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IN one of the midland counties, some years ago, there lived a
gentleman of ancient family and large estate—a Mr. Orford,
who had married, early in life, a young lady of great personal
attractions, the daughter of a distinguished general officer in the
British army.

The issue of this marriage was numerous, but one child only was
reared—a girl. Some had died very young, others had lingered
on till they were six or seven years of age, and two had been taken
away—a boy and a girl—when the former was fifteen and
the latter fourteen.

With what anxiety did Mr. and Mrs. Orford watch Emily, their
only child! Her every look was studied, every whim gratified, want
anticipated; and year by year did their anxiety become more
intense.

When Emily had completed her thirteenth year, Mr. Orford, who
represented his county, resigned his seat in Parliament, and
removed his family to the Continent. For four years and upwards the
Orfords remained abroad, travelling; and when they returned to
England, Emily was seventeen years of age.

Emily was very pretty, and had remarkably pleasing manners. Her
form was slight, her figure well-shaped and graceful. The sweetness
of her disposition might be seen in her soft hazel eyes, the
expression of her delicately-formed mouth, and the intonations of
her musical and unaffected voice. She was the beau ideal of a girl
of gentle blood, and heiress to all her father possessed—a
very considerable fortune, not less than fifteen thousand
a-year.

Amongst the many eligible suitors who visited at Orford Hall was
a handsome, manly person—one Charles Everest, the second son
of a baronet whose estate joined that of Emily's father.

For a year Charles Everest continued to pay Miss Orford the most
"marked" attention, which she received seemingly with delight. At
length he proposed to her; but, to the disappointment of all who
were interested in the matter, she refused to become his wife,
though she acknowledged she liked him extremely. Charles Everest,
dejected and abashed, removed himself from Emily's vicinity, and
proceeded to London, where his father's interest soon procured for
him an appointment—that of private secretary to a Cabinet
Minister.

The next person whose attentions seemed far from disagreeable to
Miss Orford, was a Mr. Hastings, a young barrister, in whose
"circuit" Mr. Orford's estate was situated. Mr. Hastings was "a
very rising man," and Mr. Orford, who was chairman of the Quarter
Sessions, would frequently invite him to the Hall.

Mr. Orford was about to stand once more for the county, which he
had formerly represented in Parliament, and his friend the
barrister volunteered to canvass for him. The offer was accepted,
and on this occasion the barrister remained for a fortnight under
the same roof with Emily, with whom he became passionately in
love.

Through the exertions of Mr. Hastings, Mr. Orford was returned
by a very large majority; and Emily naturally shared her father's
joy on this event. Her lover observing this, made a declaration of
his attachment in the most eloquent terms. But it is one thing to
move a jury or a mob by figures of speech and impassioned
discourse—it is another thing to create that strange
mysterious feeling, called "love," in a maiden's breast. Emily
owned that she liked Mr. Hastings, just as she had liked Charles
Everest; but then she added, "I could never think of marrying him,
because I do not love him."

* * * * * * *

Miss Orford's third suitor was an officer in the Coldstream
Guards, Captain Deesing. He first saw Emily at a county ball, to
which he had escorted his sisters. Deesing was a man for whom half
the girls in London were breaking their hearts, contrary to the
wishes of their mothers, for Deesing was in debt, and had no
"expectations." Deesing's address was peculiarly captivating, and
he had always at command a stock of fresh and entertaining
pleasantries wherewith to amuse those with whom he entered into
conversation. He could not only engage the affections of the fair
sex with wonderful facility, but even men who had once spoken to
him, long after thirsted for his society. Witty, clever, shrewd,
good-tempered, frank, generous, unaffected, Deesing's smiles were
courted by persons of all ranks. He had never thought of marriage;
at least, he had thought that matrimony was not exactly suited to
him, and therefore he had no idea of contracting it.

