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A pleasing land of drowsy head it was,


Of dreams that wave before the half-shut eye;


And of gay castles in the clouds that pass,


Forever flushing round a summer sky.


CASTLE OF INDOLENCE.





IN the bosom of one of those spacious coves which indent the

eastern shore of the Hudson, at that broad expansion of the river

denominated by the ancient Dutch navigators the Tappan Zee, and

where they always prudently shortened sail and implored the

protection of St. Nicholas when they crossed, there lies a small

market town or rural port, which by some is called Greensburgh, but

which is more generally and properly known by the name of Tarry

Town. This name was given, we are told, in former days, by the good

housewives of the adjacent country, from the inveterate propensity

of their husbands to linger about the village tavern on market

days. Be that as it may, I do not vouch for the fact, but merely

advert to it, for the sake of being precise and authentic. Not far

from this village, perhaps about two miles, there is a little

valley or rather lap of land among high hills, which is one of the

quietest places in the whole world. A small brook glides through

it, with just murmur enough to lull one to repose; and the

occasional whistle of a quail or tapping of a woodpecker is almost

the only sound that ever breaks in upon the uniform

tranquillity.


I recollect that, when a stripling, my first exploit in

squirrel-shooting was in a grove of tall walnut-trees that shades

one side of the valley. I had wandered into it at noontime, when

all nature is peculiarly quiet, and was startled by the roar of my

own gun, as it broke the Sabbath stillness around and was prolonged

and reverberated by the angry echoes. If ever I should wish for a

retreat whither I might steal from the world and its distractions,

and dream quietly away the remnant of a troubled life, I know of

none more promising than this little valley.


From the listless repose of the place, and the peculiar

character of its inhabitants, who are descendants from the original

Dutch settlers, this sequestered glen has long been known by the

name of SLEEPY HOLLOW, and its rustic lads are called the Sleepy

Hollow Boys throughout all the neighboring country. A drowsy,

dreamy influence seems to hang over the land, and to pervade the

very atmosphere. Some say that the place was bewitched by a High

German doctor, during the early days of the settlement; others,

that an old Indian chief, the prophet or wizard of his tribe, held

his powwows there before the country was discovered by Master

Hendrick Hudson. Certain it is, the place still continues under the

sway of some witching power, that holds a spell over the minds of

the good people, causing them to walk in a continual reverie. They

are given to all kinds of marvellous beliefs, are subject to

trances and visions, and frequently see strange sights, and hear

music and voices in the air. The whole neighborhood abounds with

local tales, haunted spots, and twilight superstitions; stars shoot

and meteors glare oftener across the valley than in any other part

of the country, and the nightmare, with her whole ninefold, seems

to make it the favorite scene of her gambols.


The dominant spirit, however, that haunts this enchanted region,

and seems to be commander-in-chief of all the powers of the air, is

the apparition of a figure on horseback, without a head. It is said

by some to be the ghost of a Hessian trooper, whose head had been

carried away by a cannon-ball, in some nameless battle during the

Revolutionary War, and who is ever and anon seen by the country

folk hurrying along in the gloom of night, as if on the wings of

the wind. His haunts are not confined to the valley, but extend at

times to the adjacent roads, and especially to the vicinity of a

church at no great distance. Indeed, certain of the most authentic

historians of those parts, who have been careful in collecting and

collating the floating facts concerning this spectre, allege that

the body of the trooper having been buried in the churchyard, the

ghost rides forth to the scene of battle in nightly quest of his

head, and that the rushing speed with which he sometimes passes

along the Hollow, like a midnight blast, is owing to his being

belated, and in a hurry to get back to the churchyard before

daybreak.


Such is the general purport of this legendary superstition,

which has furnished materials for many a wild story in that region

of shadows; and the spectre is known at all the country firesides,

by the name of the Headless Horseman of Sleepy Hollow.


It is remarkable that the visionary propensity I have mentioned

is not confined to the native inhabitants of the valley, but is

unconsciously imbibed by every one who resides there for a time.

However wide awake they may have been before they entered that

sleepy region, they are sure, in a little time, to inhale the

witching influence of the air, and begin to grow imaginative, to

dream dreams, and see apparitions.


I mention this peaceful spot with all possible laud, for it is

in such little retired Dutch valleys, found here and there

embosomed in the great State of New York, that population, manners,

and customs remain fixed, while the great torrent of migration and

improvement, which is making such incessant changes in other parts

of this restless country, sweeps by them unobserved. They are like

those little nooks of still water, which border a rapid stream,

where we may see the straw and bubble riding quietly at anchor, or

slowly revolving in their mimic harbor, undisturbed by the rush of

the passing current. Though many years have elapsed since I trod

the drowsy shades of Sleepy Hollow, yet I question whether I should

not still find the same trees and the same families vegetating in

its sheltered bosom.


In this by-place of nature there abode, in a remote period of

American history, that is to say, some thirty years since, a worthy

wight of the name of Ichabod Crane, who sojourned, or, as he

expressed it, “tarried,” in Sleepy Hollow, for the purpose of

instructing the children of the vicinity. He was a native of

Connecticut, a State which supplies the Union with pioneers for the

mind as well as for the forest, and sends forth yearly its legions

of frontier woodmen and country schoolmasters. The cognomen of

Crane was not inapplicable to his person. He was tall, but

exceedingly lank, with narrow shoulders, long arms and legs, hands

that dangled a mile out of his sleeves, feet that might have served

for shovels, and his whole frame most loosely hung together. His

head was small, and flat at top, with huge ears, large green glassy

eyes, and a long snipe nose, so that it looked like a weather-cock

perched upon his spindle neck to tell which way the wind blew. To

see him striding along the profile of a hill on a windy day, with

his clothes bagging and fluttering about him, one might have

mistaken him for the genius of famine descending upon the earth, or

some scarecrow eloped from a cornfield.


His schoolhouse was a low building of one large room, rudely

constructed of logs; the windows partly glazed, and partly patched

with leaves of old copybooks. It was most ingeniously secured at

vacant hours, by a withe twisted in the handle of the door, and

stakes set against the window shutters; so that though a thief

might get in with perfect ease, he would find some embarrassment in

getting out,—an idea most probably borrowed by the architect, Yost

Van Houten, from the mystery of an eelpot. The schoolhouse stood in

a rather lonely but pleasant situation, just at the foot of a woody

hill, with a brook running close by, and a formidable birch-tree

growing at one end of it. From hence the low murmur of his pupils’

voices, conning over their lessons, might be heard in a drowsy

summer’s day, like the hum of a beehive; interrupted now and then

by the authoritative voice of the master, in the tone of menace or

command, or, peradventure, by the appalling sound of the birch, as

he urged some tardy loiterer along the flowery path of knowledge.

