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    At its heart, Mr. Rowl traces the testing of loyalty and conscience when a single resolute figure becomes the fulcrum of danger, obligation, and unexpected human connection.

Mr. Rowl is a work of historical fiction by D. K. Broster, a British novelist known for finely researched, character-driven narratives. First published in the first half of the twentieth century, the novel is set in an earlier historical era, evoked with close attention to manners, social codes, and the hazards of travel and communication before modern conveniences. Readers encounter a landscape in which personal reputation, patronage, and swift judgment can change destinies. Within this context, Broster crafts a story that balances the energy of adventure with the introspection of a moral drama, situating individual lives within the shifting pressures of history.

Without revealing later turns, the premise brings a compelling central figure into contact with people whose fates become unexpectedly intertwined with his. What begins as a seemingly contained obligation steadily widens into a chain of events that demands resourcefulness and moral clarity. Encounters in unfamiliar places, shifting alliances, and the constant pressure of risk create an atmosphere of suspense. Yet the narrative is as much about the quiet reckonings of the heart as it is about outward peril. The result is an experience that moves swiftly while leaving space for reflection on motives, consequences, and the weight of promises.

Broster’s novel explores enduring themes: the friction between private conscience and public duty, the cost and necessity of trust, and the question of how far one should go to protect another. It considers the power of social expectations to shape decisions, while also probing the moments when principle compels defiance. The story examines identity under pressure and the responsibilities that come with influence or strength. Equally important is the interplay between compassion and justice—how acts of mercy can both heal and complicate. These themes are woven through relationships that cross lines of class, temperament, and experience, giving the book breadth and depth.

Stylistically, the book reflects Broster’s hallmark clarity and restraint. Scenes are drawn with economical detail that conjures place and period without encumbering pace. Dialogue carries much of the characterization, revealing both wit and reticence, while action sequences are crisp and purposeful. The prose favors measured intensity over melodrama, allowing emotion to surface through gesture, silence, and choice rather than overt declaration. Readers will notice how carefully the narrative controls tension, alternating between movement and stillness, danger and reprieve. This balance lends the work an elegant momentum, inviting attention to both the drama of events and the subtler turns of feeling.

For contemporary readers, Mr. Rowl resonates because it treats integrity not as an abstraction but as a lived practice tested by uncertainty. It prompts reflection on civic and personal responsibility, the ethics of intervention, and the risks of withholding or extending trust. In an age alert to questions of power and vulnerability, the book’s preoccupation with accountability—what we owe one another when circumstances tighten—feels strikingly current. Its emphasis on empathy, courage, and the moral imagination offers both comfort and challenge. The narrative suggests that character is forged in the spaces between intention and action, where outcomes are seldom guaranteed.

Approached today, the novel offers an immersive journey through a convincingly realized past and a vigilant study of choice under pressure. Its mood combines alertness and compassion, vigor and poise, granting readers the satisfactions of historical adventure alongside the quiet illumination of character. Those drawn to nuanced ethics, understated romance, and carefully crafted suspense will find much to admire. As an example of D. K. Broster’s broader achievement in historical fiction, Mr. Rowl showcases how a single story can illuminate a wider world—one where fate is negotiated in conversation, in courage, and in the difficult fidelity to one’s own best self.
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    Mr. Rowl opens in wartime France, where an Englishman known by the courtesy title Mr. Rowl is swept into events far beyond his control. Dispatched on a modest but risky errand along the coast, he finds himself stranded behind enemy lines when routine turns to crisis. The narrative establishes the tension of occupied territory, the watchfulness of officials, and the uncertain loyalties of civilians. Early chapters sketch his self-discipline, reserve, and caution, as well as his unshowy sense of duty. With travel routes tightened and the sea no longer a safe escape, he is forced to depend on wits rather than rank or force.

Capture follows swiftly, and he is conveyed inland to the elaborate machinery of a prisoner-of-war system. The depots, regulations, and daily routines are depicted with cool clarity rather than melodrama, emphasizing the long, wearing nature of confinement. Mr. Rowl observes, measures, and waits, noting the temperaments of fellow captives and their varying appetites for risk. His observations extend to the guards and bureaucrats as well, revealing a spectrum of motives shaped by hardship and habit. Rather than attempt a hasty breakout, he begins assembling small advantages, testing assumptions, and learning the official rhythms that might conceal a chance to slip away.

A first opportunity emerges in the ordinary bustle of transfers and paperwork. Mr. Rowl seizes it, only to find that the difficulties of freedom can rival the confines of prison. The countryside presents checkpoints, informers, and the pitfalls of too obvious discretion. A misstep forces him to improvise, and the episode clarifies his method: he survives not by brute daring but by careful reading of people and place. An unexpected act of human decency complicates the escape, reminding him that enemies wear ordinary faces. This encounter becomes a pivot, connecting him with local concerns that will thread through the rest of the story.

The narrative then unfolds into a pattern of wary alliances. Mr. Rowl receives help from individuals whose reasons mix compassion, self-interest, and regional pride. He reciprocates with caution, aware that each favor creates obligations he may not be able to discharge. Disguises, altered routes, and forged or borrowed papers figure into their calculations, but the greater resource is trust apportioned in careful increments. Domestic interiors, farm lanes, and coastal byways are shown as both refuge and trap, and the book tracks how war intrudes into daily life. Through this, Mr. Rowl’s reserve begins to temper with a steadier, more active gratitude.

A turning point arrives when a broader operation tightens surveillance across the district. Rumors of plots and expected landings prompt the authorities to scrutinize strangers and credentials. Mr. Rowl and his helpers adapt with a revised plan that depends on the precise timing of patrols, the bias of local officials, and the gaps between jurisdictions. A staged misdirection gives them room to maneuver, but the margin is narrow, and the cost is borne in favors promised. The novel keeps the tension practical: meals, lodging, and distances are emphasized, underscoring that endurance and logistics often decide outcomes as surely as boldness.

As the coast draws nearer, the pursuit grows more personal. An officer tasked with closing the net begins to read Mr. Rowl’s habits, turning familiarity into a form of pressure. Scenes of near-discovery hinge on small gestures and the silent complicity of bystanders. Weather and terrain become active elements: a night crossing, a flooded track, a cliff path where speed is risky. The Englishman’s goal is no longer abstract escape but a particular way off the continent, arranged through intermediaries who demand exact signals at exact times. A single misunderstanding could undo weeks of care, and everyone involved knows it.