Captain Deesing was no sooner introduced to Miss Orford than he
conceived for her a regard which he had never felt for any other
woman; and the morning after the ball he communicated to his eldest
sister that he was in love with her friend.

* * * * * * *

Although Captain Deesing saw Emily Orford almost every day for
three weeks,—although he had played in a charade with her,
wherein they were ardent lovers,—although his sisters had
been loud in his praises,—although he had escorted her in her
morning rides, had walked with her alone in the shrubberies, had
read poetry to her, had sang to her the tenderest songs; although
he had striven hard, by exercising all his powers of fascination,
to win her love;—still, when he proposed to her, she told him
what she had told the others, she "liked him very much, but she
could never think of marrying him."

This was a severe blow to Captain Deesing. He went to town;
rejoined his regiment in disgust; shortly afterwards married a rich
widow, and exchanged into a regiment of the line.
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MRS. ORFORD was induced to visit a watering-place in Devonshire.
Mr. Orford's parliamentary duties required his presence in
town.

At this watering-place, Mrs. Orford and Emily met in society a
person of gentlemanlike appearance, called "Captain Harcourt." His
manners were prepossessing, his address unaffected and easy. He was
very good-looking, amusing, and clever, though superficial. He was
a great favourite with the little society, and the young ladies
used to speak of him as "that charming man."

Captain Harcourt did not pay Miss Orford the attention she had
been accustomed to receive; he seemed to prefer others who had less
pretensions to beauty. He had never once asked Miss Orford to
dance, though he had been introduced to her, and had met her at
several evening parties. He appeared to hold aloof from Emily,
though he occasionally condescended to converse with her
mother.

Mrs. Orford invited Captain Harcourt to dine at her house,
albeit he had never called upon her. The Captain accepted the
invitation, and after dinner, over the dessert, culled for Mrs.
Orford that bouquet of compliments for which she had been pining
all day long.

At the request of her mother, Emily played and sang; and Captain
Harcourt bestowed that languid applause which men of fashion
frequently affect. His ears were enchanted by her voice, but he
skilfully kept his raptures under control. Emily's sketches, too,
were also exhibited for Captain Harcourt's inspection and
criticism, and he was pleased to speak of them as "rather
good—not at all bad."

On taking leave of Mrs. Orford and her daughter, the Captain
shook the former's hand very graciously, but gave Emily only two
fingers and a very low bow.

On the following day Captain Harcourt met Mrs. Orford and her
daughter on the beach. As he approached, Emily blushed, and
involuntarily trembled. She knew not why, but she felt ill, and
could scarcely refrain from bursting into tears. Captain Harcourt
spoke to Emily in a patronising tone of voice, and with the air of
a man who feels that his words are valuable. Emily was annoyed; but
she could not hate the man. She had now an interest in him. And
why? He had piqued her, provoked her.

It is hard to say at what age folly is likely to end in women
who have been greatly admired in their youthful days. Mrs. Orford
was actually proud that Captain Harcourt preferred her
conversation to that of her daughter, and had she been a widow, she
would have accepted him as a second husband, had he proposed to
her.

On taking leave that evening on the beach, Captain Harcourt
bestowed upon Emily a warmer shake of the hand than he had given
her on the previous night, and smiled upon her. Emily was not
prepared for this. It took her by surprise; and the gentle pressure
she experienced thrilled through every vein, and made her heart
beat violently.

Emily could not sleep that night; she lay awake thinking of
Captain Harcourt. She could now feel for poor Charles Everest, for
Mr. Hastings, and for Captain Deesing, since she had conceived a
love for a man who regarded her with indifference, or who was only
civil to her, out of mere charity. More than once she summoned all
her pride, and tried to laugh at herself for thinking of Captain
Harcourt; but that luscious poison of love had entered into her
blood, and in vain did she attempt to eject it.

