforesaid was
unfortunate enough to be without. At which, behold
Tobias rising in all his majesty.

“Without, aye truly,” rowred he, “as many a
better man thun he has been, and shall be in the story
of immortal time. ! William, Marquis of Repton, is
wit"out! I ask ye, my brethren, what is he withou%?
Clothes? Nay, he comes to us unashamed. Money ?
1 tell you ruat his riches are ay a shining armour to
‘him. Great name? Who,is ignorant of this man’s
place in the libra d'oro of our counory ? What is it,
then? DBrethren, I will tell you. He is without the
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spirit, the virtue, the privilege of this most enlightened
order. Humbly he stands at the gate, skirg for the
light. Is it your pleasure, oh gra.ious brothers,
that we exte1d the hand of greeting to this our ewe
lamb? " '

Some one in the vsiled company, unmoved by
‘Tobias's appeal, herr suggestsd that the reverend
chaplain did not meaa * ewe lamb," but " I. O, U.
lamb," an irreverent gibe which the chaplain passed
bv with a wave of his monstrous hand.

“Let William, Marquis of Repton, be called
witkin the bar!' he Lawled, and instantly a shout of
“Agreed! Agreed!" declarel the impatience of the
company,

At this point it is first made clear to us that the
Brethrea of St. Francis were assembled at Medmen-
ham Abbey that night for a s~-.ewhat particular
ceremony ; no other, in fact, than the reception into
the fold of one who hitherto had stood in darkness
without. No sooner did the voices ory " Agreed|”
than Tohias smote a gong with a terrible stick,
and instantly one of the curtains about the
arches of the great room was drawn back by an
unseen hand, and William, Marquis of Repton, the
novice aforesaid, admitted to the chamber. Blind-
folded, scantily-clothed, supported by our old
acquaintances, Churchill, Ailsa, and the fat fop
Cunninghame, as his sponsors in debauch, the
Marqgris advanced slowlr toward the rostrum, while
the brethren lifted their torches anew, and greeted um
witk loud cries of ** Salve, frater!"

* Who brings this inan before me? " asked Tobias,
in a voice of thunder,

1, Cecil, Marquis of Ailsa,"" was the response,

" What Master of 1he Novices stands his sponsor ? *'
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* 1, George Cunninghame, so stand."

" Who w.lks upon the other side? ™

““ None so valk."

‘“Who clott s the naked? "

* 1 so clothe 1I&in-t,"' and here Lord Ai.sa put a habit
over the new brother's shoulders.

" Who answers for this m. n's honour? "

“I andwer," rejoined Cunmihghame.

' Who answers for this man's obedience 2 ™

Y1 ansver," cried Churchill.

Quick as light, question and response weta forh-
coming from these masters o: the finest mock ritual
the world has ever nown. And when the brief
catechising of sponsors had come to an end, Tobias
turned to the Marquis, and continued the interrogation
personally.

“ Brother, w.. dost thou seek here?' he asked,
in a voice as gentle as the cooing of a dove.

“The light,’" replied Repton, who had been wall
coached.

“*The light shine upon thee," said the chaplain,
raising a candle above the kneeling man's head.

They took the bandage from the kneeling brother’s
eyes, and he stared about him in bewilderment, the
dim light confusing him, the figures of the shadows
receiving him almost with a menace. For an instant
even the chaplain’s wvoice could not master his
astonishment, and Tobias must rcpeat his question
twice before it was answered.

* What dost thou desire, brother? "

*“The p'~1sure of the eves.”

*“Thine eyes being opened, what wilt tuou see
here? "'

“The heart of the world.”
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“WWilt thou faithfully observe the laws of this
order? "'

" I will so observe them.”

‘' Even to the gate of death, my brot! er? "

“Even to tl.e gate of death.”

""Then be thou received into our midst, William,
Niarquis of Repton, hr.aceforth,Brother Innocens, |
name thee of the comp: ny of St. Francis.”

The chaplain spread his mighty hands palm down-
wards upon the head of the astonished man, the
brithrei. uttered one loud and penetrating shout,
" Fay ce gque wvoudris,” the watchword of that
historic order. Then, upon tle instant, as though
magic had entered in at the gate, behold the wonder
of that gloomy scene. [Even as the ch-plain
covers the new brother with his gown, even as the
2cho of the ery lingers upon the st™" waters without,
s0 every curiain is drawn back from arch and alcove;
every mock friar casts off his brown robe and stands
revealed as a dashing man of fashion. No longer are
the tones Gregorian or reminiscent of that choir which
Cnut heard to sing sweetiy in the monastery at Ely.
A wild catch from the streets of the town takes its
place, Girls, fantastically dressed as elves and
naiads, run in to light candles, tapers flickering in
their hands. The lilting music of Addles is raised—
and of a vast, gloomy rcfectory we have made a very
theatre of light and colour and life and movement.

Few have spoken plain'y of the club at Medmen-
haun ; few, perzhance, have done justice to some ot its
phases. Possibly the world of wit and a+t has never
known .so gorgeous a scene as the Abbey provided
for the dare-devils who ruled there during Sir Francis'
reign. Music and colour, feasting and dancing, the
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splendour of personal dress, the flower of the country's
wit—all are admitted without contention.

To-night, pon the occasion of this reception of the
Marquis of K 'pton, Medmenham had determined to
surpass itself. These preliminaries we e but an hoss
d'eeuvre, a very sip at the brimming goblet. The
dawn—nay, it mav be two «vwns—would break ard
discover. the orgy unended  Such thipgs had
bseen, and should b again, as many a good fellow
swore when he dismounted from his horze at the gate
and handed over his sword to the towering janissa‘y.
They had come to give a memorable welcowe tu a
lagging recruit, and about him they crowded,
as though some ‘ie of consanguinity, and not
a mere social bund, united them. Lords Ailsa and
Churchill, the fat fop Cunninghame, the drawling
Whitehead, the old roué Whitwould, might have had,
the dearest wishes of their hearts fulfilled, to listen' to
them as they pressed upon the ncrice and wrung his
aching hand.

“ My dear Repton, a thousand joys."”

“‘The roll is honoured, by my life."

“*No such recruit has been taken,” said the fat
Cunninghame, pompously, “‘no, not since they
caught me.”* *

The Marquis continued to shake their hands. 1lis
eyes blinked in the magnificence of the light of a
thousand candles,

““Really," he protested, ' I thought you were all
the devil," s

““The majority enjoy that distinction,”” said Ailsa,
loftily &** t*~ exceptions lurk in the quiet corners. But

‘I'm glad you came in, Repton. Upon my spotless
soul, Windsor would be ihtolerabls if it were not for
this place "



218 SIR RICHARD ESCOMBE

" A veritable seminary," lisped Churchill, turning
to Ailsa, and deigning tc ask him what vas the par-
ticular programme which upon this part’ :ular evening
should redeem the Abbey from such an accusation,

“By the way,"” he asked, ‘" what s up to-night?
What have we come out ‘o see? "

“ Evervthing is up. Hazard, vine, and the con-
comitants of wine, whi h, by all the fables, chould be
women. Here's one of them come to speak for
herself. Honor Marwood, by all that's lucky.”



CHAPTER XXVIII

HONOR MARW 10D MAKES AN ANNOUNCEMENT

/8D Honor Marwoou truly it was, the Honor we first
saw at Windsor in Richard Escombe's rooms, and
meet here for the third time in this brilliant, if
undesirable, assembly. Let it be said, before we har
he:, that our laughing ladies, the elves and naiads
who had lighted up the great candelabra, now mingled
freely with lhi' vompany; that light and gaiety pre-
vailed in the'great apartment, where the rattle of dice
could already b. heitd, anu, more to the liking of
some, the popping of corks. All, for sure, went as
merry as a marriage bell (though .his was no place to
speak of that), when Honor came tripping in, a miracle
of silk and ribbons and patches, and immediately
approached the group of admiring men as though her
presence were the one thing needed to their content.

** Honor Marwood, Honor Marwood!" ran the
greeting, and upon it the more particular question
from Churchill, *What brings you he:e, Honor?#"

* Oh," cries Betty Harmer, an impudent chit that
walked in upon onor's arm, ' ’tis not his lordship,
of course. Honor's here for an example to the
others."

““To the weaker brethren,’” chimed®in Cunning-
hame, "*w'ch means the company generally that 1
see about me.”

““And, if you please, sir," cries little Ruth
Wellington, another chit upon Honor's other arm—

21Q
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** and, if you please, sir, there's going to he an awful
row.""

*"What! you don’t mean to say hi lordship is
jealous?™

“Eh, gad, * says Cunninghame, I would never
love any woman who cou' 1 not make me jealous.”

"“The green-eyed m nster whi h doth mock the
meat it foeds upon,' d awled the j oet Whitchead.

* Come, come,”’ says Honor, ** have done with }rnu'r
nonsense, gentlemen. Sure, isa't it this dear man
that you have taken from his home to spoil in this
nn!it_',f place? Marquis, don’t Yisten to them now."

** But the deaf have to pay their footing as well as
those who can hear,’ exclaimed DBetty, and, at this,
the three giggling mischievously, little Pl ran up
to Repton, and gave rim a smacking kiss.

“ There's one debt paid in full," _.ied she, “‘and
that's how it's done, Marquis."

* By my sacred soul,” cried he, his usual phlegm
somewhat relieved, ‘‘you'd make me a very
profligate.”

“ Lip service, Marquis,” from Ailsa, who turned
drolly to Ruth, and demanded to know how much the
amount of his account might be. _

“Don’t I owe anything 7" he asked her, and she,
boxing him on the ear soundly, said that was the
amount of it.

Lord Churchill made some remark about the
advantage of having an audience, and then, touching
Hunor upon the arm, he asked news of Harborne.

* Where's your poodle, Honor, wher:'s the most
dishoncurable Brother Anthony? "

** My lord Harborne, whit do I know of him? He's
at St, James's to be married.’
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“ Marric ge,"" says Whitehead, dreamily, " how long
since [ have uttered that word—I"ll make a n Yte of it."

“ His loreship's habit,” interposed little Ruth,
“but he alwa; s leaves the papers in the chaise.”

“* At least, it .3 a pretty subject, one t | walk around,
s0 to speak—I wu uld write ¢« 'en upon these fair walls,
in letters of gold, 11y tribute t.- marriage. Considersd
philosopuically, it s ideal.”

** But upon a neafer view, most v.:ursmllfy.Y exclusive,"
says Cunninghame,

* Hush, hush, gentlemen,"" cried Honor, suddenly,
*don't you know that his lo.dship has promised to
marry me? "

They greeted the statement uproariously. Even the
fat Cinmiughame shook with laughter.

““When's it comirg off, [Tonor? "

“On the thiny-first day of February next year, sir.
Now, there's the bottle coming, sr you must all drink
my health, gentlemen.”’

She clapped her hands, looking towards the door
upon which all eyes were now tutned. DMany new
arrivals were now crowding into the refectory, fops
and gallants, old men and young, statesmen, lawyers,
soldiers, womerd veiled and women unveiled. A
scraping of fiddlers could be heard, anc a ceaseless
banter of laughter; but the surpassing interest of the
moment lay in the appearance of a new procession,
moving in honour of the new brother, and thoroughly
in accord with the finest ttaditions of Medmenham.

They had assembled the Bacchantes uear the door,
and h-reat.uts four nyraphs, by no means over-
dressed, as my lord Ailsa remarked to the fat: Cunning-
hame, were to carry the’'poles of the tasselled and
gilded canopy, uplifted above » splendid tankard; so
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huge, so formidable, that Hercules himself might have
shrunk {-om it. Trumpeters heralded t'.c approach
of the Titan's draught; dancing girls, spangled and
caparisoned in the Egyptian and Syanish fashion,
gambolled about it, clashing the cyr bals and drum-
ming upon tambourines. There war a master Cellarer
with a key that would b .ve fitted tt ¢ lock of Goliath's
cellar; other musiciaas, light-tr2d and hilarious,
bearers of banners bluzoned with odd devices, a tag-
ray and bobtail of dicers, wagers, and women helpers
to whip in the whole and make the fuller audience.
This row grouped about the rostrum while Master
Tobias rapped the tables for silence.

‘ Brethren,” cried he, ** accurding to our unchang-
ing custom, let the health of our new brother he drunk
in wine."

They, hailed him wih chars. The Bacchantes
krielt before the throne. This wonaer of a Chaplain
lifted the tankard with both hands, a heavy task, strain-
irg even those mighty thews and sinews.

** Brethren,” he roared, “ 1 hear the battle cry.
On, dogs of war! Return with the trophies of the
slain. If [ fail, perish my name. Victorious, salute
me. Our new brother!"

He threw his head back, stiffened his hips against
the weight of silver, and deliberately began to drain
the bovl. Men watched him, mouths agape with
offers of a wager.

““ A pony he doesn't finish it."

* Dune with you."

Such were the comments. The women gasped for
very breath at the spertacl2. Will yor won't you,
down goes the liquor drop by drop. The monstrous
draught is no match for ihis man of Medmenham.
And, behold [—it is vanished, gone, lost for ever in
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the story cf time. The very welkin rings with the
shout that p ‘eets the deed.

“ Curse hivy,' says my lord Ailsa, who has lost
fifty, ** he's doe it."

But Tobias, tl.7 Chaplain, merely remarked—

““ Ah, gentlem'n, you should see e when I'm
thirsty."



CHAPTER XXI7,

THE CAROU AL 15 CON™ INUED

Tostas descended pre udly from he rostrum, and at
that very moment the founder of the Hell Fire Club,
Sir Francis Dashwood, entered the room with Lord
H!arhm ne upon hisarm. The latter appeared to have
béen in high fettle. His hatzhet face was wreathed
with smiles. He had been drinking heavily, but
carried his burden with grace. To such of the women as
he knew he deigned a patrician's nod., The men he
slapped affectionately umon the back as oue who had
scme right to patronize them. Fc. was not this a
democracy wherein, as the poet Whitehead once put
it gracefully, liquor was the king and every man better
than his neighbour |

Needless to say that the Chaplain of Medmenham,
sycophant and tuit-hunter ever, was very civil to my
lords, though he maintained the traoitions in a fashion,

" Peace unto you—and you, my worthy Diocletian.
Are ye not late, my brethren? ™

** Late," says my lord, ** does peace then count the
clock, reverence? "

“* Nay, brother, the clock counts itseli, and, failing
in the calculation, begins once more. Even so, in
hamble imitation, let the man who has left off Lnow
more of his beginnings."’

“ Meaning,'" cried Sir rrancis, *' that any time i3
no time, and this time the uest time. What's up,
Chaplain? "'

224
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Tobias 1.1d expected to be asked this ques ion, and
he rejoined wvith great gusto :—

** Supper is up, my brother—and after that such
light recreation as your principles will approve.”

** My principl's, eh, gad, the word as a pleasant
ring. Does a 1ian come here, then, because of
principles, reveren e? "

“* Nay, brother, e comes a the call of interest,
which, being a lessur thing than principle, I wouid
name a woman. Shall I tell you fraternally of the
ladies from Covent Garden? Friend, Koman,
countryman, lend me vour eyes. I have much to
show you, brother.”

I doubt it not at all,” said Sir Francis, and,
linking arms with him, he disappeared at once in the
throng.

My Lord H~-%orne, ‘however, had already espied
Honor Marwood, and he crossew over to her side, very
nettled, as any one could see.

*1 told you <ot to come here, to-night,"” said he,
breaking in upon it without a word of preface.

Honor did not care a fig fur my ldrd in this place,
and told him as much very plainly.

**So here | am,” says she,

' ¥ou do not intend to obey me, then? "

* To love, honour, and obey, sweet lord. Sure, no
man loves a woman who does what he tells her. That’s
what I was say‘ng 0 Mr. Cockraine this very night.”

" Cockraine—you have seen Cockraine? ™

She. looked at him very shrewdly.

" On Marlow Heath, as [ rode in from London,
sweet lord. ah, you'd beuer nave made me your
confidant."

* Confidant | ' cried Harborne, ** d——n you, what
do you mean by that? ' for my lerd’s sweetness had all

P
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gone at he word, and he looked as thoug’s he would
have struc.. the woman.

“ Oh,"" says she, playing with him as a kitten with
a bulldog, ** vou ask me what I mean, but that’s just
what I was v aiting for your lordsh’p to tell me."

*“Then, my very de: rest,” said Harborne, much
mollified, ** continue to reflect up.n the blessings of
ignorance.”

** As the olher lady will be diing presently.”

Again the smile left the man's face.

‘2 fable!" cried he.

“Of the wolf ana the lamb, sweet lord,” says
Haonor.

[e liked the compliment, and chucked the hussy
pleasantly under the chin.

The scene within 'th~ room was now Z. .5 zenith.
Cverywhere men, and women, too, _.-d settled down
to their pleasures. "Lhose who would take a fling at
-the dice found twenty tables prepared for them. Girls
ogled their admirers and led them >ut through the
corridors, festooned with flowers, towards the sleeping
river. The garoens were aglow with light ; perspiring
fiddlers raced through lilting tunes as though this were
the shortest road to the bottle. On the water itself
they had moored quaint craft, shaped like the ge=2-las
from Venice, or lateen-sailed as the ships of the
Levant. These carried excited passengers, the girls
flaunting it in bravado, the men catching them in their
arm, and kissing them when they could. As for old
Tobias, he was everywhere—carrying no blessing, we
may suppose, but a stentorian encouragement to the
virtrres of the places—here bawling for a drink; there,
a sally to the women. O all the company my Lord
Harborne alon. forbore to lend his mind to the pageant
or to be interestec by it. As he had often said, the
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world did 1ot understand him. It is to be questioned
whether he understood himself.

Now, my lord was roving to and fro amidst the com-
pany, here flinging a guinea upon a green cloth, there
exchanging droderies with a wench, when Tobias
returned to his rostrum and began to speak of more
intimate delights, Unblushing in his effrontery, but
quite unmoved by t. ¢ liquor hehad drunlk, he rapped
the desk many times for order, and had the voice of a
thunder-cleud when at last he obtaired a hearing.

Y Gentlemen | ' he cried, "' gentlemen, the tabies are
set, the wine is poured. Aphrodite rises from the deep
in her coral robes. WTith shawms and lyre let the
revels begin.  Behold, I come to you with great news.
Breinren, the lalies from Covent Garden are with us."

A fine proneuncement, truly, and yet ond which
moved the co..pany but little. Men settled to play
care nothing for the dance. ()thers, holding Venus
by the palm, would not bestow twopence upon
Phyllis about tv caper on the boards. In truth, the
roar of the talk waxed higher after Tobias had spoken;
the voice of the gamester was more-defiant, when,
without any warning, the great bell of the Abbey,
high above them in the Norman tower, clanged taree
sciau Strokes, and instantly, as though a hand of
warning had touched each and all upon the shculder,
such a silence fell that a man might have counted the
beatings of his heart.

Be sure, Tobias was sober enough by now. H,ad
not tke King, old Soldier George, at Windsor, sworn’
that he would exterminate this plague spot some day,
reot and branch, hang the players and burn their
tables, flog the wenches aad ride their masters on a
hurdle—and, ‘' Lord,” says Tobids tb himself,
““if this should be the night!"
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Never was the great bell of the Abbey rang except
in warning. No wonder that men ceased to play ana
women tittered for very excitement of the moment.

* Gentlemen,"" cried Tobias, struggling painfully
to the rostrun., ** that is nlainly an slarm."

No one answered himy all heard .he sound of foot-
steps in the corridor, and waitel with heightened
colour and new impa‘.ence. W ien that iow fellow
Cockraine ertered the room at las:, a deep sigh of satis-
faction greeted him. For Cockraine must have the
news—nay, he was all agog to tell them.

“ Your reverence—gentleman—a lady whose coach
has been overtak-n by a misfortune almost at our
door, seeks our hospitality until the mischance may
be mended."

He looked about hir, an odd smi'e .. his ugly
fuce, and a particular leer for my lord “{arborne, who
stood over against th - chimney, and had the air of
heing the most astonished man in all that astonished
company. As for the canaille all ab.ut, it would be
difficult to find a word for that. Every note in the
gamut of exclamatory surprise was sounded when
Cockraine had finished. Women roared aloud in
horrid laughter, the dancers flung their skirts aside
and cut rew capers, a trumpeter blew a shri'! -nd
mocking blast—above all, the face of Tobias, the
chaplain, waxed so red in honest laughter that men
feared an apoplexy for him.

““Vhat? ' bawled he to Cockraine, ** a lady—did
she give her name? "

*“ That's not for me to ask,” said the man. ' She
believes this to be the house of the Vica: of Medmen-
ham. I did not contradict Ler."

A resounding peal of laughter greeted the new con-
fession. Men syuirmed in their chairs; excited
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wenches 1 issed their partners on the lips fos very joy
of it.

*1 have been called many names,"” says Tobias,
with fine gravity, ** but never yet did they call me the
Vicar of Medmenham. My brethren, what say ye to
all this? "'

Lord Harborne answered him, and so quickly that
Tobias started when he heard him.

* You must have uerin,’” says my lord; ** the rules
provide for it. You must have her in, shaplain,”

* Ay, ay ! " cried fifty voices; ** ycu cannot shut the
doors of Medmenham on a lady.”

Tobias wagged his great head, and posed as one
who was not yet ce~tain of the jurisprudence of the
matter. e hzd the great book closed belore him,
and L. began to turn the leaves of it slowly.

*Itisin the 1ules, £s ye sag,”" he admitted, at last.
* No woman shall be refused-admittance to the ciub
under any circumstances vhatsoever, Brethren,
though it hurt our consciences to do so, we must adn:it
the lady. Brother Arthur, be thou our ambassador.
T.et the habits be resumed. Hussies, begone! Gentle-
men, remember the prudent counsels which have so
often guided us, I beseech you.™

He waved his arm theatrically, and the dancing-girls
and others ran laughing from the place to .he gardens.
The brethren, well understanding that this was no
accident, and already detecting my lord’s finger in the
pie, hastily donned their brown habits, and consented
momentarily to take part in so diverting a play. Some
of the many lights were extinguished, :an expectaht
hush fell upcn the company, and prevailed until Kitty
Duleimore's voice was heard in the corridor and the
chaplain himself strode 1orward to greet her.
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Now, Fitty was dressed in a pretty gow. of blue
and silver, and had a dar!: blue velvet cloak covering
her from shoulder to ankle. Her hat was immense
and feathered, such a great round hat as the pictures
of Romney and Sir Joshua have made known to us;
and she wore, n.oreover, a -, reat brooch of aquamarines
and diamonds, which Aunt Elizabeth recently pressed
upon her acceptance, with tears aid more anecdotes of
good Qlueen Anne,

A thousanc miles from suspicion, believing that the
accident to her ccach had been a very ordinary affair,
and much surprised to find herself among old friends
—for she had met Captains Beridoe and Rupert at the
very door of the club—she walkel into the refectory with
no more concern than she would have entered bar own
parlour at Sherbourn,.and, standing there am~=_J, she
did not e¢ven then unde-stand.-

‘ Lady,"" says Tobia~, bending his hack heroically,
and waving his gre~t m srtar-board so wildly that men
stzpped back in affright, ** lady, welcome to Medmen-
ham."

She gazed at him dumfounded. The horrid cowl=
about her, the mocking eyes which laughed, but half
concealed, the lights, the tables, the drink—and this
monster of a man bowing to her as some clown at a
circus! Good God! what must she think now?

"“To Medmenham!" cried she; *‘but, Captain
Beddoe, you told me——"

* That this was the vicar's house? My dear lady,
the fiction was not mine. Upon my life, eh,
Rupert? ™

" Upon your life, it wasn't,”" says Ruoert, quickly,
and th: pair of them laughine together, the chaplain
spoke again.

** It shall be any house you choose to name it while
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you dre L2re, lady. Say not that Tobias Cambray
knows his duties soill. Vicar of Medmenham or
Pope of Rome, 'tis one and the same thing to him.
We are but your slaves—command us when you will.”

She drew back a little, as though his very touch
were an affront. Speaking in rapid tcoes, becoming
excited and fearful, and feeling that her courage was
not equal to this, Kiety tried to tell them how she had
rome to the place.

“We lost a wheel of the coach, and:-the men are
gone down to the village to make it good. 1 count it
most fortunate that Captain Beddoe shouid have
ridden by—and Captai 1 Rupert, surely, would not be
far offi. I thought taat I was among friends, and,
cannot be mistaken. Is not this, sir, the club at
Medn.:~ham, of which Lord Harborne has spoken
to me? "’

* Lady, as you say, the clib at Medmenham."’