Truth to say, he was a conscientious man, and ever bore in mind the

golden maxim, “Spare the rod and spoil the child.” Ichabod Crane’s

scholars certainly were not spoiled.


I would not have it imagined, however, that he was one of those

cruel potentates of the school who joy in the smart of their

subjects; on the contrary, he administered justice with

discrimination rather than severity; taking the burden off the

backs of the weak, and laying it on those of the strong. Your mere

puny stripling, that winced at the least flourish of the rod, was

passed by with indulgence; but the claims of justice were satisfied

by inflicting a double portion on some little tough wrong-headed,

broad-skirted Dutch urchin, who sulked and swelled and grew dogged

and sullen beneath the birch. All this he called “doing his duty by

their parents;” and he never inflicted a chastisement without

following it by the assurance, so consolatory to the smarting

urchin, that “he would remember it and thank him for it the longest

day he had to live.”


When school hours were over, he was even the companion and

playmate of the larger boys; and on holiday afternoons would convoy

some of the smaller ones home, who happened to have pretty sisters,

or good housewives for mothers, noted for the comforts of the

cupboard. Indeed, it behooved him to keep on good terms with his

pupils. The revenue arising from his school was small, and would

have been scarcely sufficient to furnish him with daily bread, for

he was a huge feeder, and, though lank, had the dilating powers of

an anaconda; but to help out his maintenance, he was, according to

country custom in those parts, boarded and lodged at the houses of

the farmers whose children he instructed. With these he lived

successively a week at a time, thus going the rounds of the

neighborhood, with all his worldly effects tied up in a cotton

handkerchief.


That all this might not be too onerous on the purses of his

rustic patrons, who are apt to consider the costs of schooling a

grievous burden, and schoolmasters as mere drones, he had various

ways of rendering himself both useful and agreeable. He assisted

the farmers occasionally in the lighter labors of their farms,

helped to make hay, mended the fences, took the horses to water,

drove the cows from pasture, and cut wood for the winter fire. He

laid aside, too, all the dominant dignity and absolute sway with

which he lorded it in his little empire, the school, and became

wonderfully gentle and ingratiating. He found favor in the eyes of

the mothers by petting the children, particularly the youngest; and

like the lion bold, which whilom so magnanimously the lamb did

hold, he would sit with a child on one knee, and rock a cradle with

his foot for whole hours together.


In addition to his other vocations, he was the singing-master of

the neighborhood, and picked up many bright shillings by

instructing the young folks in psalmody. It was a matter of no

little vanity to him on Sundays, to take his station in front of

the church gallery, with a band of chosen singers; where, in his

own mind, he completely carried away the palm from the parson.

Certain it is, his voice resounded far above all the rest of the

congregation; and there are peculiar quavers still to be heard in

that church, and which may even be heard half a mile off, quite to

the opposite side of the millpond, on a still Sunday morning, which

are said to be legitimately descended from the nose of Ichabod

Crane. Thus, by divers little makeshifts, in that ingenious way

which is commonly denominated “by hook and by crook,” the worthy

pedagogue got on tolerably enough, and was thought, by all who

understood nothing of the labor of headwork, to have a wonderfully

easy life of it.


The schoolmaster is generally a man of some importance in the

female circle of a rural neighborhood; being considered a kind of

idle, gentlemanlike personage, of vastly superior taste and

accomplishments to the rough country swains, and, indeed, inferior

in learning only to the parson. His appearance, therefore, is apt

to occasion some little stir at the tea-table of a farmhouse, and

the addition of a supernumerary dish of cakes or sweetmeats, or,

peradventure, the parade of a silver teapot. Our man of letters,

therefore, was peculiarly happy in the smiles of all the country

damsels. How he would figure among them in the churchyard, between

services on Sundays; gathering grapes for them from the wild vines

that overran the surrounding trees; reciting for their amusement

all the epitaphs on the tombstones; or sauntering, with a whole

bevy of them, along the banks of the adjacent millpond; while the

more bashful country bumpkins hung sheepishly back, envying his

superior elegance and address.


From his half-itinerant life, also, he was a kind of travelling

gazette, carrying the whole budget of local gossip from house to

house, so that his appearance was always greeted with satisfaction.

He was, moreover, esteemed by the women as a man of great

erudition, for he had read several books quite through, and was a

perfect master of Cotton Mather’s “History of New England

Witchcraft,” in which, by the way, he most firmly and potently

believed.


He was, in fact, an odd mixture of small shrewdness and simple

credulity. His appetite for the marvellous, and his powers of

digesting it, were equally extraordinary; and both had been

increased by his residence in this spell-bound region. No tale was

too gross or monstrous for his capacious swallow. It was often his

delight, after his school was dismissed in the afternoon, to

stretch himself on the rich bed of clover bordering the little

brook that whimpered by his schoolhouse, and there con over old

Mather’s direful tales, until the gathering dusk of evening made

the printed page a mere mist before his eyes. Then, as he wended

his way by swamp and stream and awful woodland, to the farmhouse

where he happened to be quartered, every sound of nature, at that

witching hour, fluttered his excited imagination,—the moan of the

whip-poor-will from the hillside, the boding cry of the tree toad,

that harbinger of storm, the dreary hooting of the screech owl, or

the sudden rustling in the thicket of birds frightened from their

roost. The fireflies, too, which sparkled most vividly in the

darkest places, now and then startled him, as one of uncommon

brightness would stream across his path; and if, by chance, a huge

blockhead of a beetle came winging his blundering flight against

him, the poor varlet was ready to give up the ghost, with the idea

that he was struck with a witch’s token. His only resource on such

occasions, either to drown thought or drive away evil spirits, was

to sing psalm tunes and the good people of Sleepy Hollow, as they

sat by their doors of an evening, were often filled with awe at

hearing his nasal melody, “in linked sweetness long drawn out,”

floating from the distant hill, or along the dusky road.


Another of his sources of fearful pleasure was to pass long

winter evenings with the old Dutch wives, as they sat spinning by

the fire, with a row of apples roasting and spluttering along the

hearth, and listen to their marvellous tales of ghosts and goblins,

and haunted fields, and haunted brooks, and haunted bridges, and

haunted houses, and particularly of the headless horseman, or

Galloping Hessian of the Hollow, as they sometimes called him. He

would delight them equally by his anecdotes of witchcraft, and of

the direful omens and portentous sights and sounds in the air,

which prevailed in the earlier times of Connecticut; and would

frighten them woefully with speculations upon comets and shooting

stars; and with the alarming fact that the world did absolutely

turn round, and that they were half the time topsy-turvy!