Near the climax, Mr. Rowl faces a choice between an immediately safer route and the promise he has made to safeguard someone else’s interests. The decision is framed not as spectacular heroism but as adherence to a personal scale of honor. This choice reshapes alliances and draws final attention from the authorities. The narrative balances urgency with restraint: exchanges are quiet, plans are sketched rather than declaimed, and the consequences of failure are allowed to speak for themselves. The book emphasizes how loyalty, once accepted, carries its own command, even when it runs counter to prudence or national advantage.

The concluding movement brings confrontation and a reckoning of debts. Identities are verified, intentions interrogated, and the thin line between official duty and private conscience is tested. Outcomes turn on the credibility that Mr. Rowl and his associates have accumulated, and on the readiness of those in power to acknowledge nuance. Without revealing specifics, the resolution honors the story’s measured tone: it closes threads without theatrical flourish, leaving room for reflective afterthought. The sea and the road, recurring motifs throughout, appear once more as signs of both peril and release, framing an ending that feels earned by patience and consistency.

Overall, Mr. Rowl presents an adventure shaped by tact, endurance, and moral steadiness rather than spectacle. It explores the workings of wartime bureaucracy, the fragile economies of trust, and the human capacity to see an adversary as a person. Key events are arranged to emphasize process: how small choices accumulate into turning points, and how ordinary places become theaters of decision. The book’s message is quiet but firm: honor persists where empathy tempers duty, and courage is often the discipline to keep promises under strain. In its composure and clarity, the narrative delivers suspense with an abiding respect for consequence.
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    Set in the 1790s, amid the French Revolutionary Wars, the narrative unfolds between the English south coast and the opposing shores of Brittany and Normandy. Market towns, ports, and rural estates in counties such as Hampshire, Dorset, or Cornwall stand under wartime vigilance, with patrols, revenue men, and militia alert to spies and contraband. Across the Channel lie Breton villages and rocky inlets where Royalist resistance and clandestine embarkations persist. The atmosphere is one of invasion scares, naval blockades, prisoner exchanges, and émigré flight. Mr. Rowl’s world is thus defined by coastal thresholds—customhouses, parole districts, and tide-dependent crossings—where personal loyalties collide with the demands of national security.

The French Revolution (1789) and the Reign of Terror (1793–1794) form the crucible of the book’s backstory. The Committee of Public Safety, the Law of Suspects (17 September 1793), and Revolutionary Tribunals created a machinery of surveillance and execution, culminating in mass guillotinings and atrocities such as the Nantes drownings (1793–1794) under Jean-Baptiste Carrier. The Thermidorian Reaction (27 July 1794) ended Robespierre’s rule, but left a fractured society. Mr. Rowl reflects this upheaval through the presence of émigrés and Royalists whose flight, assumed identities, and haunted memories of confiscation and indictment mirror the political violence, making the Channel a corridor not simply of war, but of refuge and pursuit.

The French Revolutionary Wars (1793–1802) pitted Britain against the French Republic across the seas. The Channel Fleet enforced blockades from Portsmouth and Plymouth, while privateers operated from ports like Saint-Malo, Dunkirk, and Cherbourg. Invasion alarms followed the failed French expedition to Bantry Bay (December 1796) and the landing at Fishguard, Wales (February 1797), which capitulated to Lord Cawdor. Coastal defenses, signal stations, and volunteer corps proliferated. Mr. Rowl engages this theater of conflict through scenes of patrols, clandestine embarkations, and naval oversight: the rhythms of tides and tides of war structure encounters, with loyalties tested between gunfire at sea and hospitality—or suspicion—ashore.

An essential context is the British treatment of enemy aliens and prisoners of war. French officers were often held on parole in designated towns under strict boundaries and reporting rules, while large depots such as Portchester Castle (Hampshire) confined rank-and-file from 1793 onward; Norman Cross, near Peterborough, opened in 1797 as the first purpose-built POW camp. The Aliens Act (1793) mandated registration and permitted detention or expulsion; the Suspension of Habeas Corpus (1794) and later Aliens legislation tightened surveillance. Mr. Rowl’s trajectory mirrors these realities: the constrained freedom of parole, the perils of broken bonds, and the constant negotiation with magistrates, gaolers, and informers.

The War in the Vendée (1793–1796) and the related Chouannerie in Brittany (c. 1794–1800) deeply shadow the narrative’s French side. Royalist and Catholic insurgents, led by figures such as Jacques Cathelineau, Charles de Bonchamps, Jean-Nicolas Stofflet, and François de Charette, fought Republican armies in western France. In Brittany, Georges Cadoudal and Jean Cottereau (“Jean Chouan”) orchestrated guerrilla warfare. Reprisals were savage: the “infernal columns” ravaged the Vendée in 1794, and captured leaders were executed—Charette in March 1796. Mr. Rowl evokes these conflicts through characters marked by defeats, clandestine networks, and the risk-laden crossings between Jersey or the English coast and Breton hideouts.

British support for French Royalists reached a critical episode in the Quiberon expedition (June–July 1795). Organized with the backing of William Pitt the Younger’s government, and carried by a Royal Navy squadron under Sir John Borlase Warren, Royalist forces led by Joseph de Puisaye and the Comte d’Hervilly landed on the Quiberon Peninsula. General Lazare Hoche outmaneuvered them; hundreds of prisoners were shot after capitulation near Auray in July 1795. This catastrophe reverberated across émigré circles in London, the Channel Islands, and southern England. Mr. Rowl channels Quiberon’s legacy through traumatized survivors, coded correspondence, and the wary calculus of any renewed venture along the Breton littoral.

Domestic strains within Britain further color the wartime mood. The mutinies at Spithead (April–May 1797) and the Nore (May–June 1797) exposed grievances over pay, victualling, and discipline, even as Britain faced French arms. Panic at home peaked alongside fears stoked by the 1798 Irish Rebellion and earlier invasion signals. Customs and excise battles with smugglers intensified as duties rose; revenue cutters and naval craft patrolled creeks and coves used alike by contrabandists and clandestine passengers. Mr. Rowl draws on this texture of watchfulness—beacons, signal masts, and the alertness of local magistrates—where every nocturnal landing might be a rescue, a betrayal, or a pretext for arrest.