“* And these—these gentlen 2n——""

She shuddered a little, for the cowls were all groupad
together, and the eyes that blazed upon her through
iagged slits gave poor promise of the friendship she
relied upon.

** Thay hide their virtues from the world, lady, such
is their modesty. Parvum parva decent. They will
be first to tell you what we owe to our anciznt tradition
of hospitality. Even now, mistress, I will, present
them to you—B-other Elphzge, Brother Boniface,
Brother Angelo, Brother Jerome—they bring lilies in
their hand, lady—which is.a metaphor, speaking of
thoge blameless lives they would [ead it this house.”

He waved his hand magniloquently, and one by one
the brethren did obeisance to their guest. Ncta man
in the room by this time who did not understand the
trick or tell himself that Harborne had lured Kitty
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Dulcimor: to the place that he might prcit by her
advenlure.

If any uner sentiment stirred in any heart, it was not
spoken. The laws of Medmenham Abbey were better
obeyed than any de-ree of King or Parliament. It
was death to s.and betwer.a a brother and his jest—
you can read the very rule in the old code that has
come down to us—and who would spill his blood for
a country girl, caught .n a net b, 1 villain, and ther»
affurding the brotherhood a pretty:-hour's amusement ?
Not the monks ef St. Francis, be sure oif it! Not
Churchill, or Ailsa, o Whitwould, or the fat fop
Cunninghame. Let my lord sfe to it, for this was his
affair; and so they bowed and smirked before Kitty;
and, presently, one, bolder than the others, rersinded
the chaplain of the ancient custom—that anv '~.y who
entered .he refectory a Medmenhar: must take the
oath before she went fo th again.

“1 need no obedicwce,” says Kitty, prettily;
**indeed, sir, I must now be on my way again."”

And then from the cowled group in the shadows
came the voice—

** She cannot leave until she is one of us,"

An ominous utterance—one that many voices
seconded. Hear them altogether crying, ** Agreed.
agreed ''; aud then the appeal to Tobias, and then the
appeal t> the law,

" The oath—she mus: take the oath, Tobias," and
again the cry, ** Agreed!"

Tobius pretended to be greatly shocked by this, but
he was all aflame with it, none the less, and as grateful
as any man could be for this new opportinity of dis-
tinguisking himself.

"* Indeed, it is so, mistress,” he said, while he
affected such an air of distress that tears alone were
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wanting for its complement—'* indeed, it is ¢p. Our
pious founders have decreed-that all who enter this
room during the hour of the office shall take (he oath
to our order. Confer this priceless bron upon us, and
then you may go in peace,"”

And what could Kitty Du.~imore say ib that? Con-
sider her position. She had no friend in the room,
Those about her practised towards women a code
which Chesterfield ai.d the ag. had glorified. The
vilest rakes that ever'skulked in the darb places of a
city leered and fawned upon her. ,The scene was
strange and frightful to a poirt beyond all power of
modern understanding.- She believed that her coach
would shortly be brougit to the door and her servants
come fcr her—bu! meanwhile what should she say to
these ri.-~ how bear hersell toward them? Discro-
tion and couragealike taught’ ler to temporisz. She
would enter into.the spirit of t.e jest to the uttermost
of her power. But chiefly she 'the Kitty whom they
had toasted of old time, would show them that sha
was not afraid.

** Sir,”" she said, standing up before them as Kitty
Dulcimore knew how, ** who am [ to offend your pious
founders? Please tell me what to do, and I will try
to please you."

A great shout of ** Hear, ‘hear,"’ greeted:this unex-
pected assent.  One villain, snatching a dincarded
habit from a chair, flung it wide open, and prepared
to put it upon her shoulders. The chaplain took the
candle from his desk, and raised it aloft.

! mister," he said, answering the quesiion she had
put to him *' the custom is as pld as the club. We
thank you for your acquicscence. No one who enters
this house as you have eatered it leaves it until the
oath is taken. You must become one o1 us,"”
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*“ One of you—oh, sir, but which one? "

They liked her wit ard applauded it. When she
asked th :n. if she must put the habit on, and was told
that it was necessary, ‘' being the habit of a gracious
order,” she asked why the " gracious order ™ chose to
hide its face “om the we Id. And this gave Tobias
his second opportunity.

*The light of your presence, mistress. Come,
answer me according ‘o the bocit—""

“Is it a good book? " inquir.d Kitty again, with
a light laugh that almost spoke contempu.

It 15 a very good hook—the rules of our order.”

** What great big noble rules they must be! And
I must put my little hand upor it. Sir, "tis never for-
midable enough to break your rules?

** Nay, mistress, but it touches them. ri** Jngers
of gold Be pleased t» humour us, and out of your
guod will to take the o .th we shall require of you.™

“ An path, sir? Sin e when has woman been asked
tn swear an oath? ™

* Since man knew that she keeps no oath. You will
be the honourable exception. Nay, you will unde-.
stand the imprudence, the danger, of repeating any-
thing you have heard here to-night. Swear this to us,
and then shall you depart in peace."”

The mar. had put menace into his tone, and all sense
of comedy was lost upon that instant. Clever and
quick, ILitty realised that something more than jest
lay behind this requirement. They threatened her
and would compel her te swear, while she, who had
never lacked obstinacy since she was old enough to
possess any character at all, was just ~s determined
not to be so trapped.

“ Sir," she said, ‘" I am a stranger, but I shall not
believe evil of you. 1 know nothing of the meaning
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of your oath, and am not willing to degrade) myseif
by swearing it. In s2 far as I may safeguard your
confidence honourably, I will do so. More than that
is impossible.,”

She gazed about her, facing them with amazing
courage,.and in no way afr.'d. Tobia:; himself not
quite sure of his ground, and having no instructions
to make a scene, affected to treat her refusal as a joke.
In truth, he retreated £ nimbly (hat even the brethren
laughed aloud.

' Nolent ubi velis," cried he—quoting from Terence
—*'"* even as the Master has written so shall it be. Let
the brethren speak for wou, lady. Let one of them
answer in your name "’

MNow; for the first time, my lord appears ; he has been
skulking ‘n the shadows hitherte and watching the
scene as a nawk ma» watch a quarrel among the
sparrows. But the moment ha | arrived for his inter-
vention, and, stepping boldly ir o the arena, he cried—

* [ answer in the lady’s namel"



CHAPTER XXX
THE BEGINNING OF THE TRAGEDY

Now, no sooner had ny lord spaken and laid his hand
sulemnly upon the book, than : great shout went up
trom the assembled brethren, and in a twiakling their
robes were cast aside again, and all the riot and
debauch resumed.

From every quarter, through the door and apertures,
leaping gaily through the curtained arches, c~me the
clves and sprites and dancing-girls.  Fid"'2rs and
trumpeters, wonderfui y refreshed, *h-asned and blew
tueir instruments with a finer vigour; .acxeys ran o
and fro with drink; tl = dicers hurried to their tables,
the more profligate to their amours. And then, and
not, until then, Kitty knew and understood why
Lord Harborne had brought her to this house, and
what was the nature of the trap he had set for her.

Perchance even the most fertile imagination will
hardly understand her position as circumstances had
made it, aad would repor* upon it when the affair was
Over.

Those were not the days when common sense readily
obtained a hearing. Vain to say that Kitty had but
to tell her own story, to relate the misadventure which
«arried her t2 the Abbey, and to demand the considera-
tion of all right-thinking people. Renutations were
blown about as straws when George II. was King.
Honour drew the most ridizulous bills upon mankind,
and they were luly discharged.

236
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Kitty knew as well as any man in the great .jefectory
that this trick would confound her utterly in the world
without, and hold her up to the shame and de.ision of
the town. She, to be sure, understood in 2 moment
why Harborne had been driven to it, and what his
ultimate purpose must be. And we shil blame her
not at all if a sense of utter helplessness and defeat
overwhelmed her for the time being, and lelt her
almost blind to tne scencs about her, pale
and trembling, and so ashamed that even) death itsdlf
would have been welcome.

And what of my lord meanwkile? Truly, there was
a sacdonic grin upon hie ugly face, though we confess
he still safeguarded t'.c word and manner of a gentle-
man, and appeared to be as solicitous for Kitty's
welfare a. though she had been his own daughter.

“This," says ue, **is truly n unfortunate 1aecting,
Miss Iitty."

" Since you are present, myilord, misfortune is the
word [ would smploy,”

“ And yet others would be more grateful. Shall we
owy at once that I am resporsible fof every coach upon
the road? "'

“If gratitude be demanded because you are about
to quit the house, my lord, th.n—"

" Come, come,' says he, *' and what would happen
to Kitty Duleimore in such a house as thisif thase who
have her honour at heart go.calling for their own
horses? "

“ She will find others moie acceptable, even among
the meanest—and saying that honour a! the heagt is
rarely also ir. the head, will mnare easily ride to salva-
tion, my lord."”

He waved it off, his harid glittering with diamonds,
and his manner not a little troubled.
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** Cor.sider this," says hej ** my word is law in this
place. There is not a man among them all who wiil
speak oi to-night's adair until I give him leave. And,
mark you, I do not come with threats. Good God,
Kitty—why should I be forbidden to love you? Why
have you fort.dden me to 1ove you from the first? Am
I different from other men? Is sentiment to be denied
to me because I was born to what I am? Was there
a day in your father's house at Sherbourn when I d.d
not show my affection for you, as a man who loves
must do? Oh, no, no, don't speak of Brighton—don't
tell me what a man may do when a woman drives him,
and love for her is hot in his heart. [ am no diflcrent
from other men, but it is my .nisfortune to be mis-
understood. By Ged, Kitty, if you will give me the
right, it is not of a friend I shall speak in uns house
to-night, but of my wi'e. Nrw, think of that before
you answer me, No1san can pay a woman a greater
compliment than (2 asl her to be his wife. Here and
wow [ do so, and would be judged on'y by that."

He bent over her until his burning lips almost
touched the roses upon lLer cheeks. And who siaun
presume to say that my lord was altagether dishonest?
Perhaps he would have made her his wife had Kitty
played her cards propu-ly.  The oldest roués, long
accustomed to consent, may desire, not the possession
of a woman, but a victory over her obstinacy.

Harborne was moved by Kitty's beauty and spirit
as he had not been moved in all his disreputable life.
One word of consent from her might have shattered

- the:ideal and left him the mere schemer, willing to
summon a parson frem the Fleet, but aot from any
church with its doctrine of vows eternal. So much
Kitty understood—her woman’s instinct had taught it
to her from the urst. She knew that honour and my
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lord never would walk far hand in hand; and had it
been otherwise, she would nevrer have listened to him
until the end of time, and for the best of reasons—she
Ioved another.

*Oh, my dear lord," says she, * you choose a,
strange hour to speak of such things.”

** Hours pass very quickly at Medmenham—and
when they have passed they may never be recalled.”

** Wooing those whum men lo 'e with a menace, and
bartering time for the.r honour."

* Give me the right, and I will take you from this
place now. Itis very necessary that you should decide
quickly. Your ears will tell you that."”

“ Yes, yes—if I musi listen—""

“ There is no uliernative, my dear child.”

¥ L] = * * *

My lord referred to a brawl w.iich even then engaged
the attention of the company. The most part of the
men, understanding that Kitty Dulcimore and Har,
borne had an affair of their own to decide, had been
naving them scant attention—but now, all unexpec-
tedly, the old fop Whitwould began to quarrel with
the fellow Musgrove over some scarlet-cheeked Apnm-
dite in the corner; and immedi~tely there aruse such a
babef that the King's drage-as themselves might have
ridden in from Windsor.

** Peace, peace!' roared Tobias, his figure huge and
prominent above the other brawlers. " What is
this? "

“ 7 brought the girl here,” cries Musgrove, stgnce
ing defiantly with his back to the wall.

“ Thal's a liel” says Whitwould; it was my
introduction.”

* Silence, I sayl"" roared the Chiplain.
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He pushed in among them, while the men about him
bawled, * The rule, the rule!™ All the wenches in
the plave were a-tiptoe now. Men had risen from the
play and thrown the cards aside. A ceaseless clatter of
voices almost drowned the shuffle of strife; but pre-
sently Tobia ' dominant thunder prevailed above the
hubbub, and he reaa the rule.aloud.

** The rule is No. 15, page 2—a rule, be it known to
you all, made by ou: brother Wilkes in the first wezk
d:' the club's initiation. Here a.e our brother's words

—"For the safeguarding of our honour, it shall be
decrehd that any brother who draws sword upon
anmher in the name of woman, shall by his own hand
pay ‘the forfeit of his life bul':-re twenty-four hours
have passed." "'

Roars of laughter greeted this announce:.unt, as it
ever hed done in the siry of M2dmerham Abbey and
the Brotherhood. V:ise John Wilkes foresaw that
nothing but a drrstic nenalty, scrupulously exacted,
rould save such a place from. the wildest orgies of
bloodshed and quarrel—and so he drew this rule;
which we have heard of tefore, for which a young "ad
died upon Harborne's threat; and nn account of which

ing George had sworn to leave no stone of Medmen-
ham standing upon ar.“ther. None the less, the com-
pany hedrd the words with levity, and almost
immediately the old fop Whitwould retired and left his
rival in possession.

** Take her, my brother,"” says he, indicating the
wencli who had brought:ithem to blows—"*I intend to
five,"

W W o W * L *

This, then, was the scene which distracted Kitty at
the moment of my lord’s avowal; this the interlude
which brought'vesolution back to her,
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It may be that she herself hardly knew what she did
at such . moment. The vileness of all that she heard
and saw—-he glitter of the gauds, the silk, the ruffles,
the velvet, the clanking of glasses, the shouts of the
players, but more than all tl =se the familiar looks, the
open contempt expressed for her hy the sluts in whose
company she had fallen. Oh, be sure, that this wus
such an ordeal as woman has but rarely faced and never
might face with resnlution. MNor may we express
surprise when we hear that, driven to the last point,
she turned boldly from my lord and would ha~: fled
from the room but for a barrier of the very women
themzelves, a net cast suddenly about her, and upon
that such horrid laughter, such an outcry of mockery
that she reeled back almost fainting and moved even
such a well schooled rake es Harborne to some
compassion.

“1 will take yuu home,” he said quickly. ' You
shall be put to no conditions, .itty, if you will hold
me guiltless of t'.is ""—

“ My lord," says she, pressing white hands to her
preay forehead, *'as heaven is my witness I will
hold you guilty to nuiy life's end.”

He cowered and drew back from her. Everyone in
the rocm read the words as a wuenace and many there
began to murmur, Tobias himself, foreseeing graver
,penls, mounted to his rostrum and rang the bell three
times, bringing three white-robed cooks to the room
and cleverly diverting attention from the incident., As
for the chefs, they played a part with the others,
bowing before the rostrum and announcing the good
news.

* My lords and gentlemen," says the first.

““It is our great gracious privileg>,' :added the
second.

Q



242 SIR RICHARD ESCOMBE

“ To announce to your worship."

And *hun the trio together in a terrible tone :(—

** That supper is served.’

They withdrew still bowing. Thé company received
the announcement with _reat applause. Tables of
play were broken up the procession of the Bacchantes
was formed again, trumpets were blown, the cymbals
beaten, and then, for a finer effect, the great crimson
curtain above the central arch was thrown back aad
‘a space cleared before it.

** Centlemenl! ' roars the chaplain.

But he said no more. There, standing in the very
aperture of the arch, his hand upon his sword, was Sir
Richard Escombe, and, seeing hini, every man in that
company knew that the crisis in the story of the Hell
Fire Club had come 4..7 that many must answer before
the new day was old.



CHAPTER XXXI

THE TRAGEDY L[5 PLAYED

THERE had been but ¢ ne loud ery at his coming, and
that from a woman's throat.

Mad with shame and anger, bLelieving herself to be
utterly ruined by a villain's ruse, it is not very diffcult
to understand what Ki‘y Dulcimore felt when she
beheld her lover come as an avenger to that dreadful
place. ."'~d what hand would dare to keep her from
him nuw? Oh, Le sue she was sobbing at his feet
before a man m:g‘ht have counted two, caught in his
strong arm, comforted by his whisprred word. And
holding her thus, her hands clasped in his, such a
look upon his face as even his enemies had rarely seen
there. he called for other help

** If there be any friend of mine in this company "
he said, speaking for the first time, ** I will thank him
to take Miss Dulcinore to her crath.”

Repton stepped forth, Repton the novice, but just
made of the elect, and no witness of the infamies. He
had been abroad in tne gardens by the river when they
brought Kitty to the Abbey, and had not returned to
the refectory until men spoke of supper,

“I will take her, Sir Richard," says he, and the
murmur of astnuishment and, rage did not daunt that
phlegmatic individual at all.

Escombe pressed his hand, and wlnspm‘mg again to

Kitty, he bade her go with the Maxquis.
43
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** For both our sakes,” said he, * "tis in this house 1
must rema.n.""

** Dick—Dick—but you will be alone.”

“ Amongst cowards. Go, for God's sake—you
would make it difficult for :ne.  And Kitty, show them
your courage. Let it be the old Kiny—"

He could say no more, for the murmur of words
threatened already to break int~ a storm wuich might
overwhelm ‘hem both. And Kitty, though her heart
was breaking, understood that Dick must answer for
her, tuat he must be her avenger though his life paid
forfeit.  How could it be otherwise? No voice of
angels could command Ricnard Escombe in such a
mood as that.

He had taken the burden up and wour'd never lay it
down until that which .nen call horour had answered
in his name. 5o much Kitty's cleverress perceived,
when, with one last appealing glance at the marble of
;his face, one whisperea word of love, she turned to the
Marquis and permitted him to lead he- from the room.
As a child she had come in, as a queen she went out
from amonyg them. And the man who had pickeu up
the glove remained to do battle fur it—one alone in a
house of infamy prerared to pay the price to the utter-
most farthing.

The scene was grim enough, as some who have
taken part in it do not hide from us.

A great circle of men, hussies, inasqueraders, mock
mon’:s, sharpers, roués, villains—these all grouped
about one mnan who had come there to accuse them.

To the right of the room our friend Harborne,
standing uneasily, his eyes searching Escombe’s fu.ce,
a sword, got during the interval, already in his hand.
He knew well vhat the issue must be. Rule made by
John Wilkes or rulé not so made, the sword alone
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could arbitrate to-night. And yet my lord continued
10 ask “imself if the rules of Medmenham might not
shield h.m after all. A shadow of death scemed to
hover about him ; he knew, for man is rarely ignorant
at such a time, that this war the momentous hour. Hg
had no faith of the morrow, boast of it 15 he might.

Of the others Tobias, the chaplain, was the most
excited, and showed himself the least self-possessed in
tlat stirring crisis. Here, thore, and back again,
raising his monstrois hands, crying, * Gentlemen,
gentlemen " Tobias was thinking little of that
assembled company, but much uf what the King would
say if this night's work came to his ears.

Good Godl What a4 thing to be told abroad! And
did not he, Tobias, clerk in holy orders, did not he
rely upua the Abbey not onlv for board and lodging
but for such pa'try washing as he did? No wonder
that he bustled cbout ; no surprise to us that he cried,
" Gentlemen !’ until the very walls seemed to echo
the words irovicallys And his final achievement
remained stupendous, for what must he do but go up
to 3ir Richard, and, bowing low, commit a gaucherie
for which none ever forgave him.

‘*Sir Richard Escombe,” says he, ““you are
welcome to Medmenham."'

Dicl waved him aside with a gesture of contempt,
and crying, ' D——bly welcome, it appears,” he
began to inspect the faces narrcwly, looking into each
as though it must be impressed upon a memory that
would be tenacious beyond all belief.

“ Most d—bly welcome, it appears.”

* Brother, you have been five years as a sheep that
is lost to the fold. We loaded you with gifts aud you
departed from us. Many tome and go in five years,
brother. Be sure if we hesitate to rejoice it is that we
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may know the reasons which kept you from our
midst."

So Tubias babbled on.  Supper, the .'wal, the
dance, the play—all these had given place to the
excitement of the scene  Every man knew that
Richard Escembe would meet Harborne face to face
before many seconds passed. This prelude, this delay,
but whetted their appetites. ‘They listeied to Sir
Richard as to one whu spoke the prologue of a tragedy.

" Curious as ever, reverence. And my old friends
all abomt me as of yore.”'

And then looking again searchingly into the nearest
faces, he went on:—

“Is not that Churchill, flywg with the same ot
hawks, ay, as quick on the wings as ever, I'll be bound
—and my fat friend Ci rninghame ; he's been after the
bottle ever since I can rememb-r, and, br my soul, the
bottle's before him still.

** Sir Richard Escombe," cried Cunninghame, in a
voice that might have been thunder hewrd afar :—

** Mr. Cunninghame,"’

* You—you—ijcst, Sir Richard.”

The craven in the man withdrew and his invective
took a crutch and limped away. Ailsa was the next
to be charged, but he heard it with a poor wan £mile,
as who should say, "' I'm not the man for you.”

** *T1s jesting I have been all my life,"" Dick ran on;
* like my friend Ailsa here. Faith, he ran away from
the sea captain's wife and took all the ladies’ hearts in
the baggage cart with him. My lord, I'm rejoired to
see you again., There are many who are slow upon
their legs, but in the mattzr of running —av, let ne
shake 'nands with one who would put the Oxford boys
to shame."

Ailsa turned awav with an oath. Many began to
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murmur against the licence, but none dared to speak
of it openly. When Harboine's turn came silence fell
again a1l you could hear the fall of a velvet shoe as a
great sound in the room.

* My lord,” says Escombe, not beating about the
bush but coming to it immediately, ** have ye writlen
your account of this night's wouk for the papers?"

** Sir,"" asks my lerd, ** since when did I become a
rentleman of Grub otreet? ”

Dick waved it off -vith an impatient gesture.

“There's other gentlemen among ye,” he said,
addressing the menace to the ccmpany, “'others among
ye who, [ doubt not, will be readier with their peus,
You were better ewployed upon the couplet or
villanelle, my lord, but what I would say to you and to
all hei..present is this, thatifs there's a man who
breathes a wora of this story outside these walls 1'1l
kill him, so nelo me Heaven."

He laid his sword hand upon his sword again with
a light gesture and waited unflinchingly for their
response. Cowed by him at the first, perhaps some
memory of their numbers row came to the aid of the
cravens, and from a safe place at the rear of the ringed
company a ruffian cried that a spy bad come in.
Then Dick turned upon them.: with a very rcar of
temper.

“* Spy from you, night hawks and feathered rats—
spy from you—ay, a word 1've heard before—but not
twice from the same lips, and if the man who uttered
the word—""

Tney cringed before him, f{orgettiag even o
murmur, ard now Tobias ,came forward again,
blundering as ever an- grotesque in his humiliation.

* Gentlemen, gentlemes," says he, ' 1 doubt not
that Sir Richard Escombe will give propér satisfaction
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to the club for what has passed. A man of honour, as
I am, a soldier, an Irishiaan—-"

Dick rilenced him ferociously.

“* Ye hypocrite and sorry liar, hold your tongue, I
say, What I owe I will repay, even to such as these—
men banished from every honest house, men whose
stories they tell to the dark but never to the sun. Such
claim the penalty, and I will pay it, every jot and
tittle, when you will, at dawn or dusk, in the city or
the fields. “fe shall have it at your choice, sots and
drunkards, traducers of women. Ye shall have it
when ye will; and you, my lord, you who sent me to
Jordans for this, you shall have it now."

He held up a child’s glove, »pon which my lord's
eves fell as though upon‘a thing accursed. Anger had
mastered Richard Escrmbe utterly by this t'.ne and
the chaiq of a subtler reason snarped. Knowing well
what the price of his intervention must be, under-
standing the penalty they might claim of him, he
nursed but a single purpose—to.be avenged wpon my
lord, and that swiftly. And so he gave rein to passion
and, heeding nothing but the goal of his vengear-e,
he slapped Harborne heavily upon the face and
instantly drew his sword.

A seene of indescribable confusion followed upon
the challenge. 'Women shrieked and fled from the
place; come went dancing and capering wildly to the
gardens; man elbowed man that he might be nearer
to the ring; glasses were crashed and broken, tables
overtu aed, curtains torn f=om arches. And loud above
ever: other ¢y, was that dolorous note of those wha
remembered the rule #nd demanded thrt the penalty
be paid.