It was Emily's wont to rise early, and walk with her maid by the
sea shore. While she was dressing on the morning which followed
that most eventful evening of her life, oh! how she longed that she
might meet Captain Harcourt!—that she might see him, even if
it were at a distance! Emily did see him; and when she bowed to him
he raised his hat, gave a formal inclination of his head, and, with
a smile on his face, passed on.

Captain Harcourt had far more cunning than any of those
gentlemen who had aspired to Emily Orford's affections. He knew
that the shortest and safest way to a woman's heart and soul was
the longest way round, and by the most intricate path. That she was
an heiress, and that her father was a man possessed of great
parliamentary interest, he had already informed himself.

When Captain Harcourt was convinced that Emily really loved
him—after he had observed her keep her eyes upon him for
hours together at several parties—he proceeded with immense
tact to rivet (if that were necessary) the regard which Emily
entertained for him; and one afternoon, when she was walking,
alone, on the beach, he came up suddenly and offered his arm.

"I am afraid, Miss Orford, you must often have thought me very
uncouth; but, alas! you little know what pain the demeanour I have
felt bound to assume has caused me. I am about to leave this place
to-morrow, and the chances are we may never meet again, for my
regiment is abroad, and I must join it; but before we part, let me
assure you, that I have not been insensible of your beauty, your
talents, your great and varied accomplishments; nor have I been a
stranger to the goodness of your heart. I am a proud man, and I
have struggled hard to conceal that I loved you, because I would
not run the risk of being repulsed by one, the name of whose
rejected lovers must already be legion. I would ask you, as a
favour, not to think ill of me after I am gone." And he gently took
her hand, and held it in his own.

Emily leaned heavily upon Captain Harcourt's arm, and looked up
into his large dark eyes. She could not speak just then, but
presently she said, "Do not go to-morrow. Stay here a little
longer."

"Can it be that your heart beats a response to mine?" he
inquired, with well-feigned wonder.

"Yes," and again she looked into his eyes.

By this time they had rounded the cliff. Not a soul was near
them. They were soon pledged to each other, and their pledges
witnessed by the wild waves which came dancing to their feet.

Emily was a member of the Catholic Church—so was her
mother—though her father was a Protestant. She made this
known to Captain Harcourt, who, to her unspeakable joy, did not
regard her faith in the light of an impediment to their union. And
then the Captain quoted to her those passionate lines of
Moore:—

"On some calm placid shore we'll
dwell,

Where 'tis no crime to love too well;

Where thus to worship tenderly

An erring child of light like thee

Would not be sin; or if it be,

Where we might weep our faults away

Together kneeling night and day;

Thou, for my sake, at Alla's shrine,

And I at any God's for thine!"


"I have to fear, dearest," said Captain Harcourt, "that at
present it would be premature to mention our attachment to your
excellent mother. For a brief while let it be a secret known only
to ourselves. We can meet every morning early, and every afternoon
at about this hour; and at our leisure we can settle our plans,
dearest Emily. Yes. Since you wish it, I will defer my
departure."
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DAY after day Emily met Captain Harcourt, on the beach; and day
after day he tested her regard for him. A woman loses her pride as
soon as she ardently loves a man, (so far at least as between him
and herself,) and Emily put up with and endured more of Captain
Harcourt's assumed caprice and temper than most people would be
inclined to credit. He would sometimes talk of going off
immediately by a post-chaise; and the otherwise high spirited girl
would implore him to remain, and not leave her to die of a broken
heart. He would at another time recount the girls then at the
watering-place who were anxious to elope with him, and hint that he
might yet be tempted; and Emily, who was conscious of having done
nothing to offend him, would endeavour to assuage his well-acted
irritability. Captain Harcourt would at other times insinuate that
Emily loved him not for himself, but for his fortune, and his claim
to a lofty title on the death of his uncle, the Marquis; and when
Emily denied this, he would cry "Humph!" and curl his moustache
with his finger and thumb.