As a social and political critique, the book probes wartime xenophobia, the precarious status of émigrés, and the friction between honor and bureaucracy. It exposes how emergency laws, surveillance, and informant cultures compress civil liberties and estrange neighbors. Class divides appear in the contrast between gentry hospitality and official suspicion, between seafaring labor and the privileges of parole officers. The narrative challenges crude national stereotypes by humanizing “the enemy,” and it questions the ethical cost of state security when compassion risks being reclassified as treason. In dramatizing these tensions, Mr. Rowl indicts both Revolutionary terror and British overreach, insisting on personal conscience amid competing loyalties.
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“Here is neither labour to be endured nor danger to be dreaded,
yet here is all that labour or danger can procure or purchase.
Look round and tell me which of your wants is without supply: if
you want nothing, how are you unhappy?”—Rasselas, chap. iii.



It was quite likely that at an earlier stage of the afternoon
the youthful and lively little company in the drawing
room at Northover had been playing forfeits, or something
equally childish. But when Mr. Ralph Bentley,
the owner of Northover, strolled along the terrace about
half-past five o’clock with a couple of companions, they
were making music, for a very pleasant tenor voice came
floating through the windows, which, because it was a
fine mid-March day, were slightly open. The voice was
singing “Since First I Saw Your Face.”

The middle-aged gentlemen outside stopped to listen.
“Very tuneful, egad!” observed one of them. “Who’s
the minstrel, Bentley?”

“Judging from the ‘r’s,’ I should say it is our captive
friend des Sablières,” responded the master of the house
with a smile. “Don’t you think so, Ramage?”

“‘The sun whose beams most glorious are,’” sang the
voice, but the brow of the gentleman just addressed in no
way resembled that luminary.

“What right has a French prisoner to be singing English
songs?” he growled. “If he must sing at all, let him
keep to his own jargon!”

“But surely one should admire the Frenchman’s

enterprise,” objected the first speaker. “And he sings the old
song very well. How did he learn it, I wonder?”

“Better ask him, Sturgis,” replied Mr. Bentley with a
twinkle, as the unseen singer declared that where’er he
went he would leave his heart behind him, and applause
greeted the end of the song.

“I had almost asked you, Bentley,” said Mr. Sturgis,
who had only that day arrived on a visit to Northover,
“what a French prisoner was doing singing any kind of
song in your house, having forgotten for the moment that
Wanfield was now a parole town. You have a good few of
Boney’s officers[2] here, I expect?”

“Only about eighty—not nearly so many as at Reading
or Oswestry. Wanfield is quite a small place, as you
know.”

“Eighty too many!” remarked Mr. Ramage, who
seemed possessed by a grievance. “They are a damned
nuisance, and Bannister, the agent, is too easy with
them. Hardly a week passes but one of them breaks his
parole or is up to some dirty trick or other!”

“Come, come, Ramage,” interposed Mr. Bentley, “you
exaggerate, my dear fellow. We have not really had a
case since December, 1812—since last year, in fact—when
that major of engineers took the key of the fields, as I
believe he would call it. He got clear off, too.”

“Yes, and how?” enquired Mr. Ramage indignantly,
the very wig he conservatively wore bristling with
indignation. “Disgraceful to say, with English
assistance! To think what some people will do for
money—that for the sake of gain there should exist
throughout the country a regular gang of escape agents
who live by it as by a trade! But I have got my eye on
that man Zachary Miller—pedlar, poacher, and what
not—and one day I shall catch him at his nefarious
practices! I am convinced that it was he was the go-between
with Major Suchet and those even greater scoundrels
on the coast.”

“Zachary Miller?” enquired a fresh voice, proceeding
from a tall, fair, handsome gentleman of about thirty who
had come unperceived along the terrace and joined them.

“What about Zachary Miller? Not poaching again, I
hope? I had him up before me last month, but he managed
to prove an alibi.”

Mr. Ramage turned eagerly to the newcomer. “Not
poaching, no, Sir Francis. I suspect him of something
much worse—only there again nothing can be proved
against him.”

“Ramage thinks he is a sort of escape agent for the
prisoners, Mulholland,” supplied Mr. Bentley rather
quizzically. “That is a somewhat more ambitious occupation
than poaching.”

“A better paid one, anyhow,” observed Sir Francis
Mulholland. “If you would tell me what you know
about Zachary Miller, Mr. Ramage, I should be greatly
obliged to you, for I am tired of finding him prowling in
my woods for no apparent reason. But let us remove
ourselves for the purpose, since I know that Mr. Bentley
finds it hard to believe anything to the discredit of the
French prisoners.”

“Now, my dear fellow!” protested his host, but Sir
Francis, with a smile which seemed to show that he was
only jesting, slipped his arm through that of the detractor
of Zachary Miller and they walked away, he inclining his
head to listen to the gesture-emphasized disclosures of
the smaller man.

“That is Mulholland of Mulholland Park, I take it?[1q]”
observed Mr. Sturgis to his friend. “I did not quite catch
his name when you introduced us just now. I seem to
remember that he had just succeeded his uncle in the
estate when I visited you two years ago, but that he had
not yet taken up his residence. The prospect, however,
if I am not mistaken, was then causing a considerable
flutter among the young ladies of the district and their
mammas.”

Mr. Bentley smiled. “It was, and the flutter continued
unabated until about three months ago, when he
ceased to be the very eligible parti[3] at whom they were
all setting their caps.”

“Ceased? Why?”

“Because he became engaged. And the mortifying

thing to the fair of the neighbourhood was, that he laid
Mulholland Park at the feet of no local aspirant after all,
although—and this perhaps made it the more bitter—his
chosen lady was staying at Wanfield at the time, in this
house, in fact. Sir Francis Mulholland is betrothed to a
very charming young lady, Miss Juliana Forrest, a school
friend of my daughter’s.”

“Juliana Forrest—Lord Fulgrave’s daughter?”