As for my lord, he alzo had drawn his sword.
White and pale and looking very old in that hour, he
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understood perhaps that his life had been lived, that
the suu of his day had risen' for the last time. This
may or way not have been. Fatality does not find
willing servants even among cowards, and there had
been hours in Lord Harhorne's life when he had
proved himself no coward. We read that he faced Sir
Richard immediately, showing neither nimbleness in
excuse no~ any desirc to postpone an issue unavoid-
able. The child’s glove lay ipon the floor as his
enemy’s mascot. Hz did not dare to look at that.

' Gentlemen," he cried, very solemnly, ** vou are
the witnesses of this and will bear testimony."

They answered him with shouts, some incitinz him
40 fight, others to holl back. Tobias, the Chaplain,
his hands spread abroad like a fan, images of King
George'. dragoons dancing be: aré his maddened eyes,
could but roar :—

“Back! Back! You cannot fight! You know
the rule.”

To which Essombe answered, '* Be d—d to your
rul=s, let my lord speak of it."

‘ Gentlemen," says Lord Harborne, " please to
remember that [ am not the aggressor. Let the rlub
see to it, \Whatever may happen to nie [ claim the
penalty as the rule dictates." .

“And 1," said Sir Richard, "' will pay it before
the sun shall set again.”

He engaged aimost immediately, and for many
minutes nothing but the clash of swords could be
heard in the room, Those who were nearest to the
ring declared that my lord fought with great addiess,
but as a losing man, from the obutset. Clever as his
touch, neat and quick uis steps despite his yedrs, he
had that air of submissiorr which is the sure pre.
monition of defeat. And if he saw sympathetic
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faces all about him, comrades of the glittering hours,
companiors of the table and the road, he read also in
their eyus a confession of indifference whizh should
have been no surprise to him. Many of these he had
foaded with gifts; some he had saved from prison and
from exile. To-morrow they would seek a aew
patron, and curse the hour which put them to such
inconvenience. My lord was well aware of it. He
dnubted if be had a Jriend in all the house.

And Richard Escombe, whrt of him? Socially
ostracised for three years at this man's bidding, his

ride stinging him, tne knowledge that he had won
all and lost all in one brief hour—were these thoughts
dominant in his mind, or had lL.a opened.it to others2
God alone knows that  He knew now that Kitty
loved him. He knex that the hours of .olly and
dnubt were gone by for ever. vut vould that know-
ledge help him?

To-morrow, bejore the sun should set, he must
answer in honour to the ribald crow which now
surrounded him. He had heard Kitty's voice for the
last time, but the author of his misfortunes remairad;
an.!, seeing only the face before him, and writing
there as upon a tablet the bitter story of his griefs,
he steeled his heart against compassion, and, bringing
every faculty to his help, h cut over the leehlc guard
at last, and laid my lord a dying man upon the
crimson carpet before him. ’

L * # #* l- *

And now there acose such a babble of voices, such
oaths and cries an-l curses, as never hal been known,
and never would: be known wugain, in the story of

Medmenham: Aboey.
While some crowded about my lord, others ran out
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bawling for their horses, striking the lackeys who
delayed, and proclaiming themselves little better than
madmen. The women fell to a very orgy, drinking,
moaning, weeping, guarrelling. Lights were put
out, fiddfers sent headlong all the doors thrown open,
the very high road made ¢ pandemonium,

In the refectory itself, strong hands lifted my lord
to the couch, and the men who stood about swore by
cvery word which could compe. their hcnour that he
should not die unave 1ged.

The rule was their armament. And had nmot Sir
Richard Escombe declared himself that he would
answer with his life befure the hour of sunset?



BOOK V

IN WHICH THE UNTXPECTED HAPFENS

CHAPTEY XXXII
VY LORD JLAIMS THE PENALTY

THERFE were mer. galloping away to Lonoon during
the whole of the long night which followed upon my
lord's disaster.

Never before in the s'ory of Lie Hell Fire Club had
such a hurly-burly of re’ reat been known.,

Men in their alarm .nrgot even the names of those
who had come under their protuctior to the place.

The women, scared to desperatior, went home as
they could—some in chaises taken haphazard; some
upon the saddles of the least ccwardly of the
masqueraders; others traipsing it like very drabs,

And yet we fird that among those who were left
be“ind, the women outnumber:d the men con-
siderably.

Some of these, poor souls, had little enough to lose,
London was no eternal city for them, with its cold and
harsh streets, its black darkness and its unchanging
poverty. Here, at M2dmenham, they had discovered
green fields and a winding river and a clear blue sky
above them. They cared nothing for what might
follow alter.

So, too, some o the men were incap-ahle ef going,
Mere striplings unaccustomed to the boule, they
awoke at duwr unaware that there bad been any

trouble at all,
253
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A few, and these the oldest and the shrewdest of
the members, knew that they would be responsible
whateve- happened, and so stood by the Chaplain and
were resolved to see him through, After all, the risks
of discovery were small. "Was not Sir Richard stiil
in the house ?  And were 1 1ere not mer upon the road
determined that he should not leave.

"We niust get my lorc to his own house and then
aeal with the man afterwards,'' «1d Tobiar said, wisely.
" Whatever may h: ve been our promise, we cannat
hold by it, gentlemen. A scandai at Medmenham
might be a hanging matter, Let his lordship be
moved safely to Londou and the rest is easy, 1 will
anzwer for ic—I who nave ser n the old place through:
many troubles and will see it (' 'rough more in the days
to come."’

To which Ail.a rejo’ned that it depended upon my
lord and the physician they had summoned from
Reading. Neither he nor a.y man might deny that
Harborne's co.dition'was a perilous one. Lying there,
almost where he had fallen, upon.a bed dragged from
the Chaplain’s own room, his fave as white as the
dawn light, this dctor in many a courtly plav had
laid down his rask for ever. The rare words he spoke
werer not of regret, but of the future. It was horrible
to see the palsied hand raised to a gesture of menace,
while he cried, ** The penalty, the penalty! He shall
pay the penalty!’ for this desire of vengeance
remained supreme. ' The club must deal with Richard
Escembe."

* He will utter the words in hdll,” Churchill said,
Wwith a ghrug, ** As for the rest“ﬁ;i us, we shall be
lucky' vw=en we get him home. ‘Vhatever is to be
asked of Richard Escombe must n~t be asked this
night. Weare all agreed upon *hat, gentlemen? "
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** Most certainly agreed,” said the Chaplain. ' let
a story be made and no word of the truth will get
abroad. I count upon your discretion, gentlemen.
Lord Harborne has fallen from his horse. He was
Lrought here in the conditisn in which we .ind him.
If the truth cores out afterr ards it will be easy to deal
with it. Wha ever happen: it must not be known that
he fell hcre.””

“Which is to supj sse that Escombe will hold hi.
tengue? "' said Sir Francis.

“ He will hold his tongue when we tell him that
we abrogate the rule. ‘r'here is nothing plainer. His
silencc, our complaisance. Good God ! gentlemen we
could have this man's lie. Is Le to remczin ignoraat
of that? ™

““He will not be ignorunt of it,”’ said the poet White-
head. * There is a man who is igno-ant of nothing.
Look to yourselves in the matter, for I tell you plainly
that if Richard Es.ombe does not shoot himself in
this house, you are the luckiesi men in Europe to-
night. Will he have it said thai he refused a debt of
honour? I remird you wnat he was a member of tuis
plar= before some of us had heard of it. Do you think
that such a man will put himself into the power of any
drunkard who cares to point the finger at him? "

Here was a point of view which had not occurred to
any of them, and black were the faces when White-
head had spoken. Wow, indeed, if Sir Richard
Escombe, refusing the clemency of cowards, deter-
mined chat his own -honcur demanded assent to my
lord’sclaim? A foo ish view, says the latter-day critic.
But honour made a ioo: of many a man ,a those days,
and th.s big-hear ed Celt was no better than his
fellows when hor sur was ut stake.

" In that case, God help us," said Ailsa, dryly, * Ii
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the man is mad enough to shoot himself we are as
good as done for, I $hall believe it when I see the
pistol. Life is not so cheap that men barter ir, for any
slut's opinion."

* And S5ir Richard Escenbe must know something
of slander,” said Churchil. * What do you say,
Cunninghame? "

The fat fop had not ope ed his lips until this time.
The figure of the moribund ma- appalled him. An
awakened imagination told him that the day must
come when he would lie even as that man lay—in the
throes of death, with gossips wuispering in the corner
and men to ask themselves, '* Where do we benefit by
this?"  Truly the Jrops f sweat rolled from
Cunninghame's Lrow.

* 1 say little,” he exclaimen as’well as his parched
tongue would permit lim; "' a bottle of wine would be
more to my liking. Good God! how the sun shines;
what a crrsed light for a man at suth a time! Egad,
I could drink a bottle with any man."

The proposition was much to their liking. A
lackey, yawning in spite o all that had happened,
set a couple of bottles of wine before them and they
began to drink, the sun shining brightly through the
great ,arches—the wounded man turning restlessly or
raising himself up to repeat the cry, " The penalty,
the penalty!' In this way they greeted the day—
thus they kept vigil about the terrible bed.

And what of Dick Escombe? Men had been posted
upon all the roads to make sure be did not ride out
to tell his story before others could tell it for him.
They might well have spared heir pains. Escombe
had = more thought of quitting Midmenham than of
taking a journey to Americy. He kiew that he must
answer to these men as the ryle dictared. Let him
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refuse and they would take care that all London knew
of his refusal to-morrow.

He, Richard Escombe, a coward! He 2 man who
had fled from deathl Ironical, almost, and yet, with
a terrible tragedy of irony ~.oout it all, he ad.nitted the
position in which he had placed himself and under-
stood his daager. My ord claimed the penalty.
What answer to that sawve the answer Jolin Wilkes
had named for the salvation of the club and thLe
s=curity of those who visited it?

Let the case be not misunderstoad. Richard
Escombe was not the man to die in the heroic mood,
a gizat Hercules visiting the Shades, or a new
Achilles defying the s cial ligutniag.

He despised this pla e. Although he had been a
member of it many ye~rs ago, the occasions of his
visits were so few that he had never been accounted
one of the elect or claimed the privi'ege of the inner
coterie.

When he thrashed Harborne beciuse of Willy
Fenton's death in the club, he had blamed the dead
youth for bowing to a decree of rogues and admiting
the* they had any title to be the janissaries of other
men’s honour.

And now he stood in young Fenton's place; just as
the lad had gone forth to die by his own hand, so
must he die.

The alternative was the laughter and jeers of his
fellow men, the cry of cravens, the hand withheld and
the head averted. Ch, be sure Dick understood all this
as he walked by the river and watched the glory of the
golden East. He had played for a g.<at stake aLd
had lost. It migh: have been so different.

The dawr h~. broken by this time; the day had
come in gloriously. Al the woods about the Abbey
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warmcd the still air with their fragrant breath. The
kiver rippled and splashed against the mossy banks as
though it ~lso awakened from refreshing sleep.

Distantly, across the mead, a farm-house sent forth
honest lavourers followiny- their leisurely horses to
the harvest fields. A barte pessed aid there were
children awake and singir z in the cucdy. Greater
contrasts were not t& be'imagined; the témple of
nature and the temple of man, lhe woveh gaud ard
the unsurpassable cc'ouring of field and flower and
thicket.

Escombe looked down upon these and knew that it
would be hard to die. He remembered that Kitty
would have reacned her Fluse long since and
wondered if she were sleeping’. And here a certain
consolation came to cheer hinl His death must save
the woman he lov 2d from all the shame that Medmen-
ham Abbey might have put upon her. No man would
dare speak ill of Kitty if Richurd Escombe were dead,

It would now have been about five o'clock of the
morning. All who had determined to Ry the sinking
ship were already gone from Meumenham. Some
twenty horses in the stables, and post boys !,ing
upon the straw or bare stones told of the faithivl or
the halpless few. Such as kept their heads were
grouped about my lord, wi o had still the strength to
cry with blackeaed lips, *'The penalty! -The
penalty 1"

A weird and horrible fzure of a glittering jest. , And
to be nlayed to the bitter end, as|it would seem,,in
the finest spirit of the monks of St. Francis.



CHAPTER XXXIII

AUNT FLIZABETH GCES UPON A JOURNEY

AunT Ev1zaseTH had beer. verv busy these later days,
and the sha dow of grod Queen Anne came often upon
the scene.

Here was a fiue old woman, who believed that dead
dukes and duchesses, to say nothing of miscellaneous
roya.ly, awaited her in heaven; but that on earth her
glory was merely retr specti’ v. .\nd lc and behold
she is suddenly plun: ed into the very whirlpool of
her desires; listens famishingly to stories o1 plot and
counterplot; talks familiarly of .ny lIord and the others,
as though they had been on her visiting list since she
was a girl; and final'y determines that nothing is
lacking to King George's happiness k-t her immediate
appearance at court.

From this s»mewhat optimistic delusion itty
+leimore alone saved an amiab'e old lady.

“ My dear aunt,”” she said, some days before the
great event at Medmenham, ** all that has hanpened
is such an old, old story. . The King would never be
serious if you told him. I shall not see Lord Harborne
again ; and when you are tired of me 1 shall go back to
Warwickshire (0 marry, who knows, perhaps the
curate. Please dca't think of it any more. I am very
happy here, and I wish you to be happy.”

To all of which Aurt Elizabeth +vould ancwer
“pisn '’y a frvourite exclamation of *--2 and
expressive withal,

“A curatel God save the child's reason! Wy

258
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not ¢'d Williams the groom? Does the parson, then,
look to marry in the parlour nowadays® Strange
times, surely, we are come upon. 1'd like o see the
curate in my parish who would look twice at a
gentlemah‘s daughter. 4. pretty thing to hear, upon
my word.'

"' But, dear aunt, yov are all for the apostplic
succession.’

* The apostolic fiddlesticks. 'Those who marriec,at
all married fishwom=n. When will you learn a litde
common sense, Kitty? IHere's a’ great nobleman
wailing to make you his wife and you talk of never
seeing him again, Ah,'if I'had been your age! I'd
have made Lim elugue.t eno gh. I'd have found out
where he kept the family jew'ls. But the girls, bless
me, they're all for the nursery nowadays. No wit,
no cleverness—nnthing, as the good Queen would say,
which men like to find in them."”

“YWe are as God made us, aint, and there are

- some who do nat quarfel with the work."

“Wasting your beauty upon fledglings. What
di¢ Lord Bolingbroke say of Catherine Hill, who
used to play at thu l{mg s Theatre? ‘' She ce<. uer
roses at a bull's foot'—meaning old Sir John
Morgrave, who kept her dangling fifteen years and
then married his housekeeper. That's what you will
do with my lord if you piay your cards badly. Abh,
you should tryst ar old woman ;.you should be advised
by her. She's been the friend to the best Queen that
ever sat upon a throne. Never . word of hers thats
wasn't listened to respectfully ; never a piece of advice
that was not th ankfully received.”

il did not dispute this claim. As Aunt
Elizabeth upon the only odcasion ol Vet appearance
at St. James's had merely said ¥ Thank you, ma'am,"
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to good Queen Anne, the range of argumen. was
clearly limi*ed.

Perhaps the comedy of the whole thinpg amused
Kitty above its sordid scheming. She realized that
the old woman cared for litue but the part she herseli
might possiblv play in the affair. Twenty times had
she dissuader Elizabeth fiym riding immediately to
London und asking his lorc ship'what he meant by it.
Hear aunt’s good-natu.ed oders to proceed to Windsc.
and consult His Majesty upon so delicate an affair
were erually embarrassing and to be frustrated only
by some finesse. And then upon it all came the news
of Dick's accident; ! his disappearance from
Windsor and of the ignorance of all coacerning his
immediate whereabouts

Kitty, as we remem’er, sent a messenger to the
Castle, and by such means she learned the distressing
tidings of Sir Richard's misfortune, The succeeding
dﬂ_’fS were very hard tc live through, and only the
great courage of resignation support.d her. If she
had been impatient with her aunt before, the daily
talk of my lord, thz Queen and the court—that meudley
o1 2ost, present and future—now became intolerable
to her. Many a scheme her clever head devised for
ascertainirg the truth about Dick, and one of these
sertainly she would have pursued but for an unex-
pected development—to wit, the departure of her aunt
in the great family coach, upon an errand Kitty could
but guess at, and with a courage which remained

-stupendous

Kitty, coming down late after a restless night, heard
the news from one of the younger mai. 5, little Sarch,
who wold it with many gasps and much ro- o5
reiteration of oh-ious facts,

“ This very mornirg, miss—I do speak truth—iu
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the {reat yellow coach as hasn't been used this ever
so long. Oh, I don’t know nothing about it, but
Williams says it be to Windsor to see the great folks
what missus used to know when she was a girl like
me. They're to be awar a week or more, and, who
knows, perhaps missus will come back with a crownet.
That's what Williams says, and he's a man as is to:be
believed, though he.has been lelt behind, and don’t
7ou take on unkindly, Mu.s Kitty, for we'll look after
you, every one of uéi(anci if there be any friend yod'd
like to coine and sed you, nothing will be said when
Mistress come bacl, as I'm a true Christian.'

Kitty thanked her but m:de no comment. The >ld
lady's departure ceen.~d to h:r a comedy ironical, but
not the only one these swift \reeks had provoked. She
could imagine the silver-haired grand dame rolling on
toward Windsor, thance to London perhaps; could
see her curtseying here and curtseying there, bowing
to the very pages in her desire to win lofty favours,
And what world she do when she came to 5t. James's?
For Kitty did'not know that her father was in London
arsl that Elizabeth intendid, after she had seen the
King, to meet him there; not only to give him a rézce
of her mind, but if possible to raise an eloquent voice
in the presence of Lord Harborne himself.

“ The child shall marry my lord,” she had said.
“I"ll hunt him out of london if he dares to refuse
me; ['ll go with it to the King. Abh, if the Duke had
been alive! Ilost a friend indeed whenhe died. But
that's no reason why ity sbould not marry his
lordéhip. Let the dead look after the dead. I'll foto
St. James's * »morrow, and taen we'll hear what the
. has to say. ODeny me! Pish!"” said Aunt
Elizabeth.

So she set off on the morning of ¢hertenth day after
Richard Escombe’s accident. Risipg very early and
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having arranged the matter with her servant, she
spared Kitty the formality of au adieu, believing, it
may be, that Frederick, Viscount Harborne, would
return in tne coach with her and that the ArchLishop’s
blessing in violet ink would burn the lining of his
pocket.

Things fell ~ut oddiy enough in the hours which
succeeded Aurt Elizabeth's departure.

In the first olace, Kitty s enta dull and uneventful
morning amidst her roses, asking herself a hundred
perplexing questions and being uaable to auswer any
of them to her satisfaction. Chiefly, it need hardly
be said. the debate conccrned Sir Richard and his
misiortune,

Kitty had wished to believe that th2 accident over-
took Dick when he was riding to her house, Lut she
had been unable to gather a tittle of evidence that this
was the case, and, of course, there was that little
voice of jealousy ir her ear to say that Dick might
have been riding to someone clse’s house. Had it
not been so, she would have heard somc news of him
by this time. The world about her was so sme'l,
evi=vone knew so much and so little of his neighbour's
business, that she might well think sccrecy impossible.
And this hardened her heart again. She began to feel
toward her lover as she had felt at Brighton.

“If I were anything to hir* he would have sent the
news somehow,” she would say; " nothing but kind-
ness toward him made me believe that nhe had been
coming® here,  Of ;source, .= was on his way to
Loncon. He may haw: met the woman Honor
Marwood there, and tLe+ accident be ¢'1 a tale for
willing pars. 1'll believe nothing until 1 know it. F
was ever foolish to have lictened to it at ali.”

So it ran on, in Jhe finest spirit of one who has been
listening to the evil toigue of Madam Mar-All. Kitty



SIR RICHARD ESCOMBE 263

did mt believe a word of her own story, but tl'ungs
.had now come to such.a pasa that she repeated it quite
cheerfully and almost enjoyed a sense of rnartyrdom,
imaginirg herself to be a very Ariadne, slain by
Theseus, in pursuit of a dancing girl or a pink-cheeked
beauty among the maids at 5t. James’s,

This endured during the whcle day wllowing uppn
her aunt’s departure. _ She did not stir frym her garden
gven at meal times,” Wi en the vicar gf the parish
called upon her in his vest coat and bands che
scandalised him by her flippancy and routed him
finally with some verses of an Irish song Dick had
taught her down in Westmareland.

Al eight o'clock she said .hat she would go to led
and dream of her wrongs. It would be good to lié
and sob.in the moonlight witu the pale beams making
jewels of her te.rs; but she fiogged the roses soundly
before she v.ent, and 'a quite unprejudiced bbserver
would have said that temper and not sorrow now
governed her mind. In whicn mood, ata quarter past
eight precisely, just when she had flung her bodice
uppn the bed and loosened great:masses of hair from
her pretty head, what must happen but that the girl
Sarah came H}rmg to her room and upon her ieels
the faithful ~Williams, anxious to witness the
declaration of such astonishing tidings.

* Miss Kitty, Miss itty; oh, please to open the
door. Mother Clegg is nere and she has news, Miss
Kinty—"'

Kitty coiled up her hair agpin and opened the
door slowly. She was still llushed ard angry.and
guite unmnved by so dramatic a summons.

“Well, 3arai, and what is it7 ™

* wh, Miss Kitty, oh, what 1 have heard-—""

“ Has anything happened to my,auic? "
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" Oh, worse than that, Miss; Sir Richard Escombe
—oh, Miss—he's living with Mother Clegg at the.
cottage anc so dreadful ill they're all a fearin’ he'll go
to heaver. this wight.”

Kitty made a great effort; she pretended to be quite
unmoved.

“ And why has Moather Clegg sent you to me,
Sarah?*

" Because, Miss, Sir Rirnard s asking for you in
hir sleep so as you can hesr him down the lane. Oh,
please do listen to what Anne Cleg g has tosey. You'd
never {crgive yourself if you didn't, Miss.”

We know the sequel w:ll. Kitty commanded the
fai hfu, Williams to get . coach from the Crown Inn
at Marlow, while she sent the obsequious and curt-
seying Anne back to her cottage headlong th-t Dick
might not lack her ministrations.

The woman, quite unawar. thai she had been
directed to Elizabeth Dulcimore's house for a purpose
and that the man who advised her to let ity
Dulcimore know, was the ruffian Musgrove himself—
went uncomplaining'y; and when the best part of an
hour had passed, Kitty hersell set out in a crazy
carriage ; Williams riding by the driver’s side and one
of the gardeners in the dickey behind.

But the man who drove the coach had five of
Musgrove's guineas already,in his pocket; and when
he conducted the party into & convenient ditch, not a
hundred yards from the gate of Medmenham Abbey,
he believed that his money I~ been well earned.

Oddly enough it was almost at this hour that Aunt
Elizabeth, having been most rudelv tscated at
Windsor, and determining o choose a petter oppor-
tunity tor visiting London, had turned her horses’
heads again toward Marlow, and come home a sadder
but by no means a wiser woman.



CHAPTER XXXIV

KITTY RETURNS TO "MARLOW

I orp REPTOYN, at Sir Rich, «d's request, Carried Kitty
from the Club at Medmenlam, nor did he leave hér
until she stood withia the poreh of Aunt Elizabeth’s
house at Marlow.

A phlegmatic man, he h:d exchanged few words
with her during that Lrief journey. When she asked
him, in a low sweet voice, if he thought that there
would by a meeting between my. lord and Sir Richard,
he answered very bluntly that he did not, know;
“but,” said he, *' God help the old man if they
fight.”” At which Kitty trembled anew, for she knew
the rule, and had she.not been compelled to overheat
that which passzd between Musgrove and Whitwould ?

1 pray God not,”" she uxclaimed, very earnestly,
““ they would claim his life, Marquis. You know what
men they arei you cannot keep it from me."’

Repton shook his head wisely.

*““Fhat would do them little good,'" he said, shortly.
** George would be very angry if he heard of it. Take
my advice, young lady; i1 the shoe pinches, remember
George. [\ pretty bootmaker—good fit every time.”

Kitty, to her misfortr.., scarcaly heard him Her
deduciions were wiser than his and were cumulative,
The rule. *Yew instantly itshad been obeyed! She
s~membered every word of it, ** as drawn up by our
wise broth>r John Wilkes.for the salvagtion of this
community.””  Would thtse mennépare Richard

165
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Escombe? And had not he drawn the sword {ur her
sake?