In the innocence of her soul Emily had divulged to the Captain
the extent of her affection, and he had determined never to relax
that hold which the secret gave him. Her fears that he would leave
her, and blight her love, had imparted to Captain Harcourt the
bravery of a bully. She often dreaded to meet him on the sands, and
yet if he did not keep his engagement she was miserable for the
remainder of the day. It was not that Captain Harcourt was a man of
ferocious disposition; on the contrary, the amenity of his
nature was very remarkable.

One morning, shortly after the Captain had created a difference,
and Emily's kind words had brought about a reconciliation, Captain
Harcourt stopped suddenly, and said, "Dearest, at the hour of two
to-day, I must leave this place. I must no longer delay. Dallying
here has already brought me into disgrace at the Horse Guards. If
you will,—fly with me. If not, we will say 'farewell,' for
ever. A post-chaise will be ready at the hour I mention; and at a
quarter past two I will be at the end of the lane, near your
mother's house. We can be married in Scotland, dearest. My
relations will witness the ceremony; and ere long your's
will be reconciled. You know I love you, Emily—that I worship
you. Make up your mind."

"Dear Reginald," exclaimed Emily, "my parents never opposed my
will. My mother is kindly disposed towards you; and I am sure you
would be a favourite with my father."

"I am a strange fellow," said Captain Harcourt. "From childhood,
a creature of impulse; and I shall be the same to the end of the
chapter. It was impulse that made me decline running off with the
Marchioness of Riggethimbley. It was impulse that made me break off
a match with Lady Clorinda Dimsingthorne, after the settlements
were concluded. (It is true I did not love her.) It was impulse
that made me play for the furniture and fittings-up of a gambling
house, and made me lose back £20,000, after I had broken the bank.
It is for you, dearest, to decide. Don't do anything in a hurry.
There is time, Emily, for consideration, between this and a quarter
past two."

Emily decided, on the spot, that she would elope with Captain
Harcourt.

Mrs. Orford and her daughter were engaged to spend that day with
some friends, but when twelve o'clock came, Emily said she had a
headache, and Mrs. Orford left her house accompanied only by a
servant.

Emily was now distracted between her love and her duty. At one
moment she decided on abandoning Captain Harcourt, and clinging to
those who had, from her infancy, shown her nothing but tenderness
and affection. The next moment she would rush into her room, and
make preparations for a journey.

The hour of two came. She had but a few minutes to decide. It
was impossible to pluck her love from out her bosom—and how
could she thus desert her parents?

Five minutes past two! She could not run away. She began to
unpack hastily her carpet bags, and replace her dresses in the
drawers of her wardrobe; but before the task was done, dear
Reginald's eyes seemed to gleam upon her, and she repacked the
bags.

Ten minutes past two! She heard the sound of carriage wheels. A
carriage had passed the door! She seized her bags—rushed out
of the gate, to the end of the lane—met Reginald, who handed
her into the post-chaise, and kissed her. She fainted on his
shoulder as soon as she was seated.
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THERE were no electric telegraph despatches in the days when
Captain Harcourt carried off Emily Orford—no special trains
that could travel at the rate of fifty miles an hour. The fastest
conveyance was a post-chaise, and when Mrs. Orford, at four
o'clock, was startled by the intelligence that Emily had eloped,
she was unable to find out what road even the fugitives had taken.
Nevertheless she displayed some show of a pursuit, and made the
best of her way to London, where she informed her husband of what
had taken place.

Mr. Orford was naturally furious. In vain did Mrs. Orford
declare that Captain Harcourt was a most gentlemanlike person; that
he was very rich, highly connected, and much courted in
society.

Emily was advertised and described in the papers, and a reward
of £500 was offered to any person or persons who would prevent the
solemnisation of matrimony between herself and the person with whom
she had eloped. But these precautions were of no avail. The old
blacksmith at Gretna-green had tied the knot before the
advertisement appeared at any great distance from London, and
Captain Harcourt, in the ecstacy of his joy, presented the
blacksmith with a bank note for £50.