“The same. She is one of the party in the drawing
room now, for she has been staying with Mrs. Mulholland—though
she goes away the day after to-morrow, and
then returns, I hope, to visit us here at Northover. Don’t
fall in love with her if you can help it, Sturgis; I have a
fancy that, though he tries not to show it, Mulholland
is infernally jealous.”

“He could hardly be jealous of an old man of sixty!
And so they met here, at Northover?”

“He was accepted last January under this very roof—to
be exact, I believe, in the small room off the drawing
room where I keep my Chinese porcelain.”

Mr. Sturgis looked away for a moment. Sir Francis
and his companion had disappeared round the corner of
the house. “I should have thought, Bentley,” he said
slowly—“pardon an old friend, won’t you?—that Mulholland
and your own pretty girl ... had you never
thought of the match?”

Mr. Bentley showed a heartfree smile on his daughter’s
account. “Laetitia, my dear fellow, is going to marry
her second cousin. And—try to believe that it is not a
case of sour grapes—she does not greatly like Mulholland;
I can’t think why. Possibly because—well, you know
what girlish friendships are. Yet hers and Juliana’s
seems as strong as ever; in fact, I sometimes wonder how
Sir Francis likes his betrothed spending as much time
at Northover as, I am glad to say, she does, and what he
said when he heard that she was going to pay us, and not
his mother, a visit in April.... Where have he
and Ramage got to, I wonder?”

“Some quiet spot where they can discuss the chance of
getting this Mr. Zachary Miller transported, I imagine,”

returned his friend. “It is transportation now, is it not,
for helping a prisoner of war to escape?”

“Since last year, yes. But I cannot say that so far the
fact has done much to deter escapes, though I suppose it
has raised their cost. It is a very surprising thing to me,
this inability of the French to respect their parole of
honour. My old Royalist friend, the Comte de Sainte-Suzanne,
who has been an exile for twenty years and
lived here for twelve of them, assigns it all, of course, to
the spirit which came in at the Revolution. He says that
the majority of these officers are destitute alike of breeding
and of military tradition, so what can one expect?”

“Ah, you have a Frenchman of the other party living
here?” exclaimed Mr. Sturgis with interest. “Yes, of
course, I remember him now. How do the two kinds
mix?”

“About as well as oil and vinegar. The Comte ignores
any Bonapartist prisoner he may happen to meet. Young
des Sablières, who was singing just now, is about the sole
exception, and I think he tolerates him only because he
is of good family and has a pleasing address. It is a
mercy that it is so, for Sainte-Suzanne being such an old
friend, and having the freedom of Northover, he and Mr.
Rowl meet here fairly often.”

“Mr. Rowl?” queried his guest.

Mr. Bentley smiled. “The shop people and so on, who
can’t get their tongues round M. Raoul des Sablières’
family name, call him by that form of his Christian one.”

“Is Mr. Rowl the only one of the paroled officers who
has the privilege of your hospitality?”

“No; I daresay there are about half-a-dozen others.
But he is here the most frequently. A charming fellow,
we all think him, even though he is an enemy—and when
he was at large, I somehow fancy, a pretty daring one.
Not that he ever talks of his exploits. He is a hussar,
and was wounded and captured at Salamanca last summer.”

They took a turn up and down. Someone was now
playing the pianoforte with vigour. “That’s Laetitia,”

said her father. “We might go in when she has finished
her performance.”

“Before we do, and before the patriotic Mr. Ramage
comes back,” said Mr. Sturgis, taking his friend by the
arm, “tell me something, my dear Bentley. I presume
that here, as elsewhere, the prisoners are strictly limited
as to where they may go—one mile along the turnpike
road from either confine of the town being their boundary,
eh?”

Mr. Bentley nodded.

“Well, my dear friend, when last I visited you the first
milestone—I distinctly remember the fact—stood a few
yards to the left of your entrance gates, between you and
Wanfield. Now it is a few yards on the right! Has
Northover shifted its position since 1811? I understand
that an earthquake tremor was felt last year in some
parts of England.”

“It wasn’t an earthquake, Sturgis. I had the distance
from the town remeasured, and it was found to be ...
slightly incorrect.” And as Mr. Sturgis laughed and
shook his finger at him the good gentleman added half
apologetically: “The poor devils have so few distractions!
And as I am a magistrate, and was actually deputy sheriff
at the time of the—the correction, no one dared to say
anything. Yet some day” (and here Mr. Bentley lowered
his voice and glanced over his shoulder), “I half expect
to find that Ramage has remeasured the distance yet
again on his own account, and laid his discovery before
another magistrate—Mulholland perhaps.”

“Curious, if you come to think of it,” said Mr. Sturgis
reflectively, “that all over England and Scotland these
French officers on parole are living freely amongst us,
and in many cases are received into our family circles!”

“And why not?” asked Mr. Bentley. “They fought
clean; every soldier from the Peninsula says that. Well,
let us go in; I fancy that Laetitia is drawing to the close
of that newest display of fireworks of hers, the ‘Siege of
Badajoz.’ If the actual event was really as noisy as that,
I am glad I was not there.”


It was a charming scene into which Mr. Bentley
ushered the new arrival, for the wide, low room, whose
last-century chintzes still survived in this thirteenth year
of the new, was brightened by groups in narrow high-waisted
gowns and sandals, in long-tailed blue or brown
coats and tight pantaloons and frills, the wearers of
which, all young and all animated, seemed to be enjoying
themselves hugely, and, now that the strains of Mr.
Wesley’s “characteristic sonata” no longer resounded,
were making a good deal more noise than even the pianoforte
had done.

Laetitia Bentley, a pretty, fair girl in white and yellow,
still sat at that instrument, but she was looking up and
talking to another of her own sex. Leaning against the
pianoforte, and studying some music outspread upon it,
was a young man of about four and twenty who caught
the eye at once by reason of his unlikeness to any of the
other young men present; and that not so much by his
good looks as by his naturally more lively expression, his
air of being able to set himself instantly in motion with the
minimum of effort, like a well-trained runner or a deer.
He was dark-haired, but fair-skinned, with a suggestion
of sunburn that had survived captivity and winter; his
little moustache, so slight that it was hardly more than
a pencilled line across his lip, like that of a Stuart gallant,
left the firm but sweet-tempered mouth revealed. Yet its
mere presence sufficed to stamp him as not English.
“That, of course, is ‘Mr. Rowl,’” said Mr. Sturgis to
himself.