She percerved, instantly what an advantage Harborne
would pussess, for she could not contemrplate my
lnrd's de: th; nor had it ertered into her reckoning.
He would claim the pledge from her Dick. Mad and
frightful as the words of that tragic jest were, she
accepted every one of them for the law in that home
of infamy. Jick must ar wer, and for her he must
sacrifice his honour or his life.

Shall we wonder, then, that sh: e turned In silence ?
When tne carriage enteced the little drive before Aunt
Elizabeth's door, she [ :rceived the house to be
hri/liantly lighted, and wondered if the sociable Sarah
had been entertaining the neighbourhood in her
absence, She made no mention of it, however, and
took leave of Repton with some composure.

“* Y¥ou will return to Medmennam ¢ '' shie asked him.

He said that there was no necessity, but possibly
he would do so.

‘“ Leave it to the common sense of the place," said
he, "' there won't be any-mischief; they don’t want
mischief, If Sir Ikichard listens (o me, I'll have him
at Windsor before the guard is changed in the
morning. Just go in and sleep soundly, and don't
think any more about it. That’s the wisest thing ta
ao."”

She admitted it, and left hem with just a warm word
of thanks. The arrivai of the coach had set the hounds
baying and Iitty was still  her aunt's porch when
the great door was flung open somewhat viol:ntly,
and the silver-haired cld dame herself si-od, like an
accusing figure of wrath, plaia to oe seen in ths
aureole of the lamp.

* Mistress Du'cimore, what does this mean ? "
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*That I have come home, aunt—so tired, so tired.”

Aunt Elizabeth shaced thé candle from the wind,
and examined the truant's face narrowl-.

“1 herrd a man’s voice., Who was with you,
child? "

"“The Marquis of Repton, aunt.”

‘' Ah, and is that the man who'takes you from your
home, at this hour of the night? "

" He is the man, aupnt, an i [ am the woizan. Please
do not keep me on the step. I am perishing wilh
cold." i

““God save us all. Did ar honest woman ever hear
such g story before? The M .rquis of Repton—and 1
have been running to Z ondon after another. Kitty,
Kitty, my child, are you mad? "'

*Not mad, aunt, but very .cold and hungry. 1
have been to the Hell Fire Club.”

She said it without a thought, just as she might
have told the old lady that she had hcen to London to
visit the Marylebone Gardens, or over to Windsor te.
sup with the Iling. As for Aunt Elizabeth, she
starcd fora few moments as Jhouglt she were listening
to the babblings of.a maniac. A less clever woma [
would have slammed the door in Kitty's face, and so
given the signal for a new chapter of events upon the
high road ; but Aunt Elizabeth's brains were above the
common, and the very impudence of the words Kitty
spoke called her back to reason.

Asin a flash, this old lady perceived that some villain
had entrapped her nier~ dnd carried her to tle un-
nameable club. All her anger vanished in an instant,
Shutting the *r or quietly, she téok Kitty's cold hand
i her owWn, and led ‘her toward the parlour, No
word was 5t.nko.n' no furthzr question Jput for many
minutes—just a woman'’s S}'mipaﬂw J:tpressed, and
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that so cleverly and with such sincerity that all Eitty's
valour melted in a moment, and she lay sobbing ir
Elizabeth's ar. 15 as though her heart would break.

** Aunt, dear aunt, they have put me to suc’ shame!
And his ife is in danger, :unt. 'What shall I do to
save him? My Dick, whom I have loved all my lifel
Ch, tell me, tell me, what shall I do to save him? "

God lialp ‘wunt Elizabeth, we say, when che listened
to this story. Why the e hac been no mention cf
Dick Escombe since Kitty had come to Marlow; not a
word hreathed alout him; not a secret told. And he
was the third, remember. for had not the silver-haired
o.d la“v already poppec Repton and Willoughhy in
‘the scales, and weighed their chauces critically ?

“To save him, child—your Dick—but who, in
God's name, is he, I{it.y, and how did he come to be
there? ™'

“ He came to the Club because he knew they had
taken me there—I caunot tell you, dear aunt—I
remember so little. Oh, I am so coud and hungry,
and Dick is there, and lhl‘}r will kill him if he remains
—and, aunt, I caunot help him, I cannot, [ cannot.”

And so she sobbed on, and so, at every word, Aunt
Elizabeth hugged her closer, and there, in the dawn
light, these two women comforted each other as only
women can in the hours of their distress.

True, it was something o a shock to Elizabeth that
Kitty should speak o1 hunger, anu, by implication, of
baked meats, amid such.a  -=nody; but the old lady
wisely put this down to the child’s hystericel con-
dition ; and no sooner did she unders:ir2 thut Kitty
had nnt taken bite or sup since iea-time yesterday than
she roused the maids witk resonant voics, caused the
fires to be lighied, despite the month, and general'y
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prescribed that vigorous treatment by which fatigue
und cold are to be successfully resisted.

All this. permitted a good hour to yass, The sun
rose before Kitty had drunk her pjsset and eaten
sparingly of the food which Elizabeth presled upor,
her with kindly insistence. There was no thought of
bed, however. It was the top of the tlorning when,
hand in hand upon the sofa, the two excjanged those
sevift questionings end responses whica meanc so
much to both of ther.

* They took you to-the Club, Kitty ? "

“"Lord Harborne, 1 am sure. He sent a man I
had seen at Brighton. [ shuuld have recognisad him
earlier. Hc has been watching the house for so/no
days, aunt,"

““The villain—if 1 had se.n him. Is it Richard
Escombe, the rebel, you speak of 7" ;

““No rebel, aunt. The King knows that. He is
now at Windsor, and will ke mace Governor of the
Castle, they say. I heard that he had met with ad
accjdent, and that he wished me {o come to him. It
was half a truth—and 1 went, Thken they drove the
coach into the ditcli—and you know what happe. ed.”

“Will ye tell me about the place, child? Queer
stori¢s are told ; ye have seen strange thinge there? ™'

Kitty answered her as best she could. Her
memories were all of lights, and laughter, and wine;
of savage men, masked and unmasked; of drunken
voices and hollow-eyed womer, She spoke more
particularly of the scene between the ol fop Whit-
would and the man Musgrove She tried to tell her
aunt particulariy of that and of the rule by which men
take their own lives in the name of women,

* The wickedness of it. And the wprgi'n not caring
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a penny-piec® whether the pair of them are alive or
dead. Go o, child.”

'"* There wa: a great quarrel over a drcadful woman,
and then a per: on they called the chaplain ii.tervened.
He reaa the rule, and all laughed at it. I saw the
woman gu out with Mr. Musgrove, and that was the
ead of it."’

** There -vould be many of the quality there,
Kitty ? '

“1 recognised Lord Ailsa and, I think, Lord
Churchill. They have both enjoyed 11y father's
hospitality, and yet thoey, sermitted the others to insult
me. Oh, if I were a n.an, aunt—oh, if 1 could go
beck to them now—""

Aunt Elizak~th shook her head. She could permit
no treason to be spoker against the qualities.

“ They planned no hurt to you, Katty, Great men
niust have their humours. [ doubt not they meant to
send you home, and that things went further than any
nne imagined, Was Sir Richard in the Club when
you came in? "’

Kitty shook her head. She related the circum-
ttance, often interrupted—and, now speaking with a
new excitement, she confessed her fears for Dick’s
safety.

‘““He has broken the rule, aunt, and they will
demard his life. Oh, don't you see how many
enemies he has among them'? He did it for my sake—
can I do nothing for nim? "’

“Ha'll never be such . fool as to kill himself,
Wlat! For a multitude of tipsy fellows who are not
fit to lace his shoes! If your Sir Ri.haid Escombe
is the man [ take him to be, he'us be hulf-way to
Windsor by this time."

““But you dez’t know Dick, aunt—you don't kn~v
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what an Irishman is when'they put him an his honour.
Of course, Sir Richard is nbt wholly In Irishman—
but he’s more that than anything els,, aild some of
them wi'l remember it. That's why I am s0 afraid
for him. He is there for my sake, and can do
nothing, nothing. They will claim the pa.‘:alt}r, and
he will pay it. Has not his whole lift been just like
that? So.quick to take offence, so prcyd—and now
this, for my sake, because he knew 1 was n danger."

The reflection was insvpportable to little Kitty.
She repeated it a hundred t.mes.

Dick would obey the 11le, and would destroy
himgelf.

None of Aunt Elizieth’s cold logic coula prevail
against her warn. conviction. She depicted her |
alone among the rufians of. Medmenham, proud,
defiant, heedless of all else but his hnnﬂur. She
imagined the advantage of my lord so une:tptcte&l}r
enjoyed.. The wild scene of carousal and orgy she
had just quitted would be fitly capped by this wanton
sacrifice of a brave man’s life, And she herself could
do nothing. She must s.t here, with the glorious
sunshine creeping into the cld room, and say that tle
day had no me=aning {or her, the dawn no voice.

And was Elizabeth Dulcimore no more fertile in
1dea?’ Not for the moment, certainly, She had still
many questions to put—of my lord’s appearcace, of
his words, and manners, and gestures; questions
concerning that scamp Ailsa, and the fat fop
Cunninghame, and th~ geatle scoundrel Churchill.
Wheu these were answered, she bethought her of
another

* Did you say that'the Marquis brought yoy home,
—ah, a prcper man, His father was somebody, as
‘e good Queen told me. T rememier.that my Lord
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Bolingbroke : nd I had many a word about him. Did
he say nothin; * of your being at the Abbey? "’

“1 rememb. r too little of it, aunt. He spoke of
the King—""

“Of te King? Ah, svzh a man would speak of
the King."

“"And of a shoe which pinched at Medmenham

because of the King. Do you think, aunt, il we
rode to Windsor——""
! She paused, half afrail of her own idea. The
King! Would he perm t suc. an infay as this?
Woula he refuse her av lience—the King who had
spoken so gently to her at Northumberland House,
an, b-fore that, at the Palace?

Oh, why ha she not thought of it before? Why
had she lost these p-ecious hours? Dick might
already. have bowed to this vind’ztive and terrible jest.
Sne could have cried the story of her penitence to
the very heavens.

“ Yes, yes,”’ she exclaimed, rising suddenly, and
almost dragging Elizabeth with her, ** we will go to
the King, aunt—now, this minute—to Windsor, to
tie Mastle. 'We will tell him what is happening at
Medmenham—we will ask him if he wishes this to be.
For 'Dick’s sake, dear aunt, for Dick's sake, we will
po this instant."

““ But, child, they tell me—that is to say, a rude
fellow at the inn would have it, that the King is at
Hampton Court.”

“'1 care not, aunt; if he be-~* the world's end. Am
I to sit here idle when Dick’s life is in danger¥ And
yuu-—uh, but you will uot, aunt, you dure not, pecarse
you are a brave woman—because you love a brave
man. We will go togciher—now, this instant—for
Dick's sake—4c ‘the King!™
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And what could old Elizabeth answer? Was
there not a 'magnetm attraction in tle very words,
‘“the King " True, she had beca bundled
unceremoniou ily from Windsor not t venty-‘our hours
ago—but this child of hers, this clever ittle girl,
would men refise her audience? As in a splendid
vision, Elizabeth saw herseli curiseying in a great
room with a throne at the farther end of it. Courtjers
in cloth of gold were all about her; men did her
homage wherever she turned—tne King raised her vp,
and addressed gentle words to her, Atlast the ambition
of these later years should , e mealised. She would go
to the King—and Kitty should utter an open sesame.

Very early in the morning these two brave women
set out. The tragic yellow coach caiuea thep—
Willia.as tode, as ever, upon the imperial seat, a
promoted gardcaer in the dickey.

And they were going o see the King—tnat they
might bring him to Richard Escombe's aid—if aid
were still possible under such sorry circumstances.

Be sure that Kitty did not hide this from herself.
Dick, she said, would act upor any mad impulse
should honour seem to demand obedience. Fe
would never live that others might call himr craven—
and she knew what clemency he had to expect.from
thost who welcomed her to Medmenham,



CHAPTEL XXXV

AUDIENCE

IT was nine o'clock of the morning when the crazy
oid coach entered the nz-row streets of Eton, some
ten minutes later when it olled up to the Joor of the
White Hart Inn, and a very small landlord with a
very larme head helped the lzdies to alight.

e, .~ answer to their ear~est entreaties, at once
decided a subject pregnant of depate during the
journey.

,The King was at Windsor. His Majesty had
ridden in from Hampton Court last night; “‘and 1
do not doubt, ladies,” the landlord said, with a twinkle
in his self-indulgent eyes, ' I do not coubt that he is
waiting for you both at this moment."’

Aunt Elizabeth took this compliment very kindly.
The journey had extorted some embarrassing con-
fessions from that vigorous old lady, and she was
glad that they should be forgotten.

“It would have been so difierent had the good
Queen been alive,” she said, *'just a word to an
equerry, and the thi.g is done. But there Germans
are odd folk, Kitty. His Majesty may never have
heard my name. It is not impossible. WLo
recollects Bolingbroke nowadays? Who =iz of the
old Duke? I may go to Windror ¢35 a very stranger,
But they’ll listen when T get there, be sure of that;
they'll listen when [ talk to them.”

T+
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“My demr aunt," said Kitty; *' ma‘;L it be as you
say. The King lives mucn in publiij, but for that
reason few sprak privately to him. Should we meet
a friend-at W ndsor, it will be less lifficu’. But I
remember nont who wou'd help us—and our need iz
s0 great; God | nows how great it is.””

** All the more reason that we should go straightito
the King.ourselves. Let me see the segtry who
would keep me out. Oh, I'll talk t¢ him, loud
enough, be sure of, it. 1'll make him mind Lis
manners, -And then, Kitt , you see, we shall not be
expected to stay at the inn asuy longer. Rooms will
be prepared for us. It was always so in the good
Queen's day. A mors hospitable woman nev  lived,
as I know well—so kindly, so graciovs, that none of
her friends forget her even t-day."

It was all harmless enough, but it tried Kitty's
patience soreiy. tven here at Windsor she saw litle
of the scene about her, scarcely lifted her eyes as
they passed through the village to look at the old
red-brick buildings of Eton, remembered nothing of
the boats upon the river when tioey crossed the old
stone bridge, and read, in the Castle's massive wall,,
little beyond 2 dungmn story which ran so well with
her own gloomy thoughts.

Dick needed all her wits, and yet she could give
of them but sparingly. Her recollection naried no
friend in Windsor who would be likely to help her.
She did not believe that she knew one human being
in all the town, and her joy and satisfaction are to be
imag.ied when, almost as she entered 'the ini, a’
breathiess figure hailed her boisterously, and she
turned, to' find herseli’ face to face with no other than
Ensign Wi'loughby, who= she had aIways called’
¢rnsin, and would so call unti\ the end pf her days.
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“0Oh, Couw:in Willoughty, Cousin Nilloughby,
is it indeed yo 1?7 "

“If it isa't, ' said Willoughby, * I Il be hanged
if I kno~ who it is. Saw you as y,u passed the
chapel at Eton, and ran all the way. What a devil
of a coacl., I{m}r They'll make verses to it here.
And so you're'in Windsor to see the lions. By gad,
you made me run, though. I thought 1 was winning
a cup.”

He pressed his hand to.his heart, gasping still for
breath. The undress uniirin of dragoons suited his
young iigure admirably. Indeed, Elizabeth thought
him a wvery pretty boy, and she asked Kitty to
introch. “e-her.

* But dha you say Lord Wiilloughhy, Kity? "

“MNo, aunt, but Le'll be that some day. This is
Mr. Willoughby, of the Dragoons.”

““Ah, the young man you ran away with from
Brighton. Let me look at him, Kitty.”

Ensign Willoughby, needless 1o say. blushed to the
roots of his flaxen hair. Never had a poor devil
served a sorrier apprenti_eship to the amorous arts
vian he, Creditea with Kitty's favour, debited with
the conunuous chafl of his friends, here he was
quizzed by this silver-haired old lady, just as though
he and Kitty were about to go honeymooning together
and a bishop had blessed them. Willoughby hated
Aunt Elizabeth, He wished she had n.ver been born.

** Everybody will luok at us if we stand in the door-
way,'s he said, to wrn the subject. ‘'l suppose
you're staying here some time, Miss Kitty, ¢; 5 it
only a flying visit? "'

“ We have come to see the King,'" rejoired Kitty,
eagerly. ‘"We must cee him at once, Cousin
Willoughby."
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The boy vhistled Fxp'mﬂsivély, mciing away as
he did so to the great parlour upon the! left-hand side
of the dorrwa 1.

 You’re no. modest, I must say, Miss Ki y. Does
the Chamberla.n know about it? "

“*Nobody kiows. We have come w0 tell His
Majesty something he should hear now, this instaat,
Cousin Willoughby You will help 1s. We are
quite lost here, but every one:knows you, and you
will tell us what to do. '

“T wish I could, Mis: Kitty. You undprstand,
this is no easy thing. Louws of people see the King,
but it's another matter altogether to spea™ to him,
And I must know wrat it's all about. Throy I ask
me that before they give me any answer at all.”

“ Say that Elizabeth Dulclinore desires to see His
Majesty uprn an afiair of some importance,'; the old
lady intervened. ** Odd if she must come to Windsor,
and another speak to the King o. her behalf.”

** Say, rather, that two ladies would speak to His
Majesty about the Club at Medmenham," Kitty
corrected.

At this Ensign Willoughby opened his ey.> wide
enough. .

“The Club at Medmenham! What can ladies
know about that? "

“I was there last night as my Lord Harborne's
guest,"" said. iittv, quigtly. ** The King must know
what happened. He would never forgive me if 1 kept
t from him."

W were at Medmenhaﬂ'h K;ﬂ}" ? You? o

I was at Medmenha.n Abbey, cousin, and I have
come to tell the King what happened there. ‘He wil]
thank me for coming. He would wisk you to be my
ambassador. Please go to h m at once; in my name—
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and my aunt':," she added, quickly, o»serving the
frown gatherir.g upon Elizabeth’s brow.

Cousin Willoughby heard her patie itly. but with
acertain adness which lately coloured all that he did.

He was no fool, and he understoor perfectly well
that Sir Kichard Escombe was miied up in this
affuir., Had nut the genial Captain been ten days
absant from Windsor—with Ki'ty, as the boy now
argued ; and-the excur=ion had ended in some tragedy.
Curiosity would bhave asked twenty questions con-
cerning it all, but: Kitty’s nann.r became imperious.
He was too amazed to reflect at the moment upon all
that her wisit to the Abbey Implied. He could but
blupd= ‘nto a commonplace, and one which provoked
her:almost to ang.r.

* But the King will mant to know, Kitty—""

“ And I will tell him, Cousir Willoughby. Oh,
of your old friendship for me, do not delay. Are you
less my friend becarse of -what has happened? 1 will
believe it when you tell me so. And is rot Sir Richard
Escombe a comrade of yours? Do soldiers refuse to
belp each other when they are in danger? Cousin
Willor zhby, you will go now, straight to the King.
Whatever happens, you will go to the Lling.”

Her marner was very earnest. She had never made
a prettier figure—that of a beautiful woman pleading
for the snan she loved ; of a friend speaiing to a friend
who would understand ler. As for Ensign
Willoughby, he went off like a shot, and when a long,
dreary half-hour had passed, he returned with a
Chainberlain's wisdom upon his tongue, and some
little hope, of which he made the most.

“ I hrve seen Lord Suffolk," said he, * and he has
promised that the King .La!l know. You are both to
go into the park:und w. it in the Broad Walk the...
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iTis Majest:: will pass about ien o'clbck, and then
Lord Suffolk. will speak to'him. Bit you mustn't
expect too much, Kitty. The King hears this kind of
story every day—and you remember what %2 said to
Sir Robert—" onfidence.is a plant ot slow growth in
an aged bosom.” I shouldn't wonder if hrilaughed at
us all."

" But at least he will hear ws," said Kitpy, trinm-
phantly; ** and when he has heard us, i) will be time
to speak of some one else, You are a friend, indczd,
cousin. 5ir Richarc. will 1ever forget what you have
done for him."

Ensign Willoughby made but a poor reply to this.
He does not appeur to bave been moved by the promise
of Richard Escombe's gratitude, .nge, we imagjine,
woula he have cared a Kiny, George farthing if the
Barbnet had been Inft wholly out of the reckoning.

Aunt Elizabeth, upon the other hand, seemec to
think that the millennium had come. Was she not
about to speal to the King? Robes of cloth of gold
would have sat lightly upon her shoulders on such a
day. She did not rest one iustant until they bad
guitted the inn and were out in the Broad Walk—{ull
half-an-hour. before their time—waiting for His
Majesty to pass. The intervening momepts were so
many triumphant instants of expectation for Elizabeth
Dulcimore. -She detected nobility in the very
gardeners. A passing lackey had the air of a prince:
of the bluod.

It was exactly a nuartes to eleven when the King
rode ‘out from the castle. Lord Suffolk 'cantered aftér
him lazily until he espied thé ladies and remembered
his prorhise ; whule (he equerries, following at a discreet
distance, vere not a little.rmazed to see His Majesty
=adding and whispering and) then reiging in to speak



280 SIR RICHARD ESCOMEE

to T pair of ap rarently humbie women uj on the side-
walk.

In truth, all who have written of this'circumstance
bear witn “3s to the unexpected nature o, it., Perhaps
Ceorge had been told that Ki‘ty was pr tty—this is no
place to sp.ak of his morals—but, hr wever it might
have been, he certainly came to a halt and examined
Elizabeth and Kitty very narrowl. Then he spoke to
Lord Suffolk, and with no encouragement in his tone.

*"The young one I have seen before,” he said.
“Who,is the other? "

Lord Sufiolk answered it evasively.

“1 understand rthey have cume from Medmenham
AbLey, as I reminded Your Mujesty.”

The King corticued the conversation in German.
He cut a fine enough figjure on horseback, and his
somewhat angular features, the great bob wig and a
soluier’s carriage, belied the common account of him.
Nothing, however, ould “ave made an Englishman
ol him,

** Are these the kind of women who go ‘o the monks'
house? I am very much surprised. Why do they
corie he-2?  Am I to be troubled b them? ™'

He put 1t somewhat petulantly. There can be no
doubt whatever that he would have ridden on imme-
diately, but for Kitty's boldness.  She, fearing the
worst, upproached the King regarul:ss of any
etiquette, and, going up almos. to his sacdle bow, she
said—

“ You: Majesty, Sir Ricliard Fscombe is in danger
at Médmenham Abbey. He has forfeited his life by
the rules of the club. If you do not help us, I have no
friend. Oh, sir, hear me, as you have promised to
hear any who brought you utws of that drewdful place.
Send those whe will save. Sir Richard.”
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She was ¢loquent gnough by this idime, and her
eloquence might have done her a mischief, but for my
lord Suffclk, who pushed his horse forward. and so
placed himself between Kitty and th King. As for
His Gracious Majesty, he did not appear to have heard
a single word of it, but he remarked, nevertheless, to
my lord, ““A very pretty woman; a very, very pretty
woman," and instan.ly f.our:hlng his herse’ with his
spur, he rode straight on down .he magnihcent Broad
Walk in the direction of Ascot.

And who shall write of I{itty’s thbughts as the two
poor women returned dolefully to the inn, and the boy
Willnughby asked himself what, in Gud’s .ame. he
should do tc help therr.



CHAPTER XXXVI

HONOR ADVITES

Iz was nine o'clock of the morning at Medmenham
Abbey, and men observed some little abatement of the
excitement which had prevailed during the stirring
night.

rus one thing, a mealy-moutled svergeon from
Reading gave =m, lord some little hope of his life.

“* 1 will not say," hc .emarked, with a fine Hourish,
““that the spes wilae is conside.able; nevertheless, I
have known worse cases to live, gentlemen. DBe
assured that what " canr ot do for his lordskip will be
4one by no other. The night will tell us—nox niger,
ag the poet has it. You will find me here at three
7'clock. Meanwhile, T am your devoted hunible
sorvarn..' Upon which he swallowed a good pint of
wine at a draught, and bowed an adieu to the assem-
bled tomgany.

+There were few now in the room with my lord, and
such ds remained faithful went in and cut frequently;
some to the buttery, others ‘o watch tee lonely figure
of Richard Escombe, who still kept vigil by the water-
side. If they made little of thzir observations, they
could at least console themselves with the retlection
that the fellow was still alive and caged, and their o.wn
safety 'no longer in jeopardy.