Captain Harcourt, that child of impulse had (to use a vulgar
phrase) "heaps of money" and he squandered it with an
open-handedness which surprised even Emily, who had been accustomed
to witness a somewhat prodigal liberality on the part of her
father; and she playfully rebuked "Reginald," several times, for
his profuseness, but he only kissed her in reply, and remarked,
"What does it signify, Emily, dearest? In what consists the value
of wealth but the enjoyment it affords?"

What struck Emily as very strange was this. When Reginald was
courting her he was so cross, so irritable, and so overbearing; but
now that she was his wife, and completely in his power, he was all
submission, and the most good-tempered and obliging creature
imaginable. "So unlike most men," she reflected, "who are all honey
when they are lovers, but vinegar itself soon after they are
married. Dear Reginald!" Emily patted the head of the
Captain, who pretended to be sleeping, ran her tapering fingers
through his luxuriant whiskers, and kissed his forehead.

Reginald shuddered beneath her touch. Emily fancied he was
disturbed in his dreams by some horrid vision, and she awakened
him. Reginald started up, glared at his wife, and said, "Remember,
dearest Emily, nothing shall ever part us. I love you from the very
bottom of my heart. Your father is a member of Parliament, and has
enormous influence at the Home Office. Forgive me, darling, if ever
I spoke unkindly to you."

They were now on their way to Matlock from Gretna-green.

At Matlock, Emily, at Captain Harcourt's dictation, wrote
several letters to her parents. From her father she never had a
reply; but from her mother she received a note in these
words—"Emily,—We have brought ourselves to think of you
like the rest of our offspring."

"I say," said Captain Harcourt, on reading this laconic epistle,
"it won't pay for them to shake us off in that fashion. Our
exchequer won't bear that, my girl. We must try a penitent touch.
We will give 'em a quasi pro confesso go of the pathetic,
with a dash of the appeal to a sense of pride, beating on the
merits. Was it for this that I told the old lady, on what I
considered the best authority, that George the Fourth turned out
the Ministry, because the Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs
would not consent to having her husband made a baronet, so much was
his Majesty struck with her personal beauty, when she appeared at
the drawing-room? Oh, hang it, Emmy, this will never do!"

Emily could not understand either the tone or the substance of
Reginald's observations; but then, Reginald was often so
incoherently funny, that she did not attempt to unravel his
sentences. She therefore contented herself with smiling, and
saying, "Never mind, dearest Reginald; when you come in for your
title, on your uncle's death, my mother, who is very proud and
vain—bless her dear heart!—will be only too glad to
acknowledge and receive us; and, if it be possible, we shall be
happier then than we are now, my own dear Reginald."

"What sort of a man is your father, really?" inquired Captain
Harcourt. "Is he a man of warm feelings, generously disposed?"

Emily described her father truly, as "the kindest and most
liberal-minded man in the world, and very intellectual withal, but
rather obstinate and determined."

"That's all right," said Captain Harcourt; "then I know how to
deal with him." And the Captain, who was rather overcome by
constant refreshment taken during that day, sat down, and, in a
handwriting resembling copper-plate, wrote the following.

"EDMUND ORFORD, ESQ., M.P., &c.
&c. &c.



"SIR,



Pardon me; but I desire to make an explanation: I am sure you will
forgive me.



The faults of love by love are justified,

With unresisted might the monarch reigns,

He levels mountains and he raises plains,

And, not regarding difference of degree,

Abased your daughter and exalted me.



"Yours obediently,



"REGINALD HARCOURT."

It is needless, perhaps, to say that Mr. Orford never took the
slightest notice of this communication. It confirmed his previously
conceived opinion, that "Captain Harcourt" was some low
blackguard—an impostor and a swindler.
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CAPTAIN and Mrs. Harcourt went to Brighton, and there rented a
house in a very quiet neighbourhood. For several months Emily was
as happy as a woman constantly in the society of a man whom she
loves can make herself. She now and then regretted that she had
left her home so abruptly, but a kind word from her husband
speedily put her sorrow to flight.