But if there was a pleasure in all this, while snugly cuddling

in the chimney corner of a chamber that was all of a ruddy glow

from the crackling wood fire, and where, of course, no spectre

dared to show its face, it was dearly purchased by the terrors of

his subsequent walk homewards. What fearful shapes and shadows

beset his path, amidst the dim and ghastly glare of a snowy night!

With what wistful look did he eye every trembling ray of light

streaming across the waste fields from some distant window! How

often was he appalled by some shrub covered with snow, which, like

a sheeted spectre, beset his very path! How often did he shrink

with curdling awe at the sound of his own steps on the frosty crust

beneath his feet; and dread to look over his shoulder, lest he

should behold some uncouth being tramping close behind him! And how

often was he thrown into complete dismay by some rushing blast,

howling among the trees, in the idea that it was the Galloping

Hessian on one of his nightly scourings!


All these, however, were mere terrors of the night, phantoms of

the mind that walk in darkness; and though he had seen many

spectres in his time, and been more than once beset by Satan in

divers shapes, in his lonely perambulations, yet daylight put an

end to all these evils; and he would have passed a pleasant life of

it, in despite of the Devil and all his works, if his path had not

been crossed by a being that causes more perplexity to mortal man

than ghosts, goblins, and the whole race of witches put together,

and that was—a woman.


Among the musical disciples who assembled, one evening in each

week, to receive his instructions in psalmody, was Katrina Van

Tassel, the daughter and only child of a substantial Dutch farmer.

She was a blooming lass of fresh eighteen; plump as a partridge;

ripe and melting and rosy-cheeked as one of her father’s peaches,

and universally famed, not merely for her beauty, but her vast

expectations. She was withal a little of a coquette, as might be

perceived even in her dress, which was a mixture of ancient and

modern fashions, as most suited to set off her charms. She wore the

ornaments of pure yellow gold, which her great-great-grandmother

had brought over from Saardam; the tempting stomacher of the olden

time, and withal a provokingly short petticoat, to display the

prettiest foot and ankle in the country round.


Ichabod Crane had a soft and foolish heart towards the sex; and

it is not to be wondered at that so tempting a morsel soon found

favor in his eyes, more especially after he had visited her in her

paternal mansion. Old Baltus Van Tassel was a perfect picture of a

thriving, contented, liberal-hearted farmer. He seldom, it is true,

sent either his eyes or his thoughts beyond the boundaries of his

own farm; but within those everything was snug, happy and

well-conditioned. He was satisfied with his wealth, but not proud

of it; and piqued himself upon the hearty abundance, rather than

the style in which he lived. His stronghold was situated on the

banks of the Hudson, in one of those green, sheltered, fertile

nooks in which the Dutch farmers are so fond of nestling. A great

elm tree spread its broad branches over it, at the foot of which

bubbled up a spring of the softest and sweetest water, in a little

well formed of a barrel; and then stole sparkling away through the

grass, to a neighboring brook, that babbled along among alders and

dwarf willows. Hard by the farmhouse was a vast barn, that might

have served for a church; every window and crevice of which seemed

bursting forth with the treasures of the farm; the flail was busily

resounding within it from morning to night; swallows and martins

skimmed twittering about the eaves; and rows of pigeons, some with

one eye turned up, as if watching the weather, some with their

heads under their wings or buried in their bosoms, and others

swelling, and cooing, and bowing about their dames, were enjoying

the sunshine on the roof. Sleek unwieldy porkers were grunting in

the repose and abundance of their pens, from whence sallied forth,

now and then, troops of sucking pigs, as if to snuff the air. A

stately squadron of snowy geese were riding in an adjoining pond,

convoying whole fleets of ducks; regiments of turkeys were gobbling

through the farmyard, and Guinea fowls fretting about it, like

ill-tempered housewives, with their peevish, discontented cry.

Before the barn door strutted the gallant cock, that pattern of a

husband, a warrior and a fine gentleman, clapping his burnished

wings and crowing in the pride and gladness of his heart,—sometimes

tearing up the earth with his feet, and then generously calling his

ever-hungry family of wives and children to enjoy the rich morsel

which he had discovered.


The pedagogue’s mouth watered as he looked upon this sumptuous

promise of luxurious winter fare. In his devouring mind’s eye, he

pictured to himself every roasting-pig running about with a pudding

in his belly, and an apple in his mouth; the pigeons were snugly

put to bed in a comfortable pie, and tucked in with a coverlet of

crust; the geese were swimming in their own gravy; and the ducks

pairing cosily in dishes, like snug married couples, with a decent

competency of onion sauce. In the porkers he saw carved out the

future sleek side of bacon, and juicy relishing ham; not a turkey

but he beheld daintily trussed up, with its gizzard under its wing,

and, peradventure, a necklace of savory sausages; and even bright

chanticleer himself lay sprawling on his back, in a side dish, with

uplifted claws, as if craving that quarter which his chivalrous

spirit disdained to ask while living.


As the enraptured Ichabod fancied all this, and as he rolled his

great green eyes over the fat meadow lands, the rich fields of

wheat, of rye, of buckwheat, and Indian corn, and the orchards

burdened with ruddy fruit, which surrounded the warm tenement of

Van Tassel, his heart yearned after the damsel who was to inherit

these domains, and his imagination expanded with the idea, how they

might be readily turned into cash, and the money invested in

immense tracts of wild land, and shingle palaces in the wilderness.

Nay, his busy fancy already realized his hopes, and presented to

him the blooming Katrina, with a whole family of children, mounted

on the top of a wagon loaded with household trumpery, with pots and

kettles dangling beneath; and he beheld himself bestriding a pacing

mare, with a colt at her heels, setting out for Kentucky,

Tennessee,—or the Lord knows where!


When he entered the house, the conquest of his heart was

complete. It was one of those spacious farmhouses, with high-ridged

but lowly sloping roofs, built in the style handed down from the

first Dutch settlers; the low projecting eaves forming a piazza

along the front, capable of being closed up in bad weather. Under

this were hung flails, harness, various utensils of husbandry, and

nets for fishing in the neighboring river. Benches were built along

the sides for summer use; and a great spinning-wheel at one end,

and a churn at the other, showed the various uses to which this

important porch might be devoted. From this piazza the wondering

Ichabod entered the hall, which formed the centre of the mansion,

and the place of usual residence. Here rows of resplendent pewter,

ranged on a long dresser, dazzled his eyes. In one corner stood a

huge bag of wool, ready to be spun; in another, a quantity of

linsey-woolsey just from the loom; ears of Indian corn, and strings

of dried apples and peaches, hung in gay festoons along the walls,

mingled with the gaud of red peppers; and a door left ajar gave him

a peep into the best parlor, where the claw-footed chairs and dark

mahogany tables shone like mirrors; andirons, with their

accompanying shovel and tongs, glistened from their covert of

asparagus tops; mock-oranges and conch-shells decorated the

mantelpiece; strings of various-colored birds eggs were suspended

above it; a great ostrich egg was hung from the centre of the room,

and a corner cupboard, knowingly left open, displayed immense

treasures of old silver and well-mended china.