Had not Tuhias, the chiplain, alread; spoken of a
new trick, by which nnt ;131:[:—,! would they shame the
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man for life, hut also shield themselves jrom any pos-
'sible consequences? Here was a triumph of social
jurisprudence which sent them merrily to kitchien and
buttery. What fools they had been,to be.eve that
Richard Escombe would &ill himself |

A morning of odd contrasts. surely—iv' the great
room my lord still babbling of his rights and privi-
leges, stili muttering those ominous words, * the
penalty ”'; in the buttery, little Ruth We.lington and
Betty Harmer and Honor Marwood, with Churchill,
Ailsa, Cunninghame, and Whitehead all fled from the
refectory and welcoming the interlude. So merry were
the girls that one of them hummed a catch while she
took her Lreakfast.

Wil it be across the sea,

Ina land of milk and haney ?

Or grill you vome i0 London town
To spend the golden money ?

Go noith, my lads; go south  my lads,
Or any way you fancy ;

This is the toast I'lE drink to-night—
A health to prett, Mancy |

With a d-tol-de-lal.”

They hummed it sotto voce, all joining in the chorus,
and presently Lord Ailsa, lifting'a commpn brown
jug which he had filled with claret, toasted Honor
Marwood in felicitous terms.

“To the incomparakle, the unvanquished, the
adorable Honor—mistress of ouy fortunes, master of
our destinies—her ladvship'*'

‘They drank it in solemn silence, during which little
Rath took the qpportunity td remark that Honor was
not her latlyship yet, ‘while Betty Harmer indulged in
mock sympahies not a little provoking.

“ Poor thing," said she, indicating her friend, with
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a pathetic look, *‘ how rhe must have sufiered last
night—all her hopes hanging on the end of a skewer.
Honor, iear, I want to go to London in his lordship’s
coach—wun't ycu answer me, Honor dear? Ah, she
thinks he’s going to marry her—what's left of him1 "

** His loidship is under repair,” emarked the fat
fop Cunninghame, who had deposited his wig on the
latch of the window, and geneially made himself at
home in the buttery- ‘* under repair like the King's
snip, the new Lord Harry. When he comes out of
dock ovr dear friend will hoist her flag aboard—and
then there'll be the Lord Harry to pay."

Honror; un her part, seemed in no mood to exchange
wit with them. Had not Harb.'rne sternly commanded
her {u leave Medrmriham without an instant's loss of
time ?

“ I must leave you all,"" she said, a little sadly; ** his
lordship will have it so. There's no coach for me,
except one with ricketty wheels. Heigho! I'm for the
theatre and the red shoes again, and vory well you all
know it."

“ But you'll driak a glass for luck before you go,
honor? "'

“ Let her depart in peace, gentlemen,’ said the
Chaplain, pompously—he had just come in frora the
great room—''let her depart in peace. It's nine
o'clock of the morning, and the sun shining brightly.”

“* Ah, ves,” cried Cunninghame. *‘ and a damnably
annoying old sun, too. Take it away, Tobias—take
it away."

“ Mr. Cunninghamr prefers the d-rk," said little
Ruth, archly. Cunninghaiie did no. deny that.

" You lost five kisses to me last night,” cried he;
““don’t you think it's about time you paid them,
Ruth? "
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**Indeed, and I do,"" cays sha; '* pluase shut your
eyes, Mr. Cunninghame.”

He obeyed her childishly, pouting his lips ar though
they were about to be pressed upon red rsses; but
little Rudh, lifting a coffee-pot whicu a servant ha-
just placed upon the table, poured some ofithe steam-
ing liquid over nis forehead, and prevoked an oath
which the bargemen 2n the river might have envied.

“You little devil!"" he roared.

" Don't call me that," says Ruth, sweetly; " am 1
not a reformed chavacter since I'knew wyou; Mr.
Cunninghame P—and, oh, dear, lock at your poor
nose I T

A roar of inerriment ¢reeted the fop's appearance—
:* was the first honest laughter hes. ¢ iu that place since
my lord had fallen.

** Come, crme,’” plezded Tobias; * this is niost un-
seemly, most de;ogatory to my -::fﬁce. Is not Mistress
Marwood aware that she is to go to 'London and await
his lordship there? '

‘* She's been waiting for him there for the last five
years,”" said Churchill, pleasantly, while little Ruth
added the opinion tnat Honor's desire to go (0 church
was undoubtedly evidence of the reform of which the
parsun spoke.

** She'll go Lack to St. Paul's with her feet tnwards
the throne and her back upon the world," was Betty
Harmer's cictum, and then she seid, **That's marriage
all uver-—satting out in a coach and two, and coming.
hume ‘n a chaise and one. Don't you taink Henor
will do it verj.r prettily, revererce? ™

*That.is one thing w:}rnen can always do well,”
said Tobias pompously. *'In the matter of the
matrimonial office even the Ckurch must play second
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fiddle. And that, gentlem:n, is what the Church is
not in the habit of doing."’

Rut" said that the fiddle was an instrument she
hoped o> master presently, and this set the tongues
swagging again until some cne came in fior: the great
room to £ay that his lordship's condition was most
curtainly impiaved and that he would be glad of the
attendance of his brethren at h's bedside.

“ And h- is of another mind aboyt you, Mistre~s
Honor," the man said; * he wishes you to stay at
MEdeI‘Ihdm. Rut his lordshin would sec the gentle-
men at once.”’

“ We must go, sirs," said-Tobias. " This levity is
ruch out of place upon such an uccasion. Ladies,
your discretiv will allow us to see very little of yov
this morning. 1 will command a chaise 1or vou
immediately. Even Mistress Honor would be wise to
accompany you, I think.”

Honor did not demur, though she had no intention
of quitting Medmenham, Her shrewd wit told her that
my lord might yet recover from his hurt—and where
would he find so sLilful a nurse or one so devoted to
his ne-_ssities as she? In truth. he might come to
marry her even yet—a vague hope whick floated in the
woman's.mind as:a phantasy. When she left the
room it was not to set out for town, but to steal a covert
interview with Richard Escombe, whom she found in
a little arbour by the river and approached with all the
confidence of old time. Shé had wmuch to say to him.
Hers was a shrewd head, as he very well knew.

* Ah, Sir Richard, my dear—and is it yuurself,
now? "

* Who should it be, Honor—did you expect to find
his lordship here? "'

“ And what is his lo.dship to me after what you've
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done to him? Did you hear-that h¢ was better?
They're telling the tale all over the house. There's a
little surgeon man from Reading who say. helll save
that preciod$ life. Ah, Dick dear, if you h:.d killed
him 1'd b a'l alone in the world, sure’y."

She approached the place and he made room for her
on the bench besile him. He was unusually pale, she
thought, and seemed still to be thinking deeply—as a
man who seeks resolution and cannot find it. For a
while neither spoke; but anon ne started as from a
reverie and asked her a question :—

* Why did you come to Windsor and lie o me,
Honor ? "

“"Twas but half a 'ie, and that's near the truth
sometimes.  Kitty woald have marriel him if you
.dn’t gone to London, Dic'. You know yourself
tha: she would--and was it my fault that things fell
out so? As Tod hears me, 1 had no more to do with
it than Mistress Dulcimore herselfl”

** But Harborne sent you, and you knew that he sent
}I'O'Il? 11

“Ah, Dick, and will ycu judgze a woman when
necessity drives her? Think what sach as I m~at with
every day and all the'days as we go through the world.
Lord Harborne has been a friend to me. I qwed it to
him tnat I got my place at the theatre—but why speak
of that? ’Twas a charity to save little Kitty, from
him; *twas a kindness to you. Will you judge me for
the means hecause T took a rough and ready road? "'

** I am not judging you at all, Honor. You interest
inc I am even inchined to think that you krew
nothirg of last ..ight’s work."” .

“ Would [ know, anything of it, Dick? Why did
he bring her here? That he might offer to niarry her
when all the rest of the world tutned its back upon her.
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Ah, there's a mischie” which would not have suited my
book—to make opportuuity fcr another. You were
blind t think so, Sir Richard—if you think so, which
I'll belizve when I hear it."”’

[ have said“hat I am inclined to take ~ncther view.
Would ye have me eloguent, Honor? Fe.th, 'tis no
c’oquence at a'l that [ can command this morning.™

** But. Dick, you surely don't intend to stay here? "'

' What ran I do, where would ye have me go? To
YWindsor—that every rat may point the finger at me
and call me craven? To London, to whine to
authoiity, and Honor -what would my fellow-men
say? Ah. thece they have the advantage. 1 | blow
my -Lrains nut, they'll say th~t some story of chame
drove me to .. If I don't they'll give the affair to the
newspapers and every man have the right to Dass r.e
in the street. Will ye be saying thet Dick Escorabe
gnaould put up with that ncw ™

[ can't Dick—and that's the hoaest truth. The
Chaplain’s talking of France. They'll hold their
tongues if you go to France. My lord's the only one
who doesn't fall in with it. He asks your life, Dick—
you'll 2 a madman if you listen to him, and you know
i

** Then whose voice should persuade me? "

* Mistress Kitty's. Go to Windsor in spite of
them Go and ask her what you shculd do.”

“ A woman's answer—spoken in the house and not
to the world!"™

“ And where should a woman's voice be heard if
nct in the house? Go to Kitty, Sir Dick. She has
the first claim upon wou. Will you destroy her
happiness because my lord demanis it? That would
be great wickedness—ah, I know ye better than to
think it of you, Sir R chard Escombe.'
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He laughed a little sad'y.

**Is there a man in all the world less Wwilling to die
than I am at this moment, Honor? Show me a way
out and I will hang a rope of pearls about your neck.
Tell me hw1 can have the advantae of this sorry
crew of rufiians and you shall be the best friend [ ever
had. Do you thini that I fear them? Gad knows how
little. But. Honor, they have caught me in the trap
ard no wit of mine can open it. Let a woman try,
then! Show me the way and [ will take it at ths
gallop.™

She thought upon it a Little while and began
presently to speak in a low tone, but very earnestly.
Upon his part, Sir Richard listened patiently and
~ncouraged her to proceed, but she had hurdly come to
the pith of it when she heard her name cried in toe
porch of the Abbey, and instantly obeyed tha
SUMMOnS.

“'Tis what I would have you do.” she said, rising
quickly, and speaking with a wonderful animation,
“ and, Sir Dick, there is no other way. Your life or
theirs—remember what I say 'to you."



CHAPTEK XXXVII

THE CLUB RESOLVES

THERE were some twonty of the brethren, perhaps, ‘o
uttend my lord Harborne when he called a formal
meeting of the Society of St. Francis toward one
o'clock of the afternoon.

Held i~ the great refectury, still eloquent of last
night’s debauch—the tables iittered with cards, the
brok=n glasses ¢l lying where they fell, tankard-.
and bottles everywhere—there assembled the odrest
committee meeting that clublan has ever knowu.

Sir Francis Dashwood, the founder of the society,
was there, of course. My lords Churchill and Ailsa,
full of their curiosity; the fat fop Cunninghame,
seeking a good excuse to eat and drink; Whitwould
the elegant and Whitehead the poetical—these would
not be absent. As for Tobias Cambray, the Chaplain,
irlever had he cut a finer figure. The icheme he had
hit upor. seemed ta make for the salvation of the Club
Tobias was happy again.

Trere had been a little discussion upon the threshold
of the refectory and significant talk bad passed. For
one thing, those tw> dismal rogues, Musgrove and
Cock aine, who pretended that they had been scouring
the country as far east as Windsor, came .. with the
false news that all was well; while even Captains
Beddne and Rupert turned up fiom the barracks to
declare that not a hisper of the affair had been
breathed at the Castle. All these addressed Tobias in

ago
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turn before he went to my lord, and sharp was the
exchange of question &nd answer betwéen them.

" ¥You have ridden straight from Winusor? " the
great man asked Captain Beddoe.

Beddoe replied that thoy had riddun as straight ay
Rupert's craving for liquor permitted.

“* With such delays only as Beddoels gross desive
for food compelled," “Lupert corrected.

* And there is no story abroarl, gentlemen? "

““ Not so much as a breath in an alehouse.”

Tobias rodded his head pleasantly and turned to
Cockraine.

“And you?'" he asked.

** Am as dry as the Sahara, Reverence:”

“ You learned nothing in Marlow? ™ i

 Nothing whatever. The old cat is asleep and Lhe
kitten in the hasket, The house has all the air of it.
You need not knock there. Kitty Dulcimore won't
show to-ddy, Reverence; I'll wager a hundred on it."”

The poet Whitehead here intervened to speak of the
sleep ** that kn;ts up the ravell'd sleave of care," but
was still in the middle of a line when Whitwnuld the
elegant asked them In all good faith if it were ** last
night or to-morrow morning," which mvgked
Churthill to the facetious retort that he might call it
“ the day before to-morrow.’” Which nonsense, we
may remark, was typical of the levity which commonly
characterized intercourse at Medmenham and could
not be wholly laid aside even on such a morning.
« ““The sun hae passed the meridian, i% would pe
afternoon,” Wl.itehead rambled on, and then he
added the refleciion that u decision must be come to
before six hours had passed. “If Sir Richard Estombe
is with us thew,” he said.
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' But, he will not be here He will be in France,”
the Chaplain interposed. * 30 much is arranged
betwee: my lords and myself. We are all for com-
promise, gentlemen—half measures, but larze ones.”

" And a French cut about the bottle. “A-.l, I don't
envy the man. Wine and women—and uny brother
Racine. No, I, a poet, could not envy Richard
Escombe."

"* This is certain," caid Cunninghame, '* if Escombe
gues to France, it will be resurrection to our noble
friend."’

' Spare him the shock,” muttered Lord Churchill.
** Think ~* the society."

" His recrvery is as wondeoful as his death would
have been magnificent,”” cried Ai'sa, and then he
repeated several times he pregnant words, ** Wha' a
man, what a miracle of a man!"

* You may well say it, gentlen.en—what a miracle
of aman! He ta'ks of heing carriea to London after
the meeting—remember how beautifully he lay in
sleep among us last night. Even I, Tobias, was
moved. And I would teud you this:—If his lordship
goes upon a journey some of us would be wise to
ilnitate him. Medmenham will be no place for any
of us after last nizht's work.”

Musgrove, the bully, had just time to say that his
destiz.ation was Belgium, where he intended to found
a new religion, when Tobias drew the curtain back
from the refectory door wnd all entered with that
measured step and-anxious look necessary to a room
wirerein a sick man lies. My lord was he.:, propped
up upon a monstrous scarlet couch, nis body svathed
in bandages, but his head bare, ar.d grown so old in a
single night that Time and not man might have
crossed swords with Lim.
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The men approached the couch warily, some
feigning looks of deep sympathy, others turning their
eyes away, lest they should be offended. W hen all
were groaped about my lord, Tobias remirded them
why they were assembled.

““We are here,”” he said, *“to do his lordship’s
pleasure, which is also our own. Gentlemen, if
Richard Escombe leave this house without word! or
Lond, no man's name hencefo. th is safe ) there is nd
longer security within these walls. As you know;
gentlemen, his life is forfeit to the viub; yet whether
it be wise to ask his life it is now our purpose to con-
sider. And first I would remind you of the iiing's dis-
pleasure. We are not liked at Windsor, Evil tongues
have made mention of us. I will not hold it fren you
tht should another die as Mr.' Fenton died, the very
existence of our socictv may be threatened. ,That is
why [ come to you with an alternative as arranged
between my lords Ailsa and Churchill and myseli.
Gentlemen, we must’ punish Richard Escombe, bui
discretion mus* come to our aid. I doubt not that so
much will be admitted by you all."]

They assented to it with varying expressions. One
or two would have made much of the King's known
will»but my lord himself silenced them wiﬁn uplifted
hand and such a look as men remembered for many a
long day.

** It lies mpun our honoir,” he raid, his face crimson
with the effort of utterance—"" it lies upon our bonour,
Why A~ »nu szcak to me of discretion? !

“To save our necks,” rejoined Cunninghame,
bluntly. +** Is this affair anything to us? Have done
with the cant of it, Harborne. You brought the girl
here for your own pleasure. Are w ta foot the bill?
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I'll have none of it for mv part. Let the others hang
if they will."

This, perchance, was the first time since Medmen-
ham had been a club that any man had been bold
enough to contradict my loru so flatly, and .nany ears
were bent L such an nnwonted note of dehance., As
for Tobias he vould but spread his hands abroad and
plead for patience, while my loid sank baci: upon the
pillow as though str:ngth to defend his case wer2
Cenied him.

“You have no right to atrogate the rule,” he
whispered hoarsely; *' the penalty is for all—your
honovr cwsumands you to detend me."

“My dear lord,” cried Tobias pompously, '* be
aseured you shall not long complain of us. We knov.
our duty and will do it; but ours is the better w-.y.
Let Richard Escombe go to France—we are safer for
his absence. Let him go and give a bond that he will
not return until the Club shall give him leave.
‘There's the open door and no King's dragoons to
close it.  Will it not sv't your purpose better P—a
thousan times I ~ay that it will. In France the man
is forgotten, dead; but in this country, though you
kill him, you shall find him very much alive.”

My lord made no response to this; but the others
fell in with it as readily as they would ave done with
any proposition making for their own salvation.

“To France, as vou szy," Churchill remarked;
*and when he is in France no word of last night's
stccy must pass our lips. Let Low?~n w=zrstand
that Richard Escombe vas a defaulter among men of
honour and fled the country upen his detault. There
is the story for Grub Street. I do not think my
lord would have it mended.”
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** And others will guaxd it jealously,” said Ailsa,
" for if the truth were'known——""

*“The truth1" says Cunninghame. *' What have
we to do with the truth?  Gentlemen, if truth were
the fashi¢n, God help us and socie'y. Summon Sir
Richard without further delay. The Charlain has the
resolution and will read it. [ do not’'think any une
here can propose an anendment, but if he cau, we will
wear him readily.”

He waited for Tobias, whe had seated himself at a
table near the great rcd couch, and how spread a thin
blue paper before him and put on monstrous spec-
tacles. The Chaplain leved such an hour as this. It
was meat and drink to kim,

“ Here are the words,” he began—''‘that Sir
R'chard Escombe, having defdulted to the Club upon
a point of personal Acnovr, is hereby expelled from
the Society of St. Francis.” If any gentleman has
anything to propose—"'

He looked about him expectantly, and perceived
perhaps a littie indifference, which was but human.
These men had been fearful an hou ago-that Kscombe
would blow his brains out in their midst. Now, how-
ever, when it had become but mere banishment to
Fraiice, the proceedings interested them but ill. The
odd part of the affair lay in their assumption that such
a man as Richard Escombe would accept their
clemency. Mo one seems to have doubted it.

“ He will leave to-day,” says Cunninghame.

AL Me slury in the sheets to-moribw,”’ added
Chu.chill.

“ Whire we,"” said Sir Francis Dashwood, ‘' have
but to communicate our resolution to him to make an
end nf the matter,"
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My lord was too weak to dissent now, and he
watched them with half-closed eyes; but others cried,
** Yes, ses, let's have the man in ''; and, all rising and
waiting expectantly, Sir Richard himself presently
vntered the room and bowed in his old n.anner to the
assembled company.

' Gentlemen,’’ he said, '* your secvant.”

This, surely, was a fateful uour in the story of
the club at Medmenhs n. Depict that scene in the old
refectory of the Abbey—the great crimson couch
whereon my lord lies, pale and g hastly, ana with half-
closed eyes; the grouped gallants about him, their
clothes dic...dered, their eyes bloodshot; many of them
showing tou.led hair no longar hidden by powder or
peruk. ; the glorious sunshine of the autumn after-
noon ; the Norman arch and Gothic ~indow; the im-
press everywhere in stone and giass of that primitive
faith which had known but one flock and one Shepherd.
And alone, as a prisouer before his judges, Sir
Richard Escombe, soldier and lover, i2 battle for his
life and the woman he loved. Sma'l wonder that
history has underlined the page; small wonder that
Medmenham can speak first of it cven in our own day.

Sir Richard, they say, had never carried himself to
better advantage. Dressed as he had been last night,
the glory of the day seemed to have endowed him with
a new gift of vigour and of youth, He wore a smile
upon his handsome face; his step was iight* and easy.;
he carried his left hand lightly upon the hilt of his
swerd, and laid his right hand upu.. his haaet, with
just a touch of mockery in the gesture, when he bawed
to them. Perhaps they understord that he was still
their master. It cannat be denied that his presence
was powerful 10 provoxe them anew to anger.
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** Gentlemen, your servant. My lords and gentle-
men, [ am here according to my oath. Say, what is
your pleasure?*’

They knew that he. derided them, and yet had no
answer. Lurd Harborne' alnne, rair ng himself vith a
costly effott, met his enemy’s gaze unflin~hingly, and
mumbled again uf the penalty.

** Sir Richard Escombe knows our rule—why cloes
ne ask us what it is? "

“Yes, yes," echoed manj voices, for thus swiftly
did the mood toward. him change. * Sir Kichard
knows the rule; the rest is with him."

So they taunted himr, while in Richard Escc—he's
eyes there liashed a thought which no man among
them might truly read.

Yad they but kngwn the torture of the doubt he
suffered—to Le at the mierc,y of such rogues; his honcur
in their keeping; his life at their disposal! And he
believed that they meant to have his life.  All the
Chaplain's fine plotting and planning went by the
boerd directlv the old mozking enemy stood among
them. God, how they had flinched, every on..of them,
when the Dick Escombe of old time turred upon
them! And how much they owed him of hate and
sharhe ill paid! This was their hour—why shruld
prudence intervene, to say nothing of that raw
blunderer, Tobias Cambray, perpetually prating of
King Geosgt and the dregoons?

* Brethren,” cries Tobias, fallen again to the old
manncs =f ~~<.amng in his excitement, ** brethrea, 4
doubt not that Sir Richard Escombe has come here to
throw himself upcn our clemency, and to offer us his
most humble apologies.”

** Nay, nay,” gasps my lyrd, "' we can show no
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clemency—I claim the penalty. This man has
offende 1; let him say why he should not suffer? "’

Others echoed his words, haie encouraged by his
persistencv. For many minutes there were matterings
of "' the rule, the rule ''; evea the more uiscreet were
carried awar. And through it all there was Sir Richard
Es;ombe smili.g quietly upon them, and waiting his
opporiun:ty to speak.

* Jentlemen,” say he, at last, making himsel:
beard with difficulty, **1 have asked you. What is
your pleasure? You answer me that 'tis the rule.
Shall I'call it a rule made by drunkards for the salva-
tion of the’. vices? Shall I name it a jest of rogues
in a house ci rogues, the cowardice of villains who
draw ¢ .sord but upon cowards? Nay, that would come
home too closely to you all.  Ye havz trapped me by
your laws, and [ am here to pay the uttermost fartiuiag,
gentlemen, even to this.”

He took a step ‘orwaid towards my lord's couch,
and drew a pistol from his pocket. So unexpected
was the movement, so prettily timed in its dramatic
effect, that men already imagined the weapon poiuted
against his forehead, and heard rhe report of it echo
in the room. Here in an instant the whole meaning
and possible conscguence of their hate made them-
selves manifest. They could depict Richard Escombe
prone upon the floor, could see themselves riding
headlong for London, could hear alrerdy the rumour
in the city and palace. Let this r.an die at Medmen-
ham, cnd to-morrow the King would accuse them.
Who shall wonder at their volte face, wucir sudden,
almost mad, desire to stay Fscombe's hand? "

“Net here, by Godl ™ cried Auisa.

Many echoed the vords. One roarrd—"*D—n
him, he'll blow Lis brauins out!" Then they turned
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to the Chaplain. Lord, how white he was! almost as
ghastly a spectacle as my lord, who sat bolt ubright,
his fevered eyes upon Richard Escombe s face, the
purpose of the years expressed in that yearning look
which eried mutely for Dichard E= ombe's death.

Ah, if the trigger had but fallen! My lord watched
it as other men watch the dice box or the card about
to be turced. His parched lips tried to utter an
cxclamation, but failed him. e could have st.uch
old Tobias when that worthy raised his voice in a
pitiful appcal, spoken'from his very heart.

“ Gentlemen! Gentlemen! [fyou pleasel’ roared
Tobias. ** 5ir Richard Escombe! 1 im—nlore you,
gentlemen, there must ne no scandal at JJedmennam.
What I have to cay—"'

They received him with shouts of ** Order ! Orden! '
Fo. .nany minutes the babel was indescribable. And
through it all Sir Dick stood unmoved, a cocked pistal
in his hand, the'same kindly smile upon his face. He
was quite willing to listen to Tobias. The Chaplain
had no more attentive auditor when at last he ubtained
a h.oaring.