The sound of the door opening had been drowned in
chatter, but suddenly Laetitia caught sight of her father
and rose quickly from the music stool; the young Frenchman
too raised his head and saw him, and his face lit up
with a very pleasant smile. There was a general chorus of
exclamation, and Mr. Sturgis, welcomed a little shyly
by his host’s daughter, was presented to all the ladies
severally, and before long found himself engaged in converse
with her whose acquaintance had been specially
promised him—Miss Juliana Forrest.

She was a tall, dark, handsome girl with a beautifully

modelled head on a long neck, an exquisite mouth, and
an air of race—“a typical beauty,” thought Mr. Sturgis
to himself, “and with all the airs and graces of one too,
I’ll warrant.” But as he chatted to her a little, telling
her how he had known her father at Cambridge, he
found her not quite what he had looked to find, but more
lively, natural, and open, more charming, in short, than
he had surmised from his first glance at her.

A little later, after he had been called away by Mr.
Bentley to be presented to someone else, he perceived
that the young French officer (who, however, was not
in uniform) had gone up to her where she sat in her
long-sleeved gown of lilac sarcenet, spotted with amber,
on a small couch in a corner of the room. She looked
beautiful and animated; his face the observer could not
see. “Making pretty speeches, of course,” he reflected—“a
Frenchman’s main idea of conversation with a
woman.”

But, if he could have overheard, he would have discovered
the chief subject of the little interview to be
quite other. So too might Sir Francis Mulholland who,
having just come in, was watching the couple, unobserved,
from his place near the door.

“And so you are leaving us on Saturday,
Mademoiselle?” the young man was saying.

“Yes, for about a month, Monsieur. But I shall find
you here, no doubt, when I return?”

Raoul des Sablières made a little face. “My chance of
being exchanged is so small that I fear you will. Pardon
my ill manners! At any rate, I have something to look
forward to—your return, Mademoiselle ... I must
strive, must I not, that my English, improved, I dare to
hope, by the books which you and Miss Bentley have
been so kind as to lend me, shall not fall away while you
are absent.”

“Your English is very good indeed, Monsieur,” said
Miss Forrest, who had lent the young Frenchman books
in that tongue just because, speaking and understanding
it so well (he had passed his childhood in England), he
could appreciate them. “Ah, that reminds me—how

annoying! I had intended before leaving Wanfield to
lend you my copy of Rasselas[1], and to bring it here to-day,
but I forgot. It is written, you know, in the most
excellent style; you could not do better than study it.”

“I should be only too delighted,” said M. des Sablières
with an inclination. “But, alas, I cannot come and
fetch it from Mulholland Park, since that is out of
bounds.”

“So it is,” agreed Miss Juliana. “How vexatious! I
must send the book then to your lodgings by one of the
servants—you lodge with Miss Hitchings, I think? But
then I shall not be able to point out to you my favourite
passages, as I had designed.”

“Mais celà, c’est désolant!” exclaimed the prospective
reader. “What is one to do?” He could not, of course,
suggest that she should accompany the book to his
lodgings.

The Honourable Juliana pondered. She was a very
high-spirited young lady, accustomed to having her own
way, and equally unaccustomed to having that way
criticized—much less controlled, as a certain person was
trying to control it at present. Still, to inform a young
foreigner, whom, after all, she did not know very well,
that she purposed coming to Northover to-morrow afternoon
to take farewell of Laetitia Bentley, and to apprise
him of her homeward route in case he also should be
taking a walk ... no, even with so laudable an aim
as the personal bestowal on him of Doctor Johnson’s
model of style, it would not do....

“I must mark the passages before I send Rasselas to
you, Monsieur des Sablières,” was her conclusion, and
Raoul had hardly bowed his acquiescence before a deputation
of young ladies was upon him, begging him to
sing again—a French song this time, and by preference
a new one, since he had sung them so very antiquated
an English air; Heaven knew where he could have unearthed
it!

“New?” repeated Captain des Sablières doubtfully.
“Mais, chères demoiselles, where do you think I have

been these last three years to learn the new ditties of
Paris?”

“Did you never sing in Spain, then, ‘Mr. Rowl’?”
half mischievously enquired one damsel.

“Yes—hymns,” replied Raoul with entire gravity. But
before the protesting laughter had subsided he admitted,
“Eh bien, yes, I know one new song—at least, it was new
two years ago. I heard it first on the banks of the Caya—Queen
Hortense’s ballad about le jeune et beau Dunois,
partant pour la Syrie in the time of the ... the
Croisades. I can play the air tant bien que mal.” Bowing
to Miss Forrest, he went towards the pianoforte, the
little group following him with questions about the song
and its writer, and Juliana Forrest was left alone in her
corner, on which Sir Francis Mulholland immediately
stalked across to her, his face rather thunderous. But
Miss Forrest, if she noticed any meteorological symptoms,
did not betray her knowledge, as she remarked
evenly, “Ah, there you are, Francis!”

“There I have been for some time,” returned
her betrothed. “I was waiting until you were disengaged.”

His tone was not exactly disagreeable, but neither was
it the tone of mere jest. Juliana shot a little glance up at
him. That Francis was jealous, and sometimes insanely
jealous, she had discovered about three days after her
engagement; at first the fact had amused her, but it had
soon ceased to do so.

“But that was very unnecessary,” she returned cheerfully.
“I, on my part, had been wondering where you
were got to all this time.”

“I did not observe any signs of solicitude. Had there
really been any speculation in your mind, you could have
seen me standing by the farther door these five minutes
or so.”

“My dear Francis,” returned the girl with a shade of
impatience, “you surely do not desire to see me craning
my neck in all directions to observe your whereabouts
every moment that I have not the pleasure of your society!
I would not wish to make either of us ridiculous. And,

as you are now happily arrived, pray sit down and listen
to the new French song which M. des Sablières is
about to sing to us.”

Sir Francis did not sit down. The word “ridiculous”
had brought a slight colour to his cheek. “I have no
desire to hear French songs. I came to ask you to give
me a few minutes’ private conversation—in the Chinese
room over there, for instance.”

“Willingly,” replied Miss Forrest, “when the song is
over. Hush—it is just going to begin. Pray, Francis ...”