From the moment Ichabod laid his eyes upon these regions of

delight, the peace of his mind was at an end, and his only study

was how to gain the affections of the peerless daughter of Van

Tassel. In this enterprise, however, he had more real difficulties

than generally fell to the lot of a knight-errant of yore, who

seldom had anything but giants, enchanters, fiery dragons, and such

like easily conquered adversaries, to contend with and had to make

his way merely through gates of iron and brass, and walls of

adamant to the castle keep, where the lady of his heart was

confined; all which he achieved as easily as a man would carve his

way to the centre of a Christmas pie; and then the lady gave him

her hand as a matter of course. Ichabod, on the contrary, had to

win his way to the heart of a country coquette, beset with a

labyrinth of whims and caprices, which were forever presenting new

difficulties and impediments; and he had to encounter a host of

fearful adversaries of real flesh and blood, the numerous rustic

admirers, who beset every portal to her heart, keeping a watchful

and angry eye upon each other, but ready to fly out in the common

cause against any new competitor.


Among these, the most formidable was a burly, roaring,

roystering blade, of the name of Abraham, or, according to the

Dutch abbreviation, Brom Van Brunt, the hero of the country round,

which rang with his feats of strength and hardihood. He was

broad-shouldered and double-jointed, with short curly black hair,

and a bluff but not unpleasant countenance, having a mingled air of

fun and arrogance. From his Herculean frame and great powers of

limb he had received the nickname of BROM BONES, by which he was

universally known. He was famed for great knowledge and skill in

horsemanship, being as dexterous on horseback as a Tartar. He was

foremost at all races and cock fights; and, with the ascendancy

which bodily strength always acquires in rustic life, was the

umpire in all disputes, setting his hat on one side, and giving his

decisions with an air and tone that admitted of no gainsay or

appeal. He was always ready for either a fight or a frolic; but had

more mischief than ill-will in his composition; and with all his

overbearing roughness, there was a strong dash of waggish good

humor at bottom. He had three or four boon companions, who regarded

him as their model, and at the head of whom he scoured the country,

attending every scene of feud or merriment for miles round. In cold

weather he was distinguished by a fur cap, surmounted with a

flaunting fox’s tail; and when the folks at a country gathering

descried this well-known crest at a distance, whisking about among

a squad of hard riders, they always stood by for a squall.

Sometimes his crew would be heard dashing along past the farmhouses

at midnight, with whoop and halloo, like a troop of Don Cossacks;

and the old dames, startled out of their sleep, would listen for a

moment till the hurry-scurry had clattered by, and then exclaim,

“Ay, there goes Brom Bones and his gang!” The neighbors looked upon

him with a mixture of awe, admiration, and good-will; and, when any

madcap prank or rustic brawl occurred in the vicinity, always shook

their heads, and warranted Brom Bones was at the bottom of it.


This rantipole hero had for some time singled out the blooming

Katrina for the object of his uncouth gallantries, and though his

amorous toyings were something like the gentle caresses and

endearments of a bear, yet it was whispered that she did not

altogether discourage his hopes. Certain it is, his advances were

signals for rival candidates to retire, who felt no inclination to

cross a lion in his amours; insomuch, that when his horse was seen

tied to Van Tassel’s paling, on a Sunday night, a sure sign that

his master was courting, or, as it is termed, “sparking,” within,

all other suitors passed by in despair, and carried the war into

other quarters.


Such was the formidable rival with whom Ichabod Crane had to

contend, and, considering all things, a stouter man than he would

have shrunk from the competition, and a wiser man would have

despaired. He had, however, a happy mixture of pliability and

perseverance in his nature; he was in form and spirit like a

supple-jack—yielding, but tough; though he bent, he never broke;

and though he bowed beneath the slightest pressure, yet, the moment

it was away—jerk!—he was as erect, and carried his head as high as

ever.


To have taken the field openly against his rival would have been

madness; for he was not a man to be thwarted in his amours, any

more than that stormy lover, Achilles. Ichabod, therefore, made his

advances in a quiet and gently insinuating manner. Under cover of

his character of singing-master, he made frequent visits at the

farmhouse; not that he had anything to apprehend from the

meddlesome interference of parents, which is so often a

stumbling-block in the path of lovers. Balt Van Tassel was an easy

indulgent soul; he loved his daughter better even than his pipe,

and, like a reasonable man and an excellent father, let her have

her way in everything. His notable little wife, too, had enough to

do to attend to her housekeeping and manage her poultry; for, as

she sagely observed, ducks and geese are foolish things, and must

be looked after, but girls can take care of themselves. Thus, while

the busy dame bustled about the house, or plied her spinning-wheel

at one end of the piazza, honest Balt would sit smoking his evening

pipe at the other, watching the achievements of a little wooden

warrior, who, armed with a sword in each hand, was most valiantly

fighting the wind on the pinnacle of the barn. In the mean time,

Ichabod would carry on his suit with the daughter by the side of

the spring under the great elm, or sauntering along in the

twilight, that hour so favorable to the lover’s eloquence.


I profess not to know how women’s hearts are wooed and won. To

me they have always been matters of riddle and admiration. Some

seem to have but one vulnerable point, or door of access; while

others have a thousand avenues, and may be captured in a thousand

different ways. It is a great triumph of skill to gain the former,

but a still greater proof of generalship to maintain possession of

the latter, for man must battle for his fortress at every door and

window. He who wins a thousand common hearts is therefore entitled

to some renown; but he who keeps undisputed sway over the heart of

a coquette is indeed a hero. Certain it is, this was not the case

with the redoubtable Brom Bones; and from the moment Ichabod Crane

made his advances, the interests of the former evidently declined:

his horse was no longer seen tied to the palings on Sunday nights,

and a deadly feud gradually arose between him and the preceptor of

Sleepy Hollow.


Brom, who had a degree of rough chivalry in his nature, would

fain have carried matters to open warfare and have settled their

pretensions to the lady, according to the mode of those most

concise and simple reasoners, the knights-errant of yore,—by single

combat; but Ichabod was too conscious of the superior might of his

adversary to enter the lists against him; he had overheard a boast

of Bones, that he would “double the schoolmaster up, and lay him on

a shelf of his own schoolhouse;” and he was too wary to give him an

opportunity. There was something extremely provoking in this

obstinately pacific system; it left Brom no alternative but to draw

upon the funds of rustic waggery in his disposition, and to play

off boorish practical jokes upon his rival. Ichabod became the

object of whimsical persecution to Bones and his gang of rough

riders. They harried his hitherto peaceful domains; smoked out his

singing school by stopping up the chimney; broke into the

schoolhouse at night, in spite of its formidable fastenings of

withe and window stakes, and turned everything topsy-turvy, so that

the poor schoolmaster began to think all the witches in the country

held their meetings there. But what was still more annoying, Brom

took all opportunities of turning him into ridicule in presence of

his mistress, and had a scoundrel dog whom he taught to whine in

the most ludicrous manner, and introduced as a rival of Ichabod’s,

to instruct her in psalmody.


In this way matters went on for some time, without producing any

material effect on the relative situations of the contending

powers. On a fine autumnal afternoon, Ichabod, in pensive mood, sat

enthroned on the lofty stool from whence he usually watched all the

concerns of his little literary realm. In his hand he swayed a

ferule, that sceptre of despotic power; the birch of justice

reposed on three nails behind the throne, a constant terror to evil

doers, while on the desk before him might be seen sundry contraband

articles and prohibited weapons, detected upon the persons of idle

urchins, such as half-munched apples, popguns, whirligigs,

fly-cages, and whole legions of rampant little paper gamecocks.

Apparently there had been some appalling act of justice recently

inflicted, for his scholars were all busily intent upon their

books, or slyly whispering behind them with one eye kept upon the

master; and a kind of buzzing stillness reigned throughout the

schoolroom. It was suddenly interrupted by the appearance of a

negro in tow-cloth jacket and trowsers, a round-crowned fragment of

a hat, like the cap of Mercury, and mounted on the back of a

ragged, wild, half-broken colt, which he managed with a rope by way

of halter. He came clattering up to the school door with an

invitation to Ichabod to attend a merry-making or “quilting

frolic,” to be held that evening at Mynheer Van Tassel’s; and

having delivered his message with that air of importance, and

effort at fine language, which a negro is apt to display on petty

embassies of the kind, he dashed over the brook, and was seen

scampering away up the hollow, full of the importance and hurry of

his mission.


All was now bustle and hubbub in the late quiet schoolroom. The

scholars were hurried through their lessons without stopping at

trifles; those who were nimble skipped over half with impunity, and

those who were tardy had a smart application now and then in the

rear, to quicken their speed or help them over a tall word. Books

were flung aside without being put away on the shelves, inkstands

were overturned, benches thrown down, and the whole school was

turned loose an hour before the usual time, bursting forth like a

legion of young imps, yelping and racketing about the green in joy

at their early emancipation.


The gallant Ichabod now spent at least an extra half hour at his

toilet, brushing and furbishing up his best, and indeed only suit

of rusty black, and arranging his locks by a bit of broken

looking-glass that hung up in the schoolhouse. That he might make

his appearance before his mistress in the true style of a cavalier,

he borrowed a horse from the farmer with whom he was domiciliated,

a choleric old Dutchman of the name of Hans Van Ripper, and, thus

gallantly mounted, issued forth like a knight-errant in quest of

adventures. But it is meet I should, in the true spirit of romantic

story, give some account of the looks and equipments of my hero and

his steed. The animal he bestrode was a broken-down plow-horse,

that had outlived almost everything but its viciousness. He was

gaunt and shagged, with a ewe neck, and a head like a hammer; his

rusty mane and tail were tangled and knotted with burs; one eye had

lost its pupil, and was glaring and spectral, but the other had the

gleam of a genuine devil in it. Still he must have had fire and

mettle in his day, if we may judge from the name he bore of

Gunpowder. He had, in fact, been a favorite steed of his master’s,

the choleric Van Ripper, who was a furious rider, and had infused,

very probably, some of his own spirit into the animal; for, old and

broken-down as he looked, there was more of the lurking devil in

him than in any young filly in the country.


Ichabod was a suitable figure for such a steed. He rode with

short stirrups, which brought his knees nearly up to the pommel of

the saddle; his sharp elbows stuck out like grasshoppers’; he

carried his whip perpendicularly in his hand, like a sceptre, and

as his horse jogged on, the motion of his arms was not unlike the

flapping of a pair of wings. A small wool hat rested on the top of

his nose, for so his scanty strip of forehead might be called, and

the skirts of his black coat fluttered out almost to the horses

tail. Such was the appearance of Ichabod and his steed as they

shambled out of the gate of Hans Van Ripper, and it was altogether

such an apparition as is seldom to be met with in broad

daylight.


It was, as I have said, a fine autumnal day; the sky was clear

and serene, and nature wore that rich and golden livery which we

always associate with the idea of abundance. The forests had put on

their sober brown and yellow, while some trees of the tenderer kind

had been nipped by the frosts into brilliant dyes of orange,

purple, and scarlet. Streaming files of wild ducks began to make

their appearance high in the air; the bark of the squirrel might be

heard from the groves of beech and hickory-nuts, and the pensive

whistle of the quail at intervals from the neighboring stubble

field.


The small birds were taking their farewell banquets. In the

fullness of their revelry, they fluttered, chirping and frolicking

from bush to bush, and tree to tree, capricious from the very

profusion and variety around them. There was the honest cock robin,

the favorite game of stripling sportsmen, with its loud querulous

note; and the twittering blackbirds flying in sable clouds; and the

golden-winged woodpecker with his crimson crest, his broad black

gorget, and splendid plumage; and the cedar bird, with its red-tipt

wings and yellow-tipt tail and its little monteiro cap of feathers;

and the blue jay, that noisy coxcomb, in his gay light blue coat

and white underclothes, screaming and chattering, nodding and

bobbing and bowing, and pretending to be on good terms with every

songster of the grove.


As Ichabod jogged slowly on his way, his eye, ever open to every

symptom of culinary abundance, ranged with delight over the

treasures of jolly autumn. On all sides he beheld vast store of

apples; some hanging in oppressive opulence on the trees; some

gathered into baskets and barrels for the market; others heaped up

in rich piles for the cider-press. Farther on he beheld great

fields of Indian corn, with its golden ears peeping from their

leafy coverts, and holding out the promise of cakes and

hasty-pudding; and the yellow pumpkins lying beneath them, turning

up their fair round bellies to the sun, and giving ample prospects

of the most luxurious of pies; and anon he passed the fragrant

buckwheat fields breathing the odor of the beehive, and as he

beheld them, soft anticipations stole over his mind of dainty

slapjacks, well buttered, and garnished with honey or treacle, by

the delicate little dimpled hand of Katrina Van Tassel.


Thus feeding his mind with many sweet thoughts and “sugared

suppositions,” he journeyed along the sides of a range of hills

which look out upon some of the goodliest scenes of the mighty

Hudson. The sun gradually wheeled his broad disk down in the west.

The wide bosom of the Tappan Zee lay motionless and glassy,

excepting that here and there a gentle undulation waved and

prolonged the blue shadow of the distant mountain. A few amber

clouds floated in the sky, without a breath of air to move them.

The horizon was of a fine golden tint, changing gradually into a

pure apple green, and from that into the deep blue of the

mid-heaven. A slanting ray lingered on the woody crests of the

precipices that overhung some parts of the river, giving greater

depth to the dark gray and purple of their rocky sides. A sloop was

loitering in the distance, dropping slowly down with the tide, her

sail hanging uselessly against the mast; and as the reflection of

the sky gleamed along the still water, it seemed as if the vessel

was suspended in the air.


It was toward evening that Ichabod arrived at the castle of the

Heer Van Tassel, which he found thronged with the pride and flower

of the adjacent country. Old farmers, a spare leathern-faced race,

in homespun coats and breeches, blue stockings, huge shoes, and

magnificent pewter buckles. Their brisk, withered little dames, in

close-crimped caps, long-waisted short gowns, homespun petticoats,

with scissors and pincushions, and gay calico pockets hanging on

the outside. Buxom lasses, almost as antiquated as their mothers,

excepting where a straw hat, a fine ribbon, or perhaps a white

frock, gave symptoms of city innovation. The sons, in short

square-skirted coats, with rows of stupendous brass buttons, and

their hair generally queued in the fashion of the times, especially

if they could procure an eel-skin for the purpose, it being

esteemed throughout the country as a potent nourisher and

strengthener of the hair.


Brom Bones, however, was the hero of the scene, having come to

the gathering on his favorite steed Daredevil, a creature, like

himself, full of mettle and mischief, and which no one but himself

could manage. He was, in fact, noted for preferring vicious

animals, given to all kinds of tricks which kept the rider in

constant risk of his neck, for he held a tractable, well-broken

horse as unworthy of a lad of spirit.


Fain would I pause to dwell upon the world of charms that burst

upon the enraptured gaze of my hero, as he entered the state parlor

of Van Tassel’s mansion. Not those of the bevy of buxom lasses,

with their luxurious display of red and white; but the ample charms

of a genuine Dutch country tea-table, in the sumptuous time of

autumn. Such heaped up platters of cakes of various and almost

indescribable kinds, known only to experienced Dutch housewives!

There was the doughty doughnut, the tender oly koek, and the crisp

and crumbling cruller; sweet cakes and short cakes, ginger cakes

and honey cakes, and the whole family of cakes. And then there were

apple pies, and peach pies, and pumpkin pies; besides slices of ham

and smoked beef; and moreover delectable dishes of preserved plums,

and peaches, and pears, and quinces; not to mention broiled shad

and roasted chickens; together with bowls of milk and cream, all

mingled higgledy-piggledy, pretty much as I have enumerated them,

with the motherly teapot sending up its clouds of vapor from the

midst—Heaven bless the mark! I want breath and time to discuss this

banquet as it deserves, and am too eager to get on with my story.

Happily, Ichabod Crane was not in so great a hurry as his

historian, but did ample justice to every dainty.


He was a kind and thankful creature, whose heart dilated in

proportion as his skin was filled with good cheer, and whose

spirits rose with eating, as some men’s do with drink. He could not

help, too, rolling his large eyes round him as he ate, and

chuckling with the possibility that he might one day be lord of all

this scene of almost unimaginable luxury and splendor. Then, he

thought, how soon he’d turn his back upon the old schoolhouse; snap

his fingers in the face of Hans Van Ripper, and every other

niggardly patron, and kick any itinerant pedagogue out of doors

that should dare to call him comrade!


Old Baltus Van Tassel moved about among his guests with a face

dilated with content and good humor, round and jolly as the harvest

moon. His hospitable attentions were brief, but expressive, being

confined to a shake of the hand, a slap on the shoulder, a loud

laugh, and a pressing invitation to “fall to, and help

themselves.”


And now the sound of the music from the common room, or hall,

summoned to the dance. The musician was an old gray-headed negro,

who had been the itinerant orchestra of the neighborhood for more

than half a century. His instrument was as old and battered as

himself. The greater part of the time he scraped on two or three

strings, accompanying every movement of the bow with a motion of

the head; bowing almost to the ground, and stamping with his foot

whenever a fresh couple were to start.


Ichabod prided himself upon his dancing as much as upon his

vocal powers. Not a limb, not a fibre about him was idle; and to

have seen his loosely hung frame in full motion, and clattering

about the room, you would have thought St. Vitus himself, that

blessed patron of the dance, was figuring before you in person. He

was the admiration of all the negroes; who, having gathered, of all

ages and sizes, from the farm and the neighborhood, stood forming a

pyramid of shining black faces at every door and window, gazing

with delight at the scene, rolling their white eyeballs, and

showing grinning rows of ivory from ear to ear. How could the

flogger of urchins be otherwise than animated and joyous? The lady

of his heart was his partner in the dance, and smiling graciously

in reply to all his amorous oglings; while Brom Bones, sorely

smitten with love and jealousy, sat brooding by himself in one

corner.


When the dance was at an end, Ichabod was attracted to a knot of

the sager folks, who, with Old Van Tassel, sat smoking at one end

of the piazza, gossiping over former times, and drawing out long

stories about the war.


This neighborhood, at the time of which I am speaking, was one

of those highly favored places which abound with chronicle and

great men. The British and American line had run near it during the

war; it had, therefore, been the scene of marauding and infested

with refugees, cowboys, and all kinds of border chivalry. Just

sufficient time had elapsed to enable each storyteller to dress up

his tale with a little becoming fiction, and, in the indistinctness

of his recollection, to make himself the hero of every exploit.


There was the story of Doffue Martling, a large blue-bearded

Dutchman, who had nearly taken a British frigate with an old iron

nine-pounder from a mud breastwork, only that his gun burst at the

sixth discharge. And there was an old gentleman who shall be

nameless, being too rich a mynheer to be lightly mentioned, who, in

the battle of White Plains, being an excellent master of defence,

parried a musket-ball with a small sword, insomuch that he

absolutely felt it whiz round the blade, and glance off at the

hilt; in proof of which he was ready at any time to show the sword,

with the hilt a little bent. There were several more that had been

equally great in the field, not one of whom but was persuaded that

he had a considerable hand in bringing the war to a happy

termination.


But all these were nothing to the tales of ghosts and

apparitions that succeeded. The neighborhood is rich in legendary

treasures of the kind. Local tales and superstitions thrive best in

these sheltered, long-settled retreats; but are trampled under foot

by the shifting throng that forms the population of most of our

country places. Besides, there is no encouragement for ghosts in

most of our villages, for they have scarcely had time to finish

their first nap and turn themselves in their graves, before their

surviving friends have travelled away from the neighborhood; so

that when they turn out at night to walk their rounds, they have no

acquaintance left to call upon. This is perhaps the reason why we

so seldom hear of ghosts except in our long-established Dutch

communities.


The immediate cause, however, of the prevalence of supernatural

stories in these parts, was doubtless owing to the vicinity of

Sleepy Hollow. There was a contagion in the very air that blew from

that haunted region; it breathed forth an atmosphere of dreams and

fancies infecting all the land. Several of the Sleepy Hollow people

were present at Van Tassel’s, and, as usual, were doling out their

wild and wonderful legends. Many dismal tales were told about

funeral trains, and mourning cries and wailings heard and seen

about the great tree where the unfortunate Major André was taken,

and which stood in the neighborhood. Some mention was made also of

the woman in white, that haunted the dark glen at Raven Rock, and

was often heard to shriek on winter nights before a storm, having

perished there in the snow. The chief part of the stories, however,

turned upon the favorite spectre of Sleepy Hollow, the Headless

Horseman, who had been heard several times of late, patrolling the

country; and, it was said, tethered his horse nightly among the

graves in the churchyard.


The sequestered situation of this church seems always to have

made it a favorite haunt of troubled spirits. It stands on a knoll,

surrounded by locust-trees and lofty elms, from among which its

decent, whitewashed walls shine modestly forth, like Christian

purity beaming through the shades of retirement. A gentle slope

descends from it to a silver sheet of water, bordered by high

trees, between which, peeps may be caught at the blue hills of the

Hudson. To look upon its grass-grown yard, where the sunbeams seem

to sleep so quietly, one would think that there at least the dead

might rest in peace. On one side of the church extends a wide woody

dell, along which raves a large brook among broken rocks and trunks

of fallen trees. Over a deep black part of the stream, not far from

the church, was formerly thrown a wooden bridge; the road that led

to it, and the bridge itself, were thickly shaded by overhanging

trees, which cast a gloom about it, even in the daytime; but

occasioned a fearful darkness at night. Such was one of the

favorite haunts of the Headless Horseman, and the place where he

was most frequently encountered. The tale was told of old Brouwer,

a most heretical disbeliever in ghosts, how he met the Horseman

returning from his foray into Sleepy Hollow, and was obliged to get

up behind him; how they galloped over bush and brake, over hill and

swamp, until they reached the bridge; when the Horseman suddenly

turned into a skeleton, threw old Brouwer into the brook, and

sprang away over the tree-tops with a clap of thunder.


This story was immediately matched by a thrice marvellous

adventure of Brom Bones, who made light of the Galloping Hessian as

an arrant jockey. He affirmed that on returning one night from the

neighboring village of Sing Sing, he had been overtaken by this

midnight trooper; that he had offered to race with him for a bowl

of punch, and should have won it too, for Daredevil beat the goblin

horse all hollow, but just as they came to the church bridge, the

Hessian bolted, and vanished in a flash of fire.


All these tales, told in that drowsy undertone with which men

talk in the dark, the countenances of the listeners only now and

then receiving a casual gleam from the glare of a pipe, sank deep

in the mind of Ichabod. He repaid them in kind with large extracts

from his invaluable author, Cotton Mather, and added many

marvellous events that had taken place in his native State of

Connecticut, and fearful sights which he had seen in his nightly

walks about Sleepy Hollow.


The revel now gradually broke up. The old farmers gathered

together their families in their wagons, and were heard for some

time rattling along the hollow roads, and over the distant hills.

Some of the damsels mounted on pillions behind their favorite

swains, and their light-hearted laughter, mingling with the clatter

of hoofs, echoed along the silent woodlands, sounding fainter and

fainter, until they gradually died away,—and the late scene of

noise and frolic was all silent and deserted. Ichabod only lingered

behind, according to the custom of country lovers, to have a

tête-à-tête with the heiress; fully convinced that he was now on

the high road to success. What passed at this interview I will not

pretend to say, for in fact I do not know. Something, however, I

fear me, must have gone wrong, for he certainly sallied forth,

after no very great interval, with an air quite desolate and

chapfallen. Oh, these women! these women! Could that girl have been

playing off any of her coquettish tricks? Was her encouragement of

the poor pedagogue all a mere sham to secure her conquest of his

rival? Heaven only knows, not I! Let it suffice to say, Ichabod

stole forth with the air of one who had been sacking a henroost,

rather than a fair lady’s heart. Without looking to the right or

left to notice the scene of rural wealth, on which he had so often

gloated, he went straight to the stable, and with several hearty

cuffs and kicks roused his steed most uncourteously from the

comfortable quarters in which he was soundly sleeping, dreaming of

mountains of corn and oats, and whole valleys of timothy and

clover.


It was the very witching time of night that Ichabod,

heavy-hearted and crestfallen, pursued his travels homewards, along

the sides of the lofty hills which rise above Tarry Town, and which

he had traversed so cheerily in the afternoon. The hour was as

dismal as himself. Far below him the Tappan Zee spread its dusky

and indistinct waste of waters, with here and there the tall mast

of a sloop, riding quietly at anchor under the land. In the dead

hush of midnight, he could even hear the barking of the watchdog

from the opposite shore of the Hudson; but it was so vague and

faint as only to give an idea of his distance from this faithful

companion of man. Now and then, too, the long-drawn crowing of a

cock, accidentally awakened, would sound far, far off, from some

farmhouse away among the hills—but it was like a dreaming sound in

his ear. No signs of life occurred near him, but occasionally the

melancholy chirp of a cricket, or perhaps the guttural twang of a

bullfrog from a neighboring marsh, as if sleeping uncomfortably and

turning suddenly in his bed.


All the stories of ghosts and goblins that he had heard in the

afternoon now came crowding upon his recollection. The night grew

darker and darker; the stars seemed to sink deeper in the sky, and

driving clouds occasionally hid them from his sight. He had never

felt so lonely and dismal. He was, moreover, approaching the very

place where many of the scenes of the ghost stories had been laid.

In the centre of the road stood an enormous tulip-tree, which

towered like a giant above all the other trees of the neighborhood,

and formed a kind of landmark. Its limbs were gnarled and

fantastic, large enough to form trunks for ordinary trees, twisting

down almost to the earth, and rising again into the air. It was

connected with the tragical story of the unfortunate André, who had

been taken prisoner hard by; and was universally known by the name

of Major André’s tree. The common people regarded it with a mixture

of respect and superstition, partly out of sympathy for the fate of

its ill-starred namesake, and partly from the tales of strange

sights, and doleful lamentations, told concerning it.


As Ichabod approached this fearful tree, he began to whistle; he

thought his whistle was answered; it was but a blast sweeping

sharply through the dry branches. As he approached a little nearer,

he thought he saw something white, hanging in the midst of the

tree: he paused and ceased whistling but, on looking more narrowly,

perceived that it was a place where the tree had been scathed by

lightning, and the white wood laid bare. Suddenly he heard a

groan—his teeth chattered, and his knees smote against the saddle:

it was but the rubbing of one huge bough upon another, as they were

swayed about by the breeze. He passed the tree in safety, but new

perils lay before him.


About two hundred yards from the tree, a small brook crossed the

road, and ran into a marshy and thickly-wooded glen, known by the

name of Wiley’s Swamp. A few rough logs, laid side by side, served

for a bridge over this stream. On that side of the road where the

brook entered the wood, a group of oaks and chestnuts, matted thick

with wild grape-vines, threw a cavernous gloom over it. To pass

this bridge was the severest trial. It was at this identical spot

that the unfortunate André was captured, and under the covert of

those chestnuts and vines were the sturdy yeomen concealed who

surprised him. This has ever since been considered a haunted

stream, and fearful are the feelings of the schoolboy who has to

pass it alone after dark.


As he approached the stream, his heart began to thump; he

summoned up, however, all his resolution, gave his horse half a

score of kicks in the ribs, and attempted to dash briskly across

the bridge; but instead of starting forward, the perverse old

animal made a lateral movement, and ran broadside against the

fence. Ichabod, whose fears increased with the delay, jerked the

reins on the other side, and kicked lustily with the contrary foot:

it was all in vain; his steed started, it is true, but it was only

to plunge to the opposite side of the road into a thicket of

brambles and alder bushes. The schoolmaster now bestowed both whip

and heel upon the starveling ribs of old Gunpowder, who dashed

forward, snuffling and snorting, but came to a stand just by the

bridge, with a suddenness that had nearly sent his rider sprawling

over his head. Just at this moment a plashy tramp by the side of

the bridge caught the sensitive ear of Ichabod. In the dark shadow

of the grove, on the margin of the brook, he beheld something huge,

misshapen and towering. It stirred not, but seemed gathered up in

the gloom, like some gigantic monster ready to spring upon the

traveller.


The hair of the affrighted pedagogue rose upon his head with

terror. What was to be done? To turn and fly was now too late; and

besides, what chance was there of escaping ghost or goblin, if such

it was, which could ride upon the wings of the wind? Summoning up,

therefore, a show of courage, he demanded in stammering accents,

“Who are you?” He received no reply. He repeated his demand in a

still more agitated voice. Still there was no answer. Once more he

cudgelled the sides of the inflexible Gunpowder, and, shutting his

eyes, broke forth with involuntary fervor into a psalm tune. Just

then the shadowy object of alarm put itself in motion, and with a

scramble and a bound stood at once in the middle of the road.

Though the night was dark and dismal, yet the form of the unknown

might now in some degree be ascertained. He appeared to be a

horseman of large dimensions, and mounted on a black horse of

powerful frame. He made no offer of molestation or sociability, but

kept aloof on one side of the road, jogging along on the blind side

of old Gunpowder, who had now got over his fright and

waywardness.


Ichabod, who had no relish for this strange midnight companion,

and bethought himself of the adventure of Brom Bones with the

Galloping Hessian, now quickened his steed in hopes of leaving him

behind. The stranger, however, quickened his horse to an equal

pace. Ichabod pulled up, and fell into a walk, thinking to lag

behind,—the other did the same. His heart began to sink within him;

he endeavored to resume his psalm tune, but his parched tongue

clove to the roof of his mouth, and he could not utter a stave.

There was something in the moody and dogged silence of this

pertinacious companion that was mysterious and appalling. It was

soon fearfully accounted for. On mounting a rising ground, which

brought the figure of his fellow-traveller in relief against the

sky, gigantic in height, and muffled in a cloak, Ichabod was

horror-struck on perceiving that he was headless!—but his horror

was still more increased on observing that the head, which should

have rested on his shoulders, was carried before him on the pommel

of his saddle! His terror rose to desperation; he rained a shower

of kicks and blows upon Gunpowder, hoping by a sudden movement to

give his companion the slip; but the spectre started full jump with

him. Away, then, they dashed through thick and thin; stones flying

and sparks flashing at every bound. Ichabod’s flimsy garments

fluttered in the air, as he stretched his long lank body away over

his horse’s head, in the eagerness of his flight.


They had now reached the road which turns off to Sleepy Hollow;

but Gunpowder, who seemed possessed with a demon, instead of

keeping up it, made an opposite turn, and plunged headlong downhill

to the left. This road leads through a sandy hollow shaded by trees

for about a quarter of a mile, where it crosses the bridge famous

in goblin story; and just beyond swells the green knoll on which

stands the whitewashed church.


As yet the panic of the steed had given his unskilful rider an

apparent advantage in the chase, but just as he had got half way

through the hollow, the girths of the saddle gave way, and he felt

it slipping from under him. He seized it by the pommel, and

endeavored to hold it firm, but in vain; and had just time to save

himself by clasping old Gunpowder round the neck, when the saddle

fell to the earth, and he heard it trampled under foot by his

pursuer. For a moment the terror of Hans Van Ripper’s wrath passed

across his mind,—for it was his Sunday saddle; but this was no time

for petty fears; the goblin was hard on his haunches; and

(unskilful rider that he was!) he had much ado to maintain his

seat; sometimes slipping on one side, sometimes on another, and

sometimes jolted on the high ridge of his horse’s backbone, with a

violence that he verily feared would cleave him asunder.


An opening in the trees now cheered him with the hopes that the

church bridge was at hand. The wavering reflection of a silver star

in the bosom of the brook told him that he was not mistaken. He saw

the walls of the church dimly glaring under the trees beyond. He

recollected the place where Brom Bones’s ghostly competitor had

disappeared. “If I can but reach that bridge,” thought Ichabod, “I

am safe.” Just then he heard the black steed panting and blowing

close behind him; he even fancied that he felt his hot breath.

Another convulsive kick in the ribs, and old Gunpowder sprang upon

the bridge; he thundered over the resounding planks; he gained the

opposite side; and now Ichabod cast a look behind to see if his

pursuer should vanish, according to rule, in a flash of fire and

brimstone. Just then he saw the goblin rising in his stirrups, and

in the very act of hurling his head at him. Ichabod endeavored to

dodge the horrible missile, but too late. It encountered his

cranium with a tremendous crash,—he was tumbled headlong into the

dust, and Gunpowder, the black steed, and the goblin rider, passed

by like a whirlwind.


The next morning the old horse was found without his saddle, and

with the bridle under his feet, soberly cropping the grass at his

master’s gate. Ichabod did