* Gentlemen,” says he, speaking ‘'more calmly now,
** Sir Richard, by his presence here, admits the gravity
of that offence of which our Socisty has faunc him
guilty. The rule has been broken. We are forbiddzn,
under pain of death, to draw sword upon one another
in the name of woman; Sir Richard has done that,
and honour would demand that he pay the penalty, as
my lord has said. But we, gentlemen, we are not such
implacabic Ll .as of tradition as some would maky us
ovt. I say that we can slgﬂwclam&nc}r upon occasion,
and that to-day is such an occasion. In your, name,
I tell Sir Richard: Escombe t.\at if he will leave this
kingdom of England tn+da}'~-r
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They took it up with a swing, interrupting the
Chaplain at his most eloguent period.

““Yes, vyes,” they cried; ‘‘let him leave the
country.”

“If he will du that, gent'zmen, if he ~ill consider
that he can do no less in the circumstances in which
he has placed himselt, then I say that we make no
further d=mand upon him, that our Society is vindi-
cate.. and Mr. Wilke~' prudence amply justified. Let
Sir Richard answer to us. Hear him in patience, |
beg of you."

He raised his hands aloft, swept them about in a
mighty ge~turs, and then, 1olding them behind.his
baux, appeared to wait for Sir Richard's answer as
one w0 was quite sure of it. As fcr the others, not
a tyan among them was aware of Honor Marwood's
revelation. None believed that the proposal v.culd
cume otnérwise than as a surprise to the victim of their
cunning, and thev wer~ astonished enough at the
immutable sang froid he now displayed.

“Ye have spoken, sir, and | have heard ve,"" he
began, addressing the Claplain particularly; " .ake
now my answer, und do not ask another. 1 will not
ride a mile, not one, by my soul! at the dictation of
such-a craw as this. [ will not leave my country,
thcugh a kingdom awaited me across the water. Ye
near me all "—and now he turned to the assembled
brethren—'* ye hear me when I say that | come among
you to pay this penalty to the uttermost farthing.
Gentlemen, 1 am here to die because better men than
you have jested with the name of won..=  Sucl is my
unalterable purpose. 1 came with the night, and into
the night will I go. Think you tlat honour is less to
me than o those who Jrate of it 5o loudly? Gentle-
men, has fortune been =o kind to me that I should wish
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to live? Has life so much in slore that I shoula fear
death? You know that it has not. A ‘vagrani of for-
tune, shall [ complain if fortune brings me%o my own,
even in such a house of infamy as this? Nay, 1 will
not ‘complain of it at all.V'

He dwelt upon the words, peising for a brief
moment as though his very sbul wete speaking for
him. Then, as uporsome superb impulse f a mlnd
which resented that very Fortune to whom he hag
appealed, he advanced a step_ towards the's and lifted
the pistol up that all might sée.

" You ask my life, he said; ' you shall have it—
herg in your midst wher: you can coves the dead with
your pall of lies, here where my lord ca. boast ¢f his
victory, here where ye rapped an honest wom=pn, and
have still the light of her purity shining uwpon ypur
berotted faces. Is death aught tome? A moment of
fire and a m..n’s agony—2x look from glassyeyes to
the eyes of thdse who see—light as of Heaven and
darlness as of hell—the unknown, and afterwards the
God who shall judge between us—is that death or life ?
Wreuld ye linger on to the dotard's end, or by a flash
take from eternity that which eteinity has to give?
Gentlemen, vou think that I fear to die. You shall
know the truth; you shall bear witness, all.”

Emotion, a Lruu apprehension of his own despe-ate
situation, perhaps the memory of all that might have
been between Kitty and himself, made his eloquence
very real on'Richard Estombi's part. He saw no
way of escape. Honour had trapped him ; we may not,
doubt that i* =-wd have-carried him eve) to the ond,’
and that he had fallen there, a 'dead man among them
as he threatened, hut for that which followed imme-
diately, even in the moment of his last frenzied words’
to them,
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““ Death’s a jest," he shouted, laughing as he spoke,
‘““a ject you played at yesterduy; death's & jest—the
best jester of you all, a gambler in the dark, the
master of the cards—he knows—he knows."

He raised the pistol; thr men hung breathlessly
upon his words, a'most afraid to move. #nd then he
kpew, Richard Esconibe knew; and, dropping the
weapon tn his side, he waited for those who should tell
him. that Kitty Dulcimore had come to Medmenham
ard tonat h. would hear her voice again, were it but
once before the end.



CHAPTER XXXVIII

THE KING RETURNL

Anp what of our phlrgmatic friend, the Marquis of
Repton, during these eventful hours.

Repton, as we remember, had carried Isitty o hor,
aunt's house at Marlow, and thence, believing himself
to be a very.wise man, had ridden straight home to
bed
“'Escombe will aever* make a fool of Mimself,” he
argued. ' The others have too much love of th~ir own
cArcases to play any tricks JUpon him. As for ald
Nobhbs, he don't want fo fight. Why should I trouble
myself, thenT The girl’s & bit hysterical, but she'll
sleep it off; A d—d wicked business to take her to
such ¢ place. They'll make a fine story for the town
—but what's that matter, now that Escombe and she
have been cuddling againt  Trust Dick to cut the
heads of any weeds she may bring awvay. I'l go and
sleep on it. Good Lord, what 4 poor sort of & monk
I am making!™

He returned to Windsor, and went to bed withuut
delay. Awake at an early hour next morning and
having the devil to pay in the shape of an irate Colonel,
who asked where and why and how so many officers
came to be absent, Repton was returning to his sooms
about bali-pa<t cleven, wien whom should he stumble
upon but Barry, Escombe’s man, and right glad he
was to see,him.

* Hello, Barry, and what/s the news of Sir
Richard? "

o3
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Barry wore a dolesul mien. He had been refused
admitince to the club, then tcld that his master had
returned t. Windsor. Not a wink of sleep had he
known that night, devil a bar had he pl.yed on,the
poor old Aute.

““ Ay, sorr, ani what would the news be? My
master's stul with the wild men at Medmenham."

" Not come baclk, Barry? ™

'* No more home than I am; bad cess to the tongue
that comprls me to say it. Shall [ tell the ladies that?
'"Tis vourself that will 'be knowing how troublesome
the wo:nen can be when you as« 'em to be men. Well,
they're hers. The old one speaks in five sharps. Ye
caa hear lLer for yoursel!, ard no lkett'edrum
louder-—"

‘* Ladies, Barry; wht ladies? "

Repton had not the least idea t~ what the man
referrel.

*“ The Misses Dulcimore—leastwisc, they should be
that, though one’s old enough to have buried three.
They're here asking afther my master; and me telling
stories that would shame Lue Dean in tue pulpit. Ay,
they thiuk he's come home, when, d'ye see, there's
nothing but pillows ir his bed, and the: devil himself
couldn’t wake 'em.”

“* T4 you tell me that the ladies are in Windsor.?

'* Ay, at 'the inn with a bottle of wine between "em
and a little soldier boy to show 'em the sights. I'll
be going down there presently, when I've cooked Sir
Richard’s brealdfast. 'Tis myself that would be
ashamed t; see no one ‘atirg o1 it.”

Repton smiled and went upon his way. He had
almost reached his own quarters when oune of his own
dragoons came running after him to say that the King
desired to cee him iminediately.
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** But," says he, ** I thought his Majesty h..d'ridden
over to the lake? "

** He did, sir, but returned immediately. Heis now
with mv lerd Suffolk in his privy apartment. You are
to go there at once."

Repton rarely speculated about ne future, and he
did not speculate now, when he crossed the lower
Ward and made his way reflectively towards the
private apartments. If any thought occurred to him,
it would be that the King had heard a ryport of the
officers’ delinquencies, and had something emphatic to
say about it. And Liis viev seemed to be justified
when a nimble-toed -vand-bearer -~onducted him
thrbugh the ante-chamber and into SoJdier George's
own cabinet. To be sure, his Majesty was .mighty
angry Repton had never sern such a look on his face
before,

“ I have sent for you, Marquis, to spealo of last
night. 'Wereiyou of those who were ahsent this
morning ¥’

** Pardon me, your Majesty; not absent this morn-
ing.”

* But you were at the Club at Yedmenam—yow
will not deny ic?"

““No, sir; I am unable to dedy ti.o+ "

“ And you are aware of what has happeu.d *o Sir
Richard Escoinbe? '

‘‘ But little, sir. I was received into the Society as
a novice last might. Afterwarcs | went to change my
clothes. Your Majzsty has heard something of the
mockeries practised ac «.2 Aobey. [ was not pre'-“.tnt
in the room when Sir Rmhard ook part in them.”

** Of that*l am very glad, Marquis. It will so be
easier for you to do my will and pleasure. Some of
my soldiers, I trust, have better occuputions than to

u
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assemlile together to insult a pretty lady. Tell me
that you knew nothing o1 Miss Dulcimore's mis-
fortune.”

** Upon my honour, sir, not a word. Fad.l known
of it—"

"* Had you knuvn of it, you would have done that
which I shall commund you to do now. It is to
ride with a troop of Dragoon: lo this Medmenham®
Abhey, to enter in my name, and to bring here—dead
cr alive, Marquis—tnose who are threatening the lite
of mv friend Sir Richaid Escombe.”

Repion was much astonishod. He knew nothing,
we must recol’ cct, of Sir Rivhard’s situation. Had he
kaown he v.ould not have guitled the Abbey. iThe
fracashe witnessed was just ~uch a brawl as he looked
to see at Medmenham A mere neophyte, k> knew
nothing of the rules—could not antiripate what must
follow upon Sir Richard'~ boidness, 0 his astonish-
ment was very real when the King spoke to him.

““We shall ride immediately, your Majesty; I was.
not aware—""

** That much I do und:rctand ; no soldier insults a
oretty lady and : 2mains to wear my coat. Go imme-
diately, Marquis. Let them be rooted out like vermin,
all whe: are “l.eatening the life of my friend, Sir
Rirtia Escombe. Do not return to me untd you
bring news of his safety. I send you in my name.
You will speak of the King in all that you do."

His Majesty mtanc every word of it; no one who
heard him could doubt it. If he iad seemed indifferent
when Kit'y Dulcimore app-.aiea to him on the Broad
Walk, his ignorance of the Enghsh tongue would
answer for that. He had not understood her. It
needéd the passable .German of my-lord-who-could-
generally-inake-himself-understood Eaffolk to bring
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the truth to the royal ear. Ajye, and then wha| a volle
face—what a tempest of rage and anger and fir g moral
platitudes.

Let us call Soldier George no humbug. He was a
vicious man; but his vices were those of a gentleman.
This club at Medmenham seemed .o him beyond the
pale of social toleration. He would have none ef it
at any price.

"“They are not my soldiers who go there; they ara
not my friends,"" he said in German, ** Much is purs
mitted to those who are much tempted, but my jord,
these men have no excuse. [ have warned them
already; | have made my displeasure "1.own. The
Hell Fire Club is a club of scoundrels. I l.u[l hunt
them out like rats; there shall not be lelt oue stone
of the house standing. Anud wshould my f{riend Sir
Rirtapd Escombe come to harm there, they shall be
tried for murder, even if thuy were my own brdthers. !’

The command to the Ma:quis ¢f Repton followed
naturally enouph; and upon it the bugle note in the
barracks, the order ‘' boot and saddle,' the stir in
the .own, and lastly—but tnis we -vould never call the
least important—the sudden appearance of Barry
before Kitty’at the inn, and . 5 c<tonishing tidings
that good fellow carried to i‘l.llatrf- (LI I -1E1'5»..1E

“Whist!" he said, by way of introduntion, s
Barry Michigan that plays the flute to Sir Richard
himself. Would ye have the news from over yonder 2"

Kitty knew Barry well ;:she remembered him from
the days of her childhnod, #nd, naturally, these as
that halo about him whica love,can create for all who
serv¢ one beloved. When he came to the inn, it was
as Lhnugh-sdme old friend stood suddenly before her,
and not for all the gold in England would shs have
denied her pleasure.
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“ol, Barry, Barry, Fow glad I am!™"

““ Ard the redcoats not so pleased. 'Tis to Med-
menham they're riding, the fools. Have not I cooked
his brealfast, and will he not be coming ho.ne to ate
it now?# "

“‘ Barry, Barry, then how do you know? "

"*“What's tl.re to be knowing that my own head
cannot tell me? "

“ He fought with =1y lord, Barry; they will ask hls
l.fe—the Lfe of your master, Sir Richard.”

“ Ay, 'tis that same efirontery they vould have.
Will ye be telling me that he's still in the wild man's
sty ? "

“ He is &« Medmenham, ir danger, Could we not
go there, Barry—you and I+ He s in danger, and
hus need of us. Shall we leave him alone? ™'

““ But the soldiers—ay, dam=ation, I should kaow
the redeoats better! They'll be:a weewx on the road.
Glory be to God [cr your pretty face—could ye sit upon
a horse if 1 found one? '

* Barry, would I go to the world's end with you,
if it were to save Eim!"

“ Then vve'll be upon the way before a man can say
 halt.” "Tisa pi*, t*¢ breakfast is cooking; but, d'ye
See,*he’il *_ ating it when we bring him home. Ay,

™' _uress; ye wouldn't be keeping me here with my
master away ? "'

* Not one minute, Barry ; not one precious instant."”

*“Then I'll go whistling the horses, and God send
no weedy ones. Do ynu whisper in the ould man’s
ear a wora about the -iding. He'll be undersaanding
what you're afther, and las daughters of his ~wn.
Ay, mistress, 'tis time we weic starting, surely.”

Kitty made no othier answer than to run away at
once, and searcl: ou? mine hos's daughter. Her talk
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with Barry had been wild eaough. Indced, the pair
of them were piain[jr distracted and hardly knew ‘what
they were saying. But, behind it all, lay a sure pur-
pose. lhey would go to Medmenham and tell the
great news. The dragoons were rldmg out. Salva-
tion was upon the road. Ah, -,-.hal news it must be—
if it were not toc late; if salvation rlde no lagging
horse |

And that dear old thing, Auri Elizabeth.

What a cr}rmg shame to leave her there In the inn,
believing ihat the King's eguerrids were abdut to
summon her, and that she would presently curtsey
befare a golden thronel



CHAPTER XXXIX
THE SUMMON"

Manv in the great refuotory at Medmenham heard the
sound of fracas at the gate—many stood to ask what
it meant.

And this was *he message which stayed the hand of
Richard Esce nbe when the tragic jest might have
carried him Jod knows to what lengths.

Aye, what music to *roubled ears—and yet how
shailow a hope which that same music inspired! He
heard his servant’s voice—he trnew that Barry sicod
without—inspiration almost Divine told him that a
sezond horse wouid carry Kitty Dulcimore. Hope
Lad treated him shabhily if it wére otl.zrwise; but he
could ask, none the less, if this were well or ill—a boon
conferred - r a desirc mocked. And while he thought
upon it, Barry spoke again.

“'Tis E Barr-f “av sigan, who says that the lady
spakes #:L. Wil ye be looking me in the face?
R cess 10 your awl's blarney ; "tis mysclf that would
shut your eyes for a shilling and go dancing without
the change. Stand arfide, ye maypol= and let the
lady in."

And upon that high werds- = d again a retort, and
then an angry altercatic.a—and soa little patter ot light
feet down the corridor and the curtain drawn aud
Kitty lhersell, with blazing eyes, standing bravely
before them al'.

“ Sir Ricnard—gentiemen,' the cried; and there

31z
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was that in her voice which Drought the blood o many
a face and whispered shame in many an ear. No
judge rould have accused these men as that girlish
figure, as those dancing blue eyes, as that head thrown
back and hand upraised in scorn.

" Sir Richard—gentlemen——""

My lord raised’ himseli up on the _ouch, they say,
and regarded her narrowly.  All the old desire of
possession, the mad lust after ‘her, the rancour, the
hate, came to his help in.that momend and gabs
strength to his tremb'ing limbs.

“Who let this woman =nter here ? "' he asked them.

It was a question that Kitty hersell made haste to
ANSWer.

*1 came, as I have a right to come,” said she;
““am I not of your fraternity, my lord? Doesithe
society shut its dooss upon its own? You put the
habit upon me—benold, I am come to wear it in your
midst.""

They liked Ker spifit, and more than one, forgetting
the circumstances ‘of her intrusion, cried, ' Hear!"
As for old Tobias, he was as a man jus!,awakened
from a hostile sleep. All the tension of the scene
which should have culminatea "n Dichard Escombe’s
dea¢h snapped when he heard Kityy's voiz» And so
it was with the others: They began to come dow:: to
earth again,  Staring eyes, which had watched the
pistol's barre!* ten seconds zgo as though it were
human and would avenge the insult, now turned to
the face of a beauiiful woman and seardhed v
curiously. WLy had Kuty Dulcimore cofne to them ?
And had she come alore?

“ Lady,”" said the Chaplain at last, ** we do rot deny
your right, Please to say what you ashk of us.,”

She 4did not hesiiate, not’ for &, single instant.
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Steppinf boldly before thery, the head raised, the
white neéck noised as though an artist had been her
counsellor, a flash of crimson in her cheeks, » woman's
purpose inther eyes, she harkened to Tobias and gave
him his answer.

** The safet:- of Sir Richard Escombe—I am here to
demand it!"™

And then, with fine scorn, of which none was a
bétter mistress, she began to accuse them.

#* Qh, am [ ignorant of the reasons which brought
him here? Gentleinen, do you think the story of this
shameful house i3 hidden frem me? Could it be so
from one who has been your gvest? I am here and 1
know. ULet Sir Richard Escoinbe go frez, say that
all claim upon his honour is satisfied, and my lips are
for ever sealed. My lotd, do you answer me, since
this concerns you closely, Tel! 3ir Richard that .1l
has been forgotten. My lord, tell’ him that it was a
jes:.”

'She extended her hands towards the ciuch, almost as
! n advocate pleading before a throne of justice. This
was milk 2.d honey to my lord. Often had Kirty
Dulcimore mocked him. She would weep hot tears
to-night—she won'l 1 pay him even yet.

“ THe i*=uc, ' says he, with some calmness, '* is with
Sir michard Escombe. We ask nothing of him at
all. The obligations of honour are entirely his own.’

The men liked the tura of this, please that her wit
should be awakened h}r refusal, but chiefly anxious to
Snow if' argument had any other resource but words.
Indeed, old Tobias appears 1o have ween overmuch
encouraged by my lord’s words and to hiav2 seconded
him witk rare animation.

““Yes, yes,'" cried he ' As his 1ordship says, we
ask nothing. If Sir Richard will quit the courtry the
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story of last night's work vhall never ba tolq by us.
So much, lady, has already been intimated to him."”

He Ipoked at Escombe, who was still smiling, but
with such a meaning behind it all, such anxiety of
every word spoken and implied, that even his great
courage was shaken by that ordeal. Ab, if Kitty had
but known what’ her words meant t + him! Even a
lover’s eluquence might fail to tell her thad.

*The Club has been genero.s," my lord went or.
* I will even say that it is ahout to be too generous'at
this lady's appeal. We will pive Si¢ Richard Escombe
twelve hours. If he be in England 2t the end of that
tinte it will unfortunately have to be mauz known that
he is a defaalter among men of honour,

““ Ves, yes," they all cried, " give hinl twelve
hours!'' and again the searching eyes were tusned
cusiously upon Kitty as she looked at her lover and
spoke to them in his name.

* And'to all this, Sir Kkichard'says? " she asled
them, calmly.

* They have my answer. lady—I stay il England.™

A mocking laugh from some hiddr 1 coward greeted
the open defiance.s One or two of those present
shrugged their shoulders disd.‘ni "y and aped looks
of contempt to which their attitude gave no dignily.
All seemed to feel that it was the instant of cfisis. Ah,
this pretty woman, how she was about to be humbled
before them: There would be tears, of course—and
protestations, perhaps au' the very foot of my lord's
couch, Surely his hurt was worth this. And woulds
not Escombe suffer with her¥' Old John Wilkes had
been a wise man when he drew the rule. Harborne
himself could not have set a prettier snare.

Now, Kittp heard the men $b the end, she witnessed
their grimaces, eyod raised 3 helyen, ishrugs and
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sinister ;restures—and thes., and this as a resounding
blow upbn their curious eyes, she threw the cloak of a
woman’s timidity aside and began to speak plainly to
them. Never had the Hell Fire Club heard such a
message—never would it hear another of tle kind from
a woman's lips.

“You will te’! Sir Richard’s story?" she cried,
her eyes adame and her breast heaving. ‘' My lord,
tkere will be another t-ld, and not by-vour lips. For
heie's a talefor the KKing's ears and at Windsor shall
men reiite it—the wcory of his Majesty’s off.cers who
lured a woman to this house—the slory of those whao
claim a man’s.ifé as the price of their dishonour. Aad
so | would br gin with that. I have ridden hara, my
lord, that I might come to you vefore uthers, who will
deal less lightly with you. I have come to ask you to
do of your own free will that which the King w'll
coramand you to do less geutly and in a tune to which
you shall be ashame1 to lewd your ears,  Sirs, I know
your names. When I was in your midst last night,
:vhen a woman’s need won no pity; think you that 1
forgot to asl myself of those wna put this shame upon
me? A child wouid have done a5 much, and I am
no child. Sir Frar.is Dashwood, you who founded
thid society ; Lord Aflsa, whom good fortune alone has
kept from (he pnson Lord Churchill, whom women
name as a leper in any house you honour; Mr, Cun-
nmghame, who is beneath even a lackey's contempt—
was it not of you thét my friznds have spoken to the
*Zing th's morning? Sirs, if it prease you, then, let
my messenge. go back t¢ Wirdsor. L.t him say that
his Majesty's pleasure is notaing to you. Let hira
carry the news of all that has been vone here—let him
say that there.is one masquerading as a nriest among
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you and that he is the grealest rogue of you all. My
lord, and gentlemen—this is my message. Please do
give me your answer o it."

It was a beautiful thing to watch the girl, an
exquisite pleasure to one at least in the room to hear
the tones ¢f that silvery voice, atty aed to such a mood
of noble courage. Witty knew that she pleaded for
Sir Richard’s very life; and all her sinceriiy, all her
great love and hope were ex-ressed in the earnest
words which so accused them.

And remnember the cleverness of it all! N threat
uttered. Nothing yet of a harsher story, nothing of
Reépton on the rarch, or of what the king had said
to him. Simply an appeal to men who opce had
known a finer code of nonovr if not of morais. And
for her proudest auditor, Richard Escombe himself;
hi eyes upon her cwn in burning pride; his heart
throbbing at every phrase, so sure of her, so strongiin
her love that death itself no long.r had been a pajn.

So much Sir Richard could conceal from none.
Evil eyes watched him, evil tongues whispered apart.
but every man there must bend tp the truth, even my
lord above the others.  Ah, listen to Frederick, Vis-
count Harborne, as he wrestles =" with fate, his voice
grewn hoarse, his arm numbed, scarce able how' to Hift
a finger of scorn or claim silence for his p.utest.

** Gentlemen, if you please,” he said, I are we to be
governed by » woman, then? Are we to be threatened
by every gossip who runa to the King with her tale?
What do you fear? Sir Richard has taken the oath
and hroken it. Are we hostazes to the Iling for this
man's honpur? Let His Majesty tell me so, and I
will speak."

The defiance astonished thera. They liked the turn
of it, and applauded my lovd.  Eve. the fat fop
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Cunning 1am~ could reme.nber what he owed to a
cynical tongue and that it had lately become idle.

* The King will listen to a woman if she be nretty
enough,' #1id he, and tnen, with a druwl, he asked,
" What story does the lady propose to tell 7"

* Yes, yes,”" fron. many voices, ** what story will
she ell? "

** She claimed our hospitality, the King must know
that."!

' Wil he.charge us with this man’s cowardice ? *'

“Does she say’ that Sir PFichard Escombe is
afraid? "'

The questions rained upon her.  Men laughed and
threatencd in 4 breath; after all. she might have been
put up to this and have nc more intention of goirg to
Winudsor than to the moon. They begon to take new
courage.. Let Escombe leave tle country and it d.d
not matter what scandel followed. My lord perceived
this, and he it was who asked the question, ** Will the
King charge us with this man’s cowardice ? "—a taunt
which brought the blood to Zir Richard’s cheek and a
new light tu IKitty's eyes.