“Partant pour la Syri....e,”




sang Mr. Rowl, seated at the pianoforte,


“Le jeune et beau Dunois

 Venait prier Mari....e

   De bénir ses exploits.

 Faites, reine immortell....e,

 Lui dit-il en partant,

 Qu’aimé de la plus bell....e

   Je sois le plus vaillant!”




And, fidget and scowl though Miss Forrest’s future lord
did throughout the following three verses, he had to
remain beside her. The moment, however, that the last
note was drowned in applause, he gave her a significant
glance, and going to a neighbouring door, held it open
for her. Unhurriedly, the Honourable Juliana rose and
passed through it into a little room containing an old
spinet, one or two fine Queen Anne chairs, and much
Chinese porcelain, mostly imprisoned in cabinets.

She turned on the young man as he shut the door
behind them. “So this is to be an interview en règle!
We had another in here once!” And she smiled, a delightful
roguish smile calculated, one would have
thought, to dissipate the most obstinate male sulks. “But
what is it that needs such solemn precautions, and that
cannot be said when we go home presently in your
curricle?”

“You forget the groom,” replied Sir Francis rather

shortly. He took a turn down the room and then began
to study a famille verte vase on its shelf, while Miss
Forrest, sinking into a chair, watched him half mischievously.
“Juliana,” he said at length, not looking
at her, “you may not like what I am about to say to
you, but I beg you to believe that I must say it.”

“If it is a duty, then I certainly would not keep you
from its performance,” said Miss Forrest equably. “Pray
proceed, or we may be interrupted before your task is
accomplished.”

Thus adjured, the gentleman turned from the porcelain
and faced her.

“I desire, I request you, when you return to Wanfield
next month, to have nothing more to do with Captain
des Sablières.”

The colour sprang up in Juliana’s cheeks, and her
hands went to the short walnut-wood arms of her chair.

“And the reason, pray?”

“Because I do not like him,” said Sir Francis with
brevity.

“But if I do?”

“I must still ask you to oblige me in the matter.”

Juliana returned her hands to her lap. “I find him
intelligent, amusing, and well-bred,” she announced
calmly. “What have you against him?”

“He is a French prisoner—and what does one know
of a French prisoner’s antecedents?”

“Captain des Sablières is a gentleman—his name alone
shows it,” observed Miss Forrest.

“His name may not be his own.”

“Then his bearing, his manners show it.”

“Even that fact does not make him a suitable companion
for a girl of your station, Juliana.”

“A girl of my station, Francis, is accustomed to judge
of that for herself.”

“Pardon me, not in the case of a man to whom her
future husband objects.”

“No, perhaps not—if the man in question were really
a ‘companion,’” admitted Miss Forrest somewhat coldly.
“But look at the facts, Francis. I have seen very little

more of Monsieur des Sablières than of any other
prisoner at Wanfield—for indeed it is Laetitia Bentley,
and not I, who has had most of his society. I meet him
occasionally at other houses, rather more often here, but
always in company. As it happens, I have never spoken
with him actually alone.”

“I should think not, indeed!” commented Sir Francis
between his teeth.

Miss Forrest stopped in her discourse and looked at
him.

“And of what, pray, would you be afraid if I were to
find myself alone with a young man for a quarter of an
hour or so? Do you realize, Francis, that you are making
very strange and unflattering reflections on my character
and upbringing?”

Her betrothed came nearer. “Do not try to misinterpret
me so, Juliana,” he protested, in a voice of mingled
injury and indignation. “You know that I am doing
nothing of the kind. But the idea of your being alone
with that fellow for any length of time is outrageous. Do
you not know what Frenchman are?”

“No,” said Miss Forrest. A sprite appeared in her
eyes. “But now that you have excited my curiosity I
think I should like to find out.”

“Juliana!”

She swept on, unheeding the explosion. “But how a
young man—even one of these terrible Frenchmen—conducts
himself with a lady depends chiefly, I imagine,
upon the lady. Do you think that I”—she drew up her
long neck and looked like Diana—“that I am likely to
allow any man to take liberties with me?”

“Not for a moment, Juliana—not for a moment!” asseverated
the jealous lover. “But it is impossible to
believe that a man exists who would not try to make
love to you if he had the chance.”

“Which,” completed Juliana with a little smile, “you
do not intend that any man living but yourself shall
have?”

He stooped over her and possessed himself of a hand.
“Can you blame me? No, I do not intend it, and you,

you beautiful creature, when you accepted this,” he
kissed the gleaming ruby on her finger, “you assented
to that compact, did you not?”

“Yes,” said the girl. “And I have kept my share of
it. But in this matter of Monsieur des Sablières——”

“You will do what I ask, will you not, my darling?”
he broke in, and made a movement as though to kiss
her. Juliana slipped instantly out of the chair. Then
she turned to him, and her look was grave.

“No, Francis, it is as useless trying to cajole me as it
is to dragoon me. Day by day this ridiculous and quite
causeless jealousy of yours is growing more insupportable.
Now it is this man, now another; soon I shall be
able to speak to none under the age of a grandfather
without incurring your frowns. I have tried to be
patient, but now I see that it is culpable in me to give
way to you, that by doing so I am preparing a sort of
slavery for myself. For I am an Englishwoman, and
you are not living in Turkey, as you sometimes appear
to think.”

An attack so direct plainly staggered Sir Francis Mulholland.
He seemed to be about to make a fiery retort,
then he lost his balance and countered lamely, “So my
wishes—my wishes—have no weight with you?”

“Yes, certainly they have, when they are reasonable.
But to forbid a perfectly innocent acquaintance with a
well-behaved and rather lonely young man whom chance
has thrown in my way——”

“Lonely!” ejaculated her affianced, recovering himself.
“That foreign nightingale in there lonely! And
chance, indeed! Was the part he took with you in those
theatricals last month due to chance?”

Miss Forrest’s gravity relaxed. “No, to talent,” she
retorted. “As he happened to be the only young man
in the neighbourhood who did not look uncouth and
absurd disguised as a woman——”

“His selection was due to you! Do not deny it!”

“Certainly not. I am proud to think that it was Monsieur
des Sablières as the gipsy girl who was the success
of the evening.”