The Captain told Emily that it was his intention to "sell out,"
since he feared taking her to such a bad climate as that of the
West Indies, where his regiment was quartered; and he wrote several
letters to the Horse Guards on the subject of retiring from the
service, and gave Emily to understand that he was going out to post
them; but instead of doing this, he tore them up in a public-house,
and converted them into pipe-lights; for wedlock had in no way
diminished the Captain's taste for tobacco and gin-and-water.

Over his pipe and his glass, in the back parlour of a tavern,
Captain Harcourt would sit gloomily. He appeared to have something
on his mind, and to feel relieved by these stolen visits to the
various public-houses. The aroma consequent on smoking and drinking
he dispelled by chewing lemon-peel previous to rejoining his wife;
and from this the reader will conclude that the Captain was not
altogether destitute of consideration for Emily's feelings.

One morning at breakfast, Captain Harcourt suddenly threw down
the newspaper which he was reading, became deadly pale and much
agitated.

Emily was alarmed, and wished to send for a doctor. "No,
dearest," the Captain said; "it is only a passing spasm. I shall be
better presently."

During the whole of that day, however, the Captain seemed very
unwell. He complained of a bad headache, and a pain in the
side,—expressed a fear that the air of Brighton did not agree
with him, and proposed seeking a change by going that night to
Portsmouth. Emily, who never opposed Reginald's wishes, declared
herself quite ready. A post-chaise was instantly ordered, their
trunks speedily packed, and, at ten o'clock, Captain and Mrs.
Harcourt were away from Brighton.

"It was all the air," said the Captain, when they had travelled
about five miles. "I knew it was. I feel better already. My spirits
are quite buoyant. I feel now up to all sorts of fun." And to prove
this, the Captain took off Emily's bonnet, put it upon his own
head, tied her boa closely round his neck, and a scarf over his
mouth, put on his wife's spare cloak, thrust his hands into a muff,
and said, "Emmy dear, should I not make a capital woman? Put my
hair in paper, dearest; three curls on each side. Is it long
enough, darling?"

"Oh, quite long enough, Reginald dear," said Emily; and by the
moon's light she gratified her husband's funny humour, and tightly
twisted up his hair, according to his directions, "three curls on
each side."

Captain Harcourt did make an excellent woman, for a very
inquisitive and impertinent man, who had been following the
post-chaise on horseback, opened the door, and peered in, when they
stayed to pay the first toll, and, after satisfying his curiosity,
said, "Two ladies: all right. Beg your pardon."

The Captain's funny humour, this whim of his, lasted all night.
He went to sleep (?) in the curl papers and Emily's bonnet, and did
not divest himself of the female attire till daylight next
morning.

"What a funny creature you are, Reginald," said Emily, while she
was combing out the Captain's curls.

"Always was," he replied. "Child of impulse, Emmy."

* * * * * * *

Having arrived in safety at Portsmouth, Captain and Mrs.
Harcourt took a small cottage, and enjoyed the sweets of solitude
for several weeks. But one night, alas! a coarse man, in top-boots
and corduroy breeches, and a blue double-breasted coat, with brass
buttons upon it, without being announced, broke in upon them, and
said, in the most familiar manner, to the Captain, "Hulloa, my
pippin! Oh! Charley!"

Captain Harcourt was naturally very indignant, and asked the
intruder what he meant. The intruder in reply put out his tongue at
the Captain, squinted hideously, and drew from his pocket a piece
of parchment.

Captain Harcourt protested that it was all a mistake; and
Emily's anger now being aroused, she desired the intruder to leave
the house.

"I will do that immediately, mam," said the intruder; "but
you'll excuse me for saying that this gentleman, the
Captain—Captain Harcourt—mam—the Captain,
mam—the Captain must go along with me. Particular business
demands it, mam."
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