‘T will answer for &*; Richard," she said, proudly,
and then, raising a wh.te arm aloft and bidding them
listen, she cried :—*'" Oh, 1 come not Lo you unarmed ;
I fear you not, men of intellect and the arts, for the
‘King himself is my advocate and that is his voice
speaking to you."

MNoae knew what she:meant; r.one for a moment
undesstood ber. The ol jests, the whispered asiues,
the easy mockery, attended ler response and would
have prevailed but for old Tobizz, whose zar was
keener, whose instinct of fear better ‘mined than their
own. Tobias plairly hed taken =larm. If not, why
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that bent ear, the suuden pallor of the face, tne hand
uplifted? Men belieid Him thus, and tried ** hush "'—
a phrase was broken upon my lord’s lips- -a great still-
niss came 'upon the place. £ind then, as a sound afar,
they heard it—the rollir.z drum, {aint upon the airaia
murmur pf the clouds—but the drum.

*God!" cries somd one, **the dragoons are out! "

Be sure their ears were keen enougn now !, Shutiling
feet, white faces and muttered whispers confessed the
realitv of that alarm. The dragunns were out, The,
King had been warned, then! And 'this woman
carried his message, as she said. But for, Richard
Escombe, there were vilimins among th~m who would
have: struck her where she stood. Well they under-
stood what Soldier Ceorge would have'to say—well
they knew what this would rigan to them. The rolling
drem was as:a call to judgment. They could hear
aiready Lhe thunder of th public accusatior..

And what & round-abou* when the truth was under-
stood! Men would have gone upon their knees to
Richard Escombe now to beg his clemency. The rule!
D_.mnation take the rula, chey said. Why did the man
waste his time on words? Would he fill their cup to
the brim? Cursed be the smii; pn his handsome face.
And listen to him while he stdl talks of chedjenge—
with the rolling drum upen the road and the dragoons
at a canter.

" You have heard thislady," said he, just as'thuugb
nothing whutever had happened in the between time,
‘" you have heard *his lady and you have heard mg,
What I said to you was my nnalterable rpnviction,
have come to this place ‘o-day because the laws of your
society defnanded that Fshould submit. 'Tis odd, may
be, to speak of any laws at all in such a house as this,
but laws ye dave and the beter for bei~ 1 broken—but



318 SIR RICHARD ESCOMBE

still yodr laws. I bow to them and to my destiny.
Should ‘the King ask for mg—=""

They inte_rupted him with a roar of protest.

" No, no, we recall it, we abrogate the law,” thay
bawled, while the Chaplain, mad in a frenzy of fear,
grovelled where erstwhile he had ruled.

** Sir Richa,d Escombe—in the name of us all, cir-
cumstances over which we have no knowledge—death
and damnation! Will ye not let me speale? Circum-
stances. over which—null and void—Sir Richard
liscombe——"*

They Arowned his voice in a Lowl of protest. One
great ery of ** Agreed ' mus. have been heard even by
the dragoons marching to the accusation. It was
pitiful to sec these men, who cit so fine a figure over
the wine and the tables last night, running hiiher,
thither, as rats in a cage, some bawling {~r their horses,
others ahasing themselves hefore Sir Rirhard; all set
upon one purpose of salvarion for the -very man they
had derided butan hour ago. Ang he, in turn, had but
one answer for them—he charged them now, his voice
was like a trumpet blast in La» room.

* ¥e have music 1n your voices,”' he said, blandly,
* but my, ears arg ill-f~.ined to the note. Consent, say
ye.? By heaven, no.  You shall pay the uttermost
farthing. You made the law and by the law shall you
stand or fall. « Let the King judge between us. None
shall charge my honour as you charge it and go un-
answered. None, I say to you——""

Did he mean it, or was it but a subterfuge, a
delizhtful comedy played upon a drama that had heen
very real? 'Who may answer that? If Sir Dick
listened to them now, helped them to turn back the
Captain of the dragoons with a good excuse, would
their tongues ¥ kinder to him to-morrow, would they




SIR RICHARD ESCOMBE 319

cease to hold the advantage ovJer him? He did not
believe it. The rais.were caged, but, th degs must
be let loose. And here stood perplexity, By what
logic chopping could he contrive a qulttance? He,
knew no more than the dead. He could 2ot look 4!.
Kitty as one who wc}uld say, ‘I must go on. My
honour fotbids me to araw back.” And she undzr-
stood him. Her hweart grew sick!for "him. She
doubted if she could save him even now, at the eleventh
hour.

“1 will not hpar you," he ran on, I.F*ru,:-tmg ke
suppliant figures frdi, him 2nd dealing with the Chap-
lain as though he had bcen a dog. What. to have
the tale told in every coffee house, b}r E\m}r villain, nf
your company—to hear you say, ‘He, was: afraid.
Rictard Escombe was afraid'?  Are "the King's
wishes aught o me when suth things can be said?
Lut the law stand—ie? it run to the end.”

“ For the love of God ! " Tobias cried, ** Sir Richgrd
hear reason. The rule is null and void. 1 say aull
and void. It does not exist. Do you not hear the
dragoons upon the road? Hark to that! By Gocl
above us, if you persist there w1!"n]:vc thos. who hang
as high as Haman before the week Has run! ‘W’lil you
turn upon your brethren? rrod forbid! ' Would
youd have the svldiers in?”'

He wrung his hands, turning, here and there and
seeing but staring eyes before him. All could hear
the tramp of the dragoons upon the road. Then the
great bell of Medmenhany rang thrice and instantly a
hush fell—for this vas the summons which must find
every man reaoy,



CHAPTER XL
THELE 17 AN A TERNATIVE

A HusH fell upon the room but did not loag endure.
Tobias, driven to ar. extremity of [ear, commanded
iliat the ovter gate should be barred, forgetting that
Medmenham Abbey could be eniered by resolute men
through half a Jozen gates  As for the others, they
drew aside together in a little group about my lod's
couch and hegan to speak i whispers. Ana then,
and then only, IKitty ra:. to Sir Richard's side.

How many months had passed since she had spoken
as her heart would speak to the Dick she loved! That
fateful visit to London, the trick they hau played upon
hiin at Northumbesland tHouse, the visit t¢. Brighton
znd the shame they had put upor her— she could recall
these episddes as in a flash of the memory and ask
what fruit must comne of them. Inscrutable, indeed,
this lover of hers, who now regarded her with wan
eyes, yet so gently and with so much kindness in every
gustivre that she would gladiy have laid her head vpon
his breast and therg have buried all the past in one
glad smoment of repentance and of sweet confession.
Circumstance forbade hor any such haven of her love.
She could but creep close (0 Dick and speak a swift
word to him.

** Dick, ~/hat is it that kecps you here? ™

“* A rogue’s trap, Kitty, and the key I cannot fing.”

* Hes not the King sent me to you? "

* Can any King, th2n, seal their lips? Would you
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have them crying the story o all the town to-morrow ?
Shall I be able to answef that? "'

** If a woman's love cannot answer it, S’r Richard."

Ay, "twould be the sweetes! story in the world—""

“ And if it be not told—if I go to the King g

* Eay to him that thii way was dark, I could see no
light anywhere. Will /e tell .he King that, Kitty ? **

 Oh, Dick, Dick, for God's sake, lear reason—""

“I am all ears, sweet Kitty, as those gentlemen
yonder. See how ill they dance to the music. 'Tls
the Marquis of Repton, suiely, and the &mgmns at
the gate. Let him speak for me. He har a voice
that a man should hear —"

“ But, Dick, when I tell you —"

* You can tell. me nothing, sweetheart, ¢hat my love
does aot surely tell me, ancve hear them. 'Tis a
way of knocki~g they have when the house will 'not
opun. Let Fepton speak. He may bring geod news
even yet—""

He stepped back, for the scene moved him strangely.
Clearly to be perceived now in the gardens and the
glaces were tie scarlet roated dragoons, dismounted
from their horses and approaching the hovse as though
it had been & fort. "The great a.or itself ressunded to
the heavy blows upon it. Thed a voice was heard,
the curtain of the sanctum sanctorum fell back:and the
Marquis of Repton stood before the company.

“* Gentlemen,” he said, " I am here in the King's
name."’

The men drew closer together, some feeling for their
swords, one or two laughing foolishly, As for my
lord he lay back upon the great crimson couch mut-
tering as one in a frenzy those words he had never
forgotten from the beginning ‘' The penalty!"
Should Richard Escnmbe escape him-""“2 who stood

v
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already in the valley of t1e shadow of death? And
was this the end of that house of infamy where
so many -~cenes of his eventiul life had been
played? Were the w.lls to be stripped, the dooars
tarown open to the world? Such a man as he could
plainly perceive with what litt! : skill he had played his
cards against so redoLbtable an antagonist. Desire
for revenge haa almost given wace to helpless sub-
mission to destiny. Richard Escombe seemed to
n.:ck him as he lay. A sense of failure irredeemable
abased him utterly. Goed God, thet men should tell
of such 4 death and such a victory!

*! Gentlemen," says the hMarquis very bluntly., "1
am here at the King's commaad—either to learn that
Sir Richnrd Escombe is satisfied with the treatment he
has met with at your Fands or to carry you Il to
Windsor. Let Sir Richard first answer me.”’

He tyroned to Escombe silencing with a gestare
some who would have put in their word. And he was
answered as swiftly.

“I leave this club,” said Sir Richard, quietly,
*“ when the rule permits me t do so.”

“ The King knows nothing of rules, Sir Richard.
Is that your final wouu, sir? "'

“ My final word.”

" Then, gentlemen, according to my ‘orders——"'

He turned to summon the soldiers in. The moment
was tragical enough. Chall we wonder that Tobias,
the chaplain, suddenly found his tongue and spoke
almost triumphantly. Fnol tha. he had been—ignor-
amus and & blunderer ; ne wiio shoula have recited the
creed of Medmenham ‘without a trip.

** On> moment, for God's sake, sir,"" cried he, "' one
moment thai ¥ may speak to Sir Richard Escombe
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before any step is taken that both he and His Majesty
might regret. .

*1 will give you exactly five mirtutes,”” 2ays Repton,
ard upon that he turned about and left the room.

And what had the por:ly Tobias to say when he wis
gone? Picture him se rching the pages of the great
Book as tnough some treasuiz of a liie were buried
there and monstrous ,ands must uniearth it. Had not
a glimmering of an idea come to Tobias—a flash in a
dull cranium; the memory ot something that l-ag
happened and bzen forgotten long ago, but, being
remembered, might make for their salvation.

* Gentlemen," he prowested at last, the beads of
perspiration rolliang ddiwn his fat face, his hands
trembling with excitem=nt—*' Brother Wlitwould has
whispered something in my gar which should have
been said an kiur ago. The rule of which we speak
was amended after Mr. Fe-<ton's death ; circrmstance
has brought the fact to My re-:-::He::tn::--E this very
moment. There is, gentlemen, an alternative."

So here it was then. Here was the splendid secret
whizh could bring men t4 attention once more, recall
my lord from his frenzy, set Kitty's Lieart beating.
An alterpnative to their infamousrule. Tweniy voices
greeted the intimation with ring’ng shout. Even the
dragoons without were made to understand that their
opportunities would be few.

* Read it, chaplain—for God’s sakel”

* Qut with'it, old Tobias!"

* The alternative."’

“ Read it, man."

He chmhed to the rostrum, pushed back now to an
obscure cofner. For a brief instant his faae wore
just such an ‘expression as had passed, over it last’
night in the more excuisite mgments o ‘h§ authority.
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Odd tha* in this crisis thz old habits should sit so
easily upon Tobias Cambray, and yet we remember
that the Abbey was his very home, its life his life, its
salvation bis salvation. And there he stood, for the
last time, the Master of the Revels, the chaplain of
monstrous rites, te''ing the ¢ wed group about him
in v-hat maaner they might v ¢ pe the King's dis-
pleasure.

‘" There is an alternc..ive, as [ say, brethren. When
Mr. Fen.or, a man of honour, submitted to the mis-
fortune he himself had brcught npon our society, there
were some who considered ozr rule should be amended.
W desire nothing but the wellare of this community.
We would hinder no man's fawful pleasure or set
ourselves up as any man's judge. The very wor-s we
write above our portals are witnesses t~ that. Fay ce
gue voudras. Let your nleasure be your own, lut
stand between no man rnd his intzntion—unless,
breth-en, and this brings me to the point of it, unless
you shall be of a mind to marry the Jady before twentp
four hours have passed. That is Mr. Wilkes'
own provision. 1 will confess that 1 had not re-
collected it in this prosent instance, nor even now am
I able to say to you that it will be an alternative
acceptakle to the parties, But, gentleman, if it were
s0, much thatmar happen to all of us may be avoided,
much may be done to win the King's favour and
permit us to stand where we have stood bofore.  Let
Sir'Rirhard Escombe, then, say how it shall be. He
is one of us and would inng no unmerited misfo-tune
upon this fraternity. Thke lew permits him to go from
this house with his honour unstained, a man among
men, horoured for his courage and his fidelity to our
rules. Let hun say if this be rot enough. Let him
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agree with Lord Repton wtizn the appointed time shall
bhave come."

He spoke with real feeling, from his very heart. Let
Medmenhsm Abbey be saved and the old life might
be resumed-~the nights of fierce debauch; the days of
slumber by the quiet ri er; the mad scenes of carousal
on the roads; the com ng ana going of gallants* the
music of women's " oices. Oh, be sure Tobias was
eloquent in the advocacy. Th~ club! It was all he
had in the world. And what had Richard Tscomoe,
what had Kitty to sav to him? ‘Behold the sudden
flash of colour upon thos= pale and drooping cheeks.
Watch the man as he stands irresolute, but turns upon
Kitty such a burning glance that she cepnou face it
unabashed. His wifel HKitty Dulcimore his wife!
And upon such a scene as this, in such,an hour of
victoryl Oh, let Ricliard Escombe speak for all the
room wait for his words.,

1 kndw not of your rule,” he said ver: gnietly,
**it is scarcely mine to speak of it. Let Miss Dulci-
more say if she will help me to your alternative? "

* Nay," says Kitty, hnlding unt both her arms,
“ you must help yourself, Sir Richard.”

Tobias Cambray, lumbering Cpwn heavily from the
rosirum, had still a word to say h.- his own character.

“ Sir Richard Escombe,"” cries '1&, ¥ though you
may-have forgutten the fact, and, I'li\not deny, itisa
fact, that com2 will overlook even in such a house as
this, I am still an ordained minister of' the Church of
England as by law establishe ! and can do this olfice
for ye as well as any in Huckmghamshlrn- Let it be
done and that, I take it,’is a sufficient answer to His
Majesty the King. There is yonder that whith used
to be the Chrpel of the House. Let Lord Repton
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witness ‘he veremony with his own eyes, and he shall
answer for it."

And then to Kitty, and speaking very quick'y, he
snid i—

** Lady, let your word be for this. [ b.g of you, in
thi name of all, help me to end the tidings to the
Kirg."



CHAPTER XLI

TOWARD " HE HOUR OF LSUNSET

It was six o'clock by Medmenham Church when the
dragoons set out to return to Windsor ; some ter: .nin
utes later when ilitty and Dick,riding the norsrs which
Barry had. found for them, followed after, without so
much as a single question between thum, one thought
of their journey or its destination.

They were man and wife. In the old ruired Chapel,
befure a crumbling altar of the ancient faith, Tobias
Crmbray had read,the office and writich the decree.
With Lord Repton for winess, a troop of dragoons to
stand a guard of honour, the mischiefl I1d been done,
the fatal words for-ever spoken. She wis hir wife—
little Kitty Dulc'mur& whom he had loved from the
beginning, who, as a child, had been a'} to him that
the world had to give.

And wa’ not this a thing worthy of Midmenham
and its traditions? Many y.ars must hiave passed
since a man who loved a woman rul}r had eutered that
little chapel and declared his hearvbefore God's altar.
The day had been far distant whet such a bride a3
Kitty Dulcimore had laid her hand upon a lover's arm
and bent her head *o willin7 submission.

tlefeafter the tale might Je told by many ; but not
b some of those who played so great a part in it. My
lord, in truth, knew as well as any man that tl;m Society’
of St. Frandis was no more: its revels for 2ver ended;
its glory fallin. Co:rouse as the otheis would, in mock
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derision,"the spirit of licen: » had fled; the heart gone
out of it. Even old Tobias could persuade no man to
a second bott': when the work was done. The very
servants fled from my lorc's couch and left him to the
Chaplain’s care—two who had contrived much and lost
all; two keeping the wigil wea ily through the long
night and awak.ning to the tri th—that this was the
end, this the hour irrevocable.

They carried my lord to the house by Jordans the
aext fay, and there the door shut upon the mystery of
his life.and of the mad wcman who waited for him.
Never again was it opened until his death. None had
the curiosity to ory further inio that sordid. story, or to
ask what chapter of shame if opened #new. The man
disappeare- ‘rom that world wherein he had lived so
ill—none lamenting him ; his very name forgotten , his
honours pericking with him,

Not even Tobias Cambravw, minister of religion ard
master of the -evels, found *he cld abbe; any longer a
haven ~r kzu any desire to revisit jt. Tobias, indeed,
yuitted England within the month and took ship for
America. There be some wuo say that a certain inn
nea: Philadelphia ramed first after George and then
rechristered in honour of Generat Washington was
kept by an ex-parson v ith a fabulous habit of drinking
ana a mighty red nc .e.

This was not to '.e inquired into closely, for who is
nterested in any; /ecord that is not wri. upon the roll
at Medmenham, imperishable and forgattea?

Immaterial, i.deed. Our place is ppon the Wind-
sor 10ad, where Kitty an Dick riae side by sidz, they
know not whither. An bhow ago they were as very
strangers in the formality of taeir talk, the ceremony
of their greetings. Now, he looks down proudly upon
her and says thut she is nis wife.
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Ah, figure of his dream , his wife—the lit'le Kitty
of long ago, with the floming cheeks and the pouting
lips and the bluest of blue eyes. IKitty, whose curls
ripple abcut her pretty foreliead as wayward threads
from a golden skein; ~hose hand lies so softly upan
the bridle rein ; whose |little feet peep out beneath her
petticoats, as though o hide the. leger were a sin.
And she is his Wwife' Neither prot-st of his love nor
defence of his acu shall be needed any longer. The
House Infamous has spoken fur him. He has takén
the treasure of life therefrom and will gaard, it ever
more. These were Richard Escombe’s thoughts. But
who would dare to speak of Kitty's?

Of what does 1 young girl think in these first sweet
hours'of her married 1ife? Who shall rsac] her heart
aright? Kitty would haye admitted to nothing
serious. This great big man on the hqroe beside her,
ttis fellow whose Voice rpuld be so musical in her
ears, whose powerlul hand caught hers as in a vice,
whose eyes seemed to read her very hear,; =as he not
the Dick Escdmbe who had been her plajymate in ths
Ncrth, oh s6 many yearyago? Could she possibly bé
afraid of him? Odds’ truth, tl.¢ weoing had heen
strange enough, for never vut upon that, unhappy
night at Sherbourn had Dick sgoken openly to her of
love; and here they were, knot. i as truly as thodgh
a bench of bishops had done it, an i the, Pope of Rome
added his blessing. And they wer’ riding demurely
upon the roud to Windsor, just as forgetful of those
who belonged to them, of common duties and the
commen day a% Puck in a Icrest of the fairies.

Steal a glance at Kitty as,she looks up from time to
time and tries to appedr as though she were entirely
at her ease and had no special interest in thjs occasion
or any other., They will have passec 2 mile along the
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road by th.: time, and ha+e come in sight of Eliza-
beth's house. Here properly, they should lie the
night, and Kitty (though she dare not speak openly
of it) would lead to the puint by the woman s twisting
road.

*You will be riding straigi t on to Windsor, Sir
Richard? "' she asked him at last.

Dick locked up and perceived vhere they were.

* "Tis Marlow, surely, and your aunt's house. Was
it at Marlow you left her, Kitty? "'

* At Windsor, Sir Rickard."”

“ Then at Windsor we will fi:.d her, Would ye be
deserting the pyor old lady, Kitty. A shame on the
thought1 Leot's have the news of her and then ride
on. 'Twill be dark before wa see the castle walls.
Ay, Kitty, you'd never wish to be riding in the Jark
after' sunset<* vith such a rascal as Riche.:d Escomb=,""

She changed colour, but would deny him nothing.
The servants ut her unt’s L use had no news whatever
of Eli=~b.i. Their mistress was.at Windsor still for
Jught they knew—nor were they in any way surprised
that Kitty sould be returming; though the kitclien
had many a quip vnen the nair had set off. There
was dela;” here, but for Kitty to get her own clothes
and the hurse she ha™ always ridden.

* You would not | ave me play mine hosi's daughter
any longer? " sht sdid to him.

He told ber th .t it mat‘ered not.

“ Am I not beholden to that same young lady to my
life’s end? 'T.s this very night I will hang a gold
chain about her neck. Larry's gone firward to nake
all ready for us, Kitty. Ye'll not forget that some v11
be anxious about our comings and nur goings —though
God knows 1 care but little for what any man say of
me. Let Reptun make a tale for the Kiag's ear, and,
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Kitty, they'll think we Jre lying at Marlaw if we
delay."

** That we are lying—""

“Wouid ye run away from me now, Kitty? "

She knew 'not how te'answer him. Thid was a ques-
tion she had begun tc] fear—and yet with a heart that
warmed to her fgar.and wooed it. Just as he professed
indifference, so dicd Kitty begin .o perceive that all
else was immaterial but his presence and his love. Not
for all that the world could have given her, rot fc-
place, or power, or riches, would she have, quitted
Richard Escombe's Jide again. And yet she could
hardly believe in the reality of his pos.ession—that she
was his own, atid that Tobias Cambray:had as surely
robbed her of her freedlom and her name ag the King's
bishop himself could have done.

Dusk had fallen while they were..t Elizabeth's
house. A feece gf misty clouds drifted up from the
river and forded them to lake the highor road. Here
all the glory and warmth of an autumn eve...a7 snlaced
them. They went in good content through the quiit
villages, speaking but rare words, and tl:ose somewhat
irconsequent. When Dick’s husse fell lame, and he
must dismount to pull a nail from its shoe, Kitty was
not sorry to rest. A sentine’ of their good fortune
determined that it should be upt 1 the borde: of a fittle
mossy wood. remote and lorfely’ and rich with its
heritage of oaks. Hither, just .s though it were
already agreed between them, Cicklled Kitty, by the
hand and sat' a little while watcding the ialling
shadows. A luctance to return to the world of men
and things came naturally vo them both. They had
lost a gense of time and space—the scene drew thenl
together with a magnetism of atmosphgre and circum-
stance irresidtible, Who shall wonaet that convention
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went to *he-winds now——na v, Dick had caught her to
him and half biinded her by his kisses before any
word was spc'sen there at all.

" My wife; my little wie!"'

She tremuled strangely--this little Kivy who had
shown such courage an hour ago. How new a thing
in her life, what .. chi.d of nature she had become to be
sitting in this lonel r wood at such a time, a lover's arm
about her, and all memory of yesterday, all thought
for to-morrow clean goue from her head. Perhaps the
very conteut of it perplexed her. Muct they go hence
presently ; hear the witand j.st of friend and foe; move
where houses ard people made a world ; return to the
comimon day? Kitty could have desired a perpetual
naven thers smid the oaks. She listened to her lover
as though he were a magician whose wand Jad
conjured up--'ich entrancements.

“ And not six months gone since I came to She--
bourn, IKitty, will ve forge* the night >—ah, what a
night it v~z: And then the long ride afterwards to
I ondon—just black darkness all the way snd your
words."’

“ Dick, Dick—is i not [orbidden—was it not the
promise? What care I ,or Sherbourn, and why will
you make me remember? ™

“T1'Il remember n hing but the little Kitty who
came to save me th', day ; was there ever such music
in a voice, and me ah, Kitty, wondering what [ would
say to the rogues and whose hand would tehe the pistol
from.ne. D'ye’ee; there wasa man as far from dying
by his intention as Solcier George himself. And
then, when he'd given it un, when he was saying that
.t must be, because there was no other way, when the
vpice tells him * nol’ and your sweet self ut the door!
Ah, if an angel Lad come down tc me!™
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* There were those who found me no a* ~#%, Dick."

“* Tell me how ve went to the King; tell me what he
said to ye, Kitty ? ™"

She liked to speak of it, liked to tell him all that had
befallen sincs the dreawful hour. Here was a story of
which he knew little ; and, when she had finished,, he
spoke of his qwr,acts, of the coming of Honor
Marwood to Windsor, of his jouruey to London, of
the trick my lord had played him, not forgetting the
house by Jordans and the dark secret it contaized of’
my lord's son there imprisoned and shut from the
world,

* And all the while,"" said he, closing his arms ahput
her amain,.and 10oking deep into her eyes, *'and all
the while '"twus my own little Kitty, ‘sunshine or
shadow, the Kitty I have loyad; will ye deny it, sweet-
hexrt? Will ye say it was not so? W aitever befell,
ye were min~—ah, Kitty durling, tis music t» hear ye,
and I must be a beggar ac your lips. Bay 'twas so,
and let me heyr it that I may ask ye once wuii and
you may angwer me,"

She responded as he wished. In the growing silence
of *he night, no sound u,.on *heir sighs but the rustle
of a leaf or the murmur of a brook, the heaven of stars
above them, the mossy glade fu- their bed, they tpld
and retold the story, were recop.iled and reconciled
again in close :mbrace and lingerir. » kiss. Ard then
the talk of t'ie future—all the prom.5e and the hope
of it.

“ Ve see, Kitty," said he, ** ’tis little I have asked
the King, and little a.cordingly, [ have received.
There's no place for modesty in court or parliament.
To him thatwill have and says so, to him sidall it b
given. I have lear~ed to love Windior, and would
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abide there if the King be ‘villing. Let me go to him
and sav, You l.ave no governor bu:a man is known
to me who would do you credit in the office.” 1'll find
my tongue if you bid me speak—and there's 2 woman's
pierogative that she shall command us speak when,
lacking her, we would be silent. 1'll be made governor
of the castle, and yovL shall make a home whare 2 man
may be proud to live. 'Tis but thiee hours’ good
riding to London and St. James's, ..ot so discant after
ali. Ay, and a man .ho serves the-court is held to
go in wart of leisure above ordinary. We'll sail to
Ireland in the summer, and away to the hill countries
when the sprin~ is coming. And, Kilty, darling, ye
shaull ride Wild Rose, that wo.. me the steeplechase—
he shall be vours, for have not 1 so called him since
the night they drew the lottery ¢ *'

** Dick, Di=k! You must not speak f that—if you
love me, Dick—""

“ Faith, Kitty, and why should not 1 speak of it—
wouid I har: had the courage to tell ye, then, but for
tha paper the rogues put into my liands? And would
a0t ye have Yeen marrying my lord? "'

She protesced almost hotly, The quarrel was satis-
fying in its beginni .g ar it. endi~g. And what must
follow upon it but a great spell of silence, and Kitty
lyiag vosy and submi sive in his arms, and the kindly
night looking dowr upon their love. Let the past do
its weost—the tri-.n was this, tha* she was his wife,
and that nothirs under God's sky shonld rob him
henceforth of her love.

And who shall charg: them tlat they forgot the
hours; who make merrv upcn their oblivion? The
story goes that it was midnigl.t when they sode up to
the inn at Windsor and asked for news of Elizabeth.
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Ah, dear and saintly sotl, heaven be grind to herl
Ehznhcth had reilised the ultimate ambition of her
life. She was sleéping within the Castle, walls. The
King had heard of her situa.ion, and had summoned
her. Elizabeth was crowned and in her glory. To
her dying day would she speak of this.



CHAPTER XLII

WHICH 15 SOMEWHAT IN THE OLDER FASHION

WE have said th:+ Elizabeth Dulcinore would boast
of her visit to Windsor to the enl of her days, but
there seems to have veen no necessity for any such
vain tolk.

As the story goes—aud for this there is some
authority in th= private corzespondence of the times—
she took up her residence in t..e Castle when Richard
Escombe was made Governur thereof—as te was
within some six months of his marriage.

Scldier €snrge always had more than a liking for
the manly félluw .50 had served him so well, and
wnose talk was so congenial. Whisgp.r a word of
glacis nr ~jceinte to this King who could not speak
English, and you had his ear in a mom.nt. Escombe,
it is said, '=voted not a li.tle of his leisure to the
mastery of the German tongue. We can depict him
purmg over the dull boux atter n;ghtfall- Kitty spell-
ing out the great words with him, the pair of them as
mirry 25 a marric e bell (which is just what ey
should have bee 1}_ when the gegegens and the
gewosdens came ill to their lips. Maver were such
wonders of spr:ch as those necessary ro teach King
Geurge much of that are of war of which Richard
Escombe was such a mester. Lu: the Irishman had a
good head upon his shoulers, and be sure that if
celestial tongues were ever to babble in German, predty
Kitty Lscombe was the one to show them how it

should be dopz.
336
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They quarrelled, of courie. There was hot blood in
both their veins. Search tde scandalous letters written
by Lord Churchi. to his friend, the fat fdp Cunning-
haiiie, and you will hear oi*Kitty riding half-way to
London in a huff and Dick hunting her down as though
she had been a fox. Dnce she left him for the best
part of a day, and went to weep in Eljzabeth’s arms—
that good soul beitlg temporarily a¢ the old house in
Marlow. But these, after all, were but the sauce of
marriage, and these two were divoted as man and wife
rarely were in an age when marriage had become /ot
a little u.fashionable. '

Sir Richard, in truth, 'oved his work, and a man
who loves his work is r.rely a bad husband. The vld
Castle was the hub of :he universe to him. He could
almost tell you how nlany bricks there were in any
particular wall, could certainly recount the histery of
any tower at which you mig~* ~“cuse’to point the
ﬁn'\ger. The iyears awhich tound him Goverhor were
years of 4 military conservatism little to the liking of
the dandies of :he périod. He would have nothing o
do with schemes for builling apartments here or new '
gralleries there. Let every man ca-ry his own blanket,
wa.. his metto, and sleep wi..re faligue had laid him
down.

Perchance he would have been pjleased enougzh if 11l
those who must live at Windsos had been herded in
the Great Keep, as:their Norman {srbears—a aardy
garrison logking out across the marsh.s for an enemy.
For Sir Dick was above ai: eise a lover of romauce,
and romance has wi.itien mash of his life.

Kitty liked the Castle vzl enough, for King George
was muchi shere, and many a merry revel warred upon
the gloom of military circumstance. Twice every year
they went for a brief period to St. James's;’ She visited

w



338 SIR RICHARD ESCOMVBE

her parents onc> a year, fee these had now removed
from She.oourn to the ola town of 3t. Albans, but
Sir Dick covld never suffer Clara Du.cimore long; and
indeed, that garrulous ol lady quarrelled so viole..!ly
with her husband's sister that the two were never per-
mitted to remain in the Castl, together.

Of the soldiers we have known in these pages, little
Ensign Willoughby interests us chiefly. Kitty's
marriage seems to have been a terrible blowv to him
for at least six weeks. Thereafter he began to apply
huuseif somewhat diligently to his profession and to
the charms'of the Lady Alce, Lord Churchi'l's sister,
whom he married when he was twenty-seven. We
heur of him subsequently, and after many years, with
the great Lord Howe, where he played a brove enough
part, and seems to have won the friendship of the
Marquis de Lafayette. ‘Jut he was always ** Cousin
Willoughby ¥ «. ¥é» who nuver tirea of remind’'ng
hiin that he had been uniaithful to her to which he
would retort with an impudence worthy of an ensign.

For the rest, it is sad to hear that Captains Rupert
and Beddoe having sworn ~ternal friendship for the
two hundred and fortieth tinie, met in a duel in Ryde
Park, and treated :ach ..h.: very brutally. For this
and the somewhat disgraceful circumstances attending
it; they were dismissed the army, and went to live as
foster-brothers, in the ecity of Paris, where they
preaciied a rousing Jacobitism te indifferent ears.

There are thers to be named- chiefly Lord
Churchill and the fat fop Cunninghame, the Marquis
of Reptun and that poor-witted Jellow Lord Ailsa. All
these appes r to have lived ~n the best of terms with
Richard Escombe. In an ags when (he sword is Jhe
arbiter Jlegans, men quarrel oftcn and are recontiled
as quickly. The enewy of yesterday, whose honour
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could only be establishec by the bload which flowed
upon an innodnt swaru became to-G., the firm
{riend who would die for his antagonist] None was
rc.ier to draw than Sir Richard, nche qibicker to
sheathe the sword and cry: ** '"Tis a man [ have Iﬂ-{ed
as my own brother.” So we find him hobnobbing
with those who had looked on in that unforgotten hour
of Kitty's humilidtion. He had brought the author
of it to his account; the others were forgiven.

Perhaps the attitude of the tqwn helped Sir Dick,in
this. No doubt, had it not been for the King's: fa- .r:ur
and the .ignominious termination of Harborng's con-
spiracy, Kitty would -have suffered all thay her aged
lover meant her to suffer when he jured her to the
Club. PBamphleteers would have been busy; coffee-
rooms all agoy; the zlubs.resounding wi.h the talk.
But victory wins quickly ipon the sympathies even
of cynics—aud the Ifing's favour i for so much.
VWhat otherwise might ha.e been ruin becarpe a sogial
triumph, Bards sang of an hercic ** brother ** bring-
ing hn accursed society to light. Ministers p/exched
from the pulpit,upon the vices of the age and &
woman's title to accusy them. The ing himself
honoured Lady Escom.~ hefore many in his Cuurt.
Tongue vied with tongue in paying her homage. The
litle Sister of St. Francis was a_heroine indrid.

My lord Harborne, it may be, knew nothing of this.
[t has been said that he retired tb his house by Jordans
—where Pern worshipped with the Cuakers, ang'
whose chapel stands to thi=.day. Chce, after many
years, when Kitty and Dicl! were riding over to St
Alpans to visut the Dulcimores, they passed by the
kouse ang stoad a little while at the gates, while Sir
Riehard* told her cgain of an eventful night, and of
the gipsies who had ridden after him.
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* What yon house could tell, few will ever know,"
he said; viey spoke to me of a you g wife who had
been carriec there, and, Kitty, "twis you 1 thought
they nained. But I will .ot be the man's judge. If
it -vere a son of his whose little glove I picked up from
the table, let him answer as the jccasion snall require.
I can but hazard the truth. The cry which I heard
was the cry cf a woman who sufiers more than mortal
agony. Let me add nothing to the story which I can-
nect add of my knowle“ge. Perchance she was but a
wailing wench gone mad of the monotony—I cannot
tell you. Bhut the chLild's g'ave lay npon the table, and
I picked it up—to cast it at the man's feet when we
stood face to face in Medmerham Abbey. But for
that I do believe he would never have drrwn sword
upon me, And, Kitty, had he ..ot doné so, your Dick
would have been a muruerer. Oh, God knows, we
suffered much +.7ether. but this gloomy house may
wel! bid Ls remember that we are hut the instrumenis
and 1ot the authors of eternal justice.'”

He dotfed his hat reverently, and rod=s on with’ her.
An English "ane carried them presently by Jordans
itself, where the Quakers had worshipped their God
in remote solitudes and -wl.cate William Penn hnd
gone forth to the Americas. The beauty of the place,
tha statcly trees girdling it about, the suggestion of a
peace passing understanding, could not be without its
influerce upon ‘those who nassed hy.

For here, as it were, at the very heart of rural Eng-
land, was the Lrst humrbi: temple of a faith whose
nighty cithedral across Jhe seas shouid, in due time,
summon the children of the =arth.

PuirTED 3% TrE Eist oF ExcLa=o. E; wTing Woees, Lot dom awp Nerwicn.
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NEwW F/CTION

The followvin » lisd of Cassell’s Autamn Nowels £ a particularly strong
one, fcludiry oorks by the most amous of r.odern fiction-qurf. 5.
The stories are waried and of fascinating fnterest, and deserve the
aftenfion of all fiton-lovers aubo apprect fe ¢ally gor ¥ Novels.

THE GHOST KINGS
By H. Rider Haggrrd

Antbor of " Benfte, " Klag Solomon's Mines," etc
With B Illustrations by A, MicHaEL. 65,

Once mere w have the presentation of & . irl of t~onderfol charm, wha
throogh no desire of her own is endowed with mystical properties by the
supers(ilions patives, Mr, Rider Hagpard doubtless knows more of the
Zulus than any other writer of our day, and he intruduces here a picturs
G that nation under Dingaan which is both vivid and conviociog:  Their
dealings with the beroine, ber lover, and: the reoegade Evropean who
lives with them, form some of the, hiel incidents of the book, but 1t is
the love of to.> mysterions maiden, of her wanderings in the land of,
the Ghost m—d{ﬁh‘;‘ =ne af the welndest regions Mr, Haggard ‘s
ever imagined--of the search of her 'over for her, and of their-revn®n
alter many strahge adsentures which nabe up & romane of exciting and
fascinati: g interest,

THE VIRGIN IN JUDGMENT

By Eden Pbillpotts
Aucthar of ¥ The Mosber," sz,
With Fromtispies in Colowrs by Guwning King
Cisth Impression,

Once agaln Mr. Eden P‘I:ml:gms has woven a fascinating romance with
# Martyme.r " as the base of the fabrls, but the desiz. and substance are
new, vigorons, and altor’sther ple.a.sing. The general characters of the
story will rank among’ M. Phillpotis' finest creations, out Khoda—whao
gives the title to the “book—wils doubtless live as his greatest, ‘This

<hild 7 f the moor, with her coriour; v ird' *emperament, forms
ooe of the most subtle studies in femininjty in modern literatura,

. Margaret Stan) ary, who comra inte- unwilling conflict with Rhoda,
I]Jm:gh ber marriage with Rhoda's favoorite brothe., and in whom 1as
tragedy of the st centres, is & gentle, loving ereature. the direct
antithesis of the coldly virtnons girl of the moor,

The other chiaraiters in the 'wock are drawn ju an equally excellent
manner, while the ‘duscriptive wring well lﬂ.hlli-_"‘lali.r. Fhillpotts*
reputation in this Cirection.
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SIR RICHAKD ESCOMBE

By Max Pemberton
Autfar of * Wheels pl As treby.3 dee
With Frontispiece in Colowr by Cyrue Coweo, BRI 6s)

Mr, Max Pembertsn has selected as tha principal thema of his new story
the notorioud society of St. Francis, in E-ll'ﬂgl] of George II, and’ its
strange doings st Medmenham Abbey. The main, iptersdt, -Lbwever,
centres round Sir Richard Escombe and his charminﬂ itty Doleimara,
and in the recital of Aneir Yve story, with its many vicissitndes, adven-
tures, misunderstandings, and reconcilistions, it ba foond that the
author has provided one of thnbest romances associa tt:d with his name,

The ast of thevstory is of absorbing interest, r. Pelnberton gives .
a picturm of aristocratic life vhder ' German George'! which is almost
fascipating as his “fictional cyeations, The constitutlod of that curiuus
order of St. Francis and its l.rmd:mn]prﬁa at Medmenham Abbeyr have
never before bes ted in such & fashipn, It i-pdifficuly to realise
th-* this is fact grafted into Qcticn.

MISS FALLOWFIELD'S FOKTUNE

By Ellen Thorneycroft Fowler

With 4 Hlustrafions by STEVEN SPOURRIER, ub.

Miss Fallolwiield, while deploring her . is left & m1lion pounds.
She is afterwards married tnpltﬁn Rev, lm:gnmr, who has' & son
pamed Claude by a former mareiage. The jride and art
to Ausiralia oo a Fineyr pon toor4 news comes home that the ship has
been wrecked and both of them drowned, The ques’ion of
of the fortdne drises. If 3Mrs. Forrester died re her hps the
money will have passed to the latter, from hik to Claude; Tt if Mr.
Forrester was first, sdecansed the foftune belongs to the brides piece,
Dagmar, "beloved lt.} Clande. He'dnd Dagmar have widely divergent
views of the best way to spend e m Pmbxe Conrt decides in
firour of th?b]‘:::b:nd having survived the wifs, on t und that man
{s stromper woman. Lidter & witness states that the wile outlized
tize hus i

How all thess diffealties, which oFscure the question as to whols
legally entitled tothe mocky, are ov, must peleft to the reader to
discover, Amusing scenes in ville & [Xe are’ in the author's beat
style, and the stoty scintillates with epiglama
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THE GSOLDEM PRECIPICE
By H. B. Marriott "#atsnn

Author of ** Galloping Dick,” * The Privateers,” eta,
With Frontigfiece in Colo-rs bv W, Hzrperr Horrowey, 65

Mr. ¥ urriott Watson bz~ in this novel of treasure-seeking, crowded
sensational scenes one upon another.  Liirectly the steamer s=is off upon
her journey stirring episodes happen on board. Then follows an sttempe
to maroon the captain and othocs, which is frustrated by the engineer, a
mighty, man. of musele. A mutioy breaks odt, and the reader is buorried
from one scene o1 Lghtng ta another, ' Flois and counterplots are formed
b;{ the two parties 1o galo the treasure cavern, whith 15 found to be bare,
After some exclung adventures with his lady-love, the enginesr obtains a
fresh clue, the ireasure .s found, the muotineers defeated, and the sieanier

starts for hon'a,
MAD BARPBARA

By WarwicK Deeping
Antbior of ¥ Urher and Ipeaing,” * Tus Slanderers,” s,
With Freatigpiees in Colowrs by Carisoornrn CLark. BRI on
Second Impression,

Fhe author of ** Uther and Igraine ** has followed up ofs brilliant success
wii a first-rate piecs of work, which is c-rtain tc win the admiration of
the eritics and the reading p‘uhiiu. The dialogue in * Mad Barbara,” and
the dramatic scenes which the story contains, exhibit all Mr, Warwick
Deeping s accustomed felicite of pb— "2z, Tre olot, which hs davel~ps
with great skill, s laid in the Stuart period acd is one of absorb ag . L#st

ROSE-WHITE YOUTH

By Dclf Wyllarde
Autbor of ¥ Mafota," ete.
Witk Frontis ies in Colowrs by P, B, Hickrine, 6.
Third 'mpression.

A study of girlhood verging into wemanhood is bers presented in =
muaner which arreto attention at e first line and fascinates to the le-L
Betty, the schoolgirl, with her slang, her grit, her honesty ot purpose—
but withal, he~ puzzling femininity, is a ch.racter who will ‘sccare
pdrriration from all rml!eu A girl's heart—who can’ understand it ?
But Dolf Wyllarde nas &°. least give1 us an ins“ght into one In this story ;
has sympatbetically "révealed the pa.<ing of the girl into the woman's
realm, with its infiuitude cf pathcs and ragedy,
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THE HATE OF MAN
Bv Headon Hill

Authar of *The Dulls Decides,” e
With Frontispiecovin Colowrs hﬁ Cwvros Congo, RL 65
Second Tmprassion.

Sir Chmies Killerty, the propristor of & great Loadon daily news-
g_ape:r. has been trying for many years to hying Simon Marwoad to jest'te.
be latter takes an oaik to avesge himsell on Sir Charles. who Iy the
organiser of o strong defzacs agajnst 4 great m t ef fordigners
plotilog Great Britain’s overihrow In wiich the ex-cdovict is involved,
together with Lester Cornwallis, who is a clerk at the War Office. How

Angunsta Killerby, Dolly Bede, and Adolphe !hlznll their parts in
the ensning evants i lnil by My, Hnudnnplgiﬂjwi i:h.iprl;{temt!u shill,

A LIFK’S ARREARS

By Florence Warde
Anther of # The House on the Marsh,” *Fhe el 3ol Wold,” ato.
Wit Evontisglece in Golours by W, Drvan. ¥z,

* Agsuming that we were to fovest It with due cantion, 3 we shonld
do," said the law er, *1 think yoo might count opon some Wk
2,000 & year.," Jane Mariste “was stunned. Fwnry aod & har 4,
um-irum, frendless existence in a Bloomsprry ing-honse to affin-
ence by nhm:ﬁod‘:nt':l It was'like & dreava, At frst Miss Maristow
bardly snew what to do with . 2 v==lfh nor . ow to enjoy hersell With it
Ali= s deliberatlon she made ap her to go i1 Monte Carlo,
where she vs lovolved in some most exciting adventurss, whirs make

excellant readiyg.
MY LOST SELF

By A. W. Marchmon?
Aunthar of * The Man who was Didad, st

With Fronfispisca in Colowrs by Lynos Coxzo, UL 6n

Srgond Impression,
Mr, Marchmont's, new book ia an g oarcdtive of adventura,
Tn tha nqlEd’r‘l best manner,*it tells of a og American who finls
himssli & lﬂnmmﬂl on an i off the roast of Italy.
a

How ha is thou by & beantjful and terrgr-siricken wom.in,
uﬂhuwthakmmmxlmmh;ﬁe m fe2 ope of their leaders, are
ywo of many In which will rap afl lovers of mystery, adventors,
and passion..

E
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THE AMETHYST TROSS

By Fergus Hurae
Av bar of *The Mystery of a Iy n Cab,!’ 2.
Ftd Frowtigpiecs in Colowrs by DupLe. TENNANT,  3r 6d

* The Ametbyst Crcs' ' a~ovel full of thrilling cituations and
startling surprises,¢ The plot is woven round an anethyst cross, in con-
nection with which & fortune is concerned. Lesbia, the hercine, gives the
jewel, which has bewn entrusted to her by her Gying mother, as a love
tokag to her flamef, George Wal er. How George is attacked and robbed
of tha 1?:!35: bat one of the many dramatic events which bold the reader
to the end.

LIFE'S CHEQUER EDARD
By Helen Wallace
Anthor of ' The Coming of Isobel,” " T Fleasurs -Hlﬂ.l.lm.-." te,
With 4 Illustrations by Huwarn SomERVICLE, 6
The reader will find in this new book the popular Scotch writer,
Miss Helen Wallace. pn abundance of inc t, stro., individual :nm'5'
traiture, and delightul duscriglive touches: which will recall the glow of

the hepther an{ the freshness of the uill boeezrs, It Is a stimiug stoty of
self-sacrifee and unconscionr love.

THE CAIRN OF THE EADGER

By Madge Barlow
With Fromtisgiecs {7 Colowrs &7 E, Sorcriere.  Gr
 The Cairr of the Badger ** is the story of a dramatic conf.ct mween
two wilh, " mencof well.contrasted temperaments, represent.ag birth and
paverty on the one hand, and plebeian blocd and wealth on the other,
Femiuine in holds the issue of the struggle fo thelling suspense,
votil a powerful and moviog climax is reached.

THE REVENGE OF GILBERT
STRANGE
By Walrver Wood

Author of "The b.ord ot tha Dyke," sta,
Witk Fromtitpioce in Colrurs by'Max Cowrer,  fr
Confident &f tha! ptability of the business inherited dfrom his father,
Giipert Strange led 3 eomfortabls, -i:itaguwl.:g life antil the day when the
great erash came, Ficancial min= nllo { ¥ socig!, ostracism, and his
dismissal by his fieweée—ren raled o b,y his real strength, azd created thé
desiry to avenge bimself upon those wh's had Ciumphecin his downfall,
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HOODMAN GRELY, CHRIST]JAN

By David Raeburn
Vo' Frontistires. 6s.

According %o an ancipl legend, the) ghust of*Judas Iscariot baunis a
Cornish tin-mime, which is therefore locally known as the Dldlju mine.
Querneby, a stern financier, who s sceptical with regard 1o refigion, deter
‘mines to spedulate in Jld Jodas and re-open the workings, The prelim.
inary operatiops lead fo the discovery of ‘e thirty rusty pieces of ZilJer
which were the price of *innocent ." Hoodman Gre= gives thess
eoing, each of which scems to be ro emblem of the u wﬂ:ﬂE MAMMOon
taint, to Liyiton Clay, in extremely cleveribut indolest artist. The

ossession of rha sinfaer silvr ius_;uru this man to pakx a pictore of
udps's face, In which the depths'of racking re'morse are so s gly
scored that everyone who beholls it is startled. To all who lpok upbn the
picture it seemg to conbey a reproach and a dread warning that ** God ie
not mocked * ; that tha wership of Mammon is not coqgatible with F'3
EEIVire,

Meantime, despite his fame and P widespread toal effect of bis
traching, Hoodmey Grey livey a saintly, unspoiled maﬂ?khlth & frdogly
crowined by a sublime coding.

SHIPS OF DESIRE

By EKate Horn
With Frdntispiecs, Gs.

sn b=l culing situation §s cremted at the very outset pf this story.
Caplain Fasc es is gallantly saved from death by his hru‘tlfx officer, Lord
Canfield, and i the depth of his gratitode yows cternal devotwn to his
rescljer. Canfield's demand in this respectyis extracrdinary, and Jeada
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