“Especially in the scene with you! I watched you
both, Juliana——”

“I should hope you did! I was told I looked very well
as a wood-cutter’s daughter. Though if you had condescended
to act yourself, as you were requested, Francis,
you would not have been under the painful necessity of
looking on—if it was painful.”

Sir Francis stifled some remark which sounded remarkably
like a curse. “Juliana, for God’s sake drop
this levity, this trifling with a serious question! You
are——”

She interrupted him firmly. “You quite misapprehend,
Francis. I am not trifling—far from it. It is indeed a
serious question. You are trying to impose on me a
perfectly unreasonable demand. And, leaving aside that
it is unreasonable in itself, how do you suppose that,
when I come to stay in this house, I am to avoid meeting
a guest who frequents it as much as Monsieur des Sablières
does? Stay in my room—by your orders—when
this dangerous foreigner is announced ... or ask
Laetitia to have him refused entrance—and tell her why?
He would have to be told too ... and might be
flattered at your apprehensions, I imagine.”

Sir Francis, darkly red, was gripping the back of a
chair. “Juliana,” he said thickly, “are you trying to
see how far you can go with me?”

“No,” answered she, her head very high, “only trying
to show you how far you go—to lengths which, three
months ago, in this very room, we could neither of us
have foreseen, I think.”

Mulholland’s colour suddenly faded, faded to real
pallor. The words seemed to hold a veiled threat. But
he had no opportunity of ascertaining this, for (with a
good deal of preliminary rattling, it is true) the door
leading from the drawing room opened, and their host
apologetically put his head in.

“I am sorry, but they are clamouring for you, Juliana,
in there, and I could deny them no longer. Do not hate
me, my dear.”

Juliana went to him and put her hand through his

arm. “I think you come at a good moment, Mr. Bentley,”
she said, and, without a glance at her betrothed, entered
the drawing room.

But, as that gentleman instantly discovered, the bone
of contention was no longer there.


CHAPTER II
 “MR. ROWL” GETS INTO TROUBLE
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“Pride ... is seldom delicate: it will please itself with very
mean advantages.”—Rasselas, chap. ix.


After finishing his warmly received rendering of Queen
Hortense’s ballad M. Raoul des Sablières had removed
himself with what speed he might from the neighbourhood
of the pianoforte, for he was a modest young man
and had no desire whatever to monopolise attention, particularly
in the anomalous situation which was his. With
the idea of suggesting to Miss Bentley that the time had
come for her father to sing them “A-Hunting We Will
Go,” as his custom was, he sought for her among the
little groups, and soon descried her in a corner talking
to a very erect old gentleman, at sight of whose back he
stopped and bit his lip. But at that moment the old man
turned round, revealing a deeply marked, austere countenance
with piercing blue eyes. His hair was snow-white;
his clothes, spotless as they were, had seen long
service. He wore a ribbon in his buttonhole.

“Ah, a French song for once, Monsieur des Sablières,
but unfamiliar to me for all that,” he said, with a courteous
little inclination. “A pretty air, though I did not
hear the words as I should have done had I been younger.
May I ask what it was?”

The singer’s colour rose faintly. “No, you would not
know it, Monsieur,” he answered quickly. “It is new—only
two or three years old.... Mademoiselle, I
came to ask if Mr. Bentley——”

But Miss Bentley, disregarding his haste to leave the
subject, ill-advisedly pursued it. “Monsieur des Sablières
ought to tell you about it, Comte, as he was telling

us just now, for it is so interesting. The song as written
by a Queen—words and music too—by Queen Hortense[4].”

The old Royalist raised his eyebrows. “And pray who
is Queen Hortense?”

The little smile that accompanied the question was so
acid that Miss Laetitia realized (too late) what delicate
ground she had thus rashly invaded. “I think ...
I forget ... is she not Queen of Westphalia—or is
it——?” she faltered, stealing in her confusion a glance
at M. des Sablières, only to find that he, looking fixedly
at his compatriot, was frowning—a phenomenon she had
never witnessed in him before.

“Your ignorance, my dear Miss Laetitia,” said the
Comte de Sainte-Suzanne with an intensification of his
double-edged manner, “is fully excusable, since I, a
Frenchman, share it. But Monsieur des Sablières can
no doubt enlighten us—if indeed it be worth while—or
rather, enlighten me, since I see your father making signs
to you over there.”

It was true, and Laetitia, after a rather troubled
glance at her two French friends, left them together.
Immediately she had gone Raoul des Sablières remarked
very stiffly in their common tongue:

“I should hardly have thought it was worth your
while, Monsieur, to affect ignorance of the identity of Her
Majesty the Queen of Holland.”

“I beg your pardon,” replied the old man. “The
Queen of ... Holland; thank you! But I am, you
see, no ... botanist; I am not well acquainted with
the nomenclature of the mushroom tribe.”

“Really, Monsieur de Sainte-Suzanne,” exclaimed the
young hussar angrily, “you exceed the bounds of——”

“And you, Monsieur des Sablières, are obviously aware
of no bounds at all! So, lest you should be contemplating
rendering any further compositions by the self-styled
monarchs of that family, I will betake myself to the
library. As far as I am concerned, you will then be
free to sing the Ça ira[5], if it pleases you.” And, brushing
aside the young man’s half stupefied protest, he marched
to the door, an attempt on Raoul’s part to follow him being

neatly frustrated by the intervention of two ladies and
a very young gentleman who beset him with supplications.

“Monsieur des Sablières, do not go away, please! We
want you to give us a translation of the words you sang.
Here is Miss Curtis who understood but half, and Mr.
Molyneux who understood none” (the very young
gentleman blushed), “and I who have but the vaguest
idea of what it was all about. The marriage of Dunois—was
there not a marriage?—appeared so sudden!”

“It was a reward for his ... what we call
prouesse,” stammered Raoul, the English word evading
him for a moment under the blue lightning shaft which
was launched at him just before the door closed on the
Comte de Sainte-Suzanne. He tugged angrily for a
second at his tiny moustache. Preposterous behaviour—and
all for what! Then he recovered himself, and the
smile which was never far from it twitched the corners
of his mouth. “Sudden? ... yes, Mesdemoiselles,
a little. In war, you know.... But I will translate
from the beginning.”

And, with one elbow on the mantelpiece, he rendered
the words of the romance into English, laughing himself
when he came to


“De ma fille Isabelle

 Sois l’époux à l’instant!”




and unaware of another listener, Mr. Sturgis, who had
drifted to that corner of the room, and was thinking to
himself as he watched the scene, “Strange how natural
and easy they are, these French! Graceful young beggar—pity
he’s not in uniform ... no, perhaps on
the whole just as well, young ladies are so susceptible.
... But light, unreliable, of course, like all his
nation.” For Mr. Sturgis had no great first-hand knowledge
of the French.

“Yet, Mesdemoiselles,” he heard the expositor conclude,
“the English chanson which I murdered to you
just now is worth six of ‘Le jeune et beau Dunois,’ for it
has real feeling; this is ... pasteboard.”


“You are quite right, Sir,” observed Mr. Sturgis,
coming forward. “I had the pleasure of hearing you
sing ‘Since First I Saw Your Face,’ and you certainly
brought out that feeling.” There was a little twinkle in
his eye.

But the young man was a match for him. He betrayed
no sort of embarrassment; on the contrary he observed
with a candid smile, “Mais, Monsieur, one must feel
what one sings, must one not, even when in truth one
does not feel it at all?”

“Oh, Monsieur des Sablières,” exclaimed the eldest of
his little audience in a disappointed tone, “how
unromantic! And we who were thinking while you
sang of—of the lady with whom you left your heart over
there in France, and compassionating her for your
absence!”

“But you need not have done that, Mademoiselle,” remarked
the young hussar. “She will certainly have
consoled herself by now—if she ever existed,” he added,
with a mischievous smile which showed his even little
teeth.

But a young lady at the piano had now begun to play
what she proclaimed to be “an adagio and march in the
Turkish style,” and under cover of it Captain Raoul des
Sablières of the Third Hussars slipped quietly from the
room with the intention of finding and making his peace
with the Comte de Sainte-Suzanne. But he himself could
not regard his alleged offence very seriously; indeed if he
were not so much the younger man it might well be his
to demand an apology. Nor did he think the old Royalist
need have hurled the Ça ira at him in that ridiculous manner;
as if he had ever sung it, or indeed, had ever heard
it sung! But ce vieillard-là imagined that one was still
in the year of blood ’93.

Whether this was true of him or no, ce vieillard-là himself
had something the outward appearance of belonging
to that vanished world, where he stood choosing a book
from a case in Mr. Bentley’s library, the light from the
branched candlestick in his hand falling kindly on his
silver hair and worn aquiline features. He looked round

as Raoul came in, and put down the candlestick, his
mouth tightening for an instant.

“I have come to offer my apologies, Monsieur le
Comte,” said the young soldier, standing rather erect,
“for what I am sure you must be aware was a perfectly
unintentional offence. And having done so, I would
permit myself to tell you, with all respect, that I repudiate
the sentiments and associations of the Ça ira quite as
strongly as you do, and that to credit me with the intention
of singing it——”

But M. de Sainte-Suzanne put up his delicate old hand.

“I am already ashamed of my speech, Monsieur des
Sablières. I have a hasty temper, still imperfectly controlled,
I fear, for all my long apprenticeship to adversity.
I ask you to forgive my outburst, and, if you can, to
forget it.”

“Willingly, Monsieur,” returned Raoul, immediately
mollified. “I hope, in return, that you will believe I
never meant to hurt you.”

“Nobody can do that now, Monsieur des Sablières.”
He turned his astonishingly blue, keen gaze more fully
on his young compatriot. “But a few, a very few, can
make me feel regret—and you are one of them. I do
not need to tell you why.... If I did not think
the climbing rose outside this window here a fine plant
I should not be so sorry to see the blight on it summer
after summer.... My only son, Monsieur des Sablières,
was about your age when he was killed twenty
years ago at Rülzheim, serving with Condé; and indeed
he was not at all unlike you in voice and bearing. But,
though life has never been the same for me since his
loss, nothing can take away from me the consolation of
knowing that he fell as his forefathers fell, and under
the same flag which had led them so often to victory.
If you had been killed in Spain, could that have been
said of you?”

“I should have fallen for France, Monsieur,” returned
Raoul proudly, “and been glad to give my body for her.
None of my ancestors—or yours—did more.[2q] Does it

matter whether the flag which wraps a French soldier
bears the lily or the eagle?”

M. de Sainte-Suzanne made a gesture. “Ah, Monsieur
des Sablières, there is the blight I lament! Do you think
it immaterial that you can so lightly give the title of
Queen to the half-creole wife of an upstart who is barely
a Frenchman, when She who last bore the title in
France....” His voice sank and died; he turned
away, as from the scaffold he could never cease to see.

“But, Monsieur, we are not now in the Terror!” exclaimed
Raoul. “Had I been born when your son was
born, it would have been very different with me. Should
I not also have served that beautiful and unfortunate
lady? But, because of outrages and crimes which took
place when I was a child of three or four, events of which
I have not even a memory, must I be inactive all the
best years of my life? I wanted to be a soldier, to fight
for my country—for France of to-day, the new France.
Twenty years ago I should have fought for the old. Is
it my fault that I am, as you no doubt consider, born
twenty years too late?”

The old Royalist turned once more and looked at him
as he stood there, young, ardent, handsome, and argumentative,
and his face softened a little.

“It is extraordinary the way you resemble him,” he
murmured almost inaudibly. “Mais lui, il avait la tête
blonde ... si blonde! ... Well, we will not discuss
it, Monsieur des Sablières. I am too old to listen to new
creeds, and you, I suppose, too young to understand mine.
One particular of the old, however, I am glad to think
that you observe more punctiliously than some of the
new defenders of France, who have made a Frenchman’s
word of honour worth less than a pinch of dust in England
to-day. Every time that I hear of a fresh case of parole-breaking
I feel as if I could never hold up my head in
an Englishman’s presence again.”

“And do you suppose, Monsieur,” cried Raoul, with
his own head held rather high, “that I do not feel exactly
the same as you about it? Are you insinuating that I
hold lightly a thing which on the contrary I regard with

absolute abhorrence—that any soldier must so regard—the
breaking of his sacred word of honour?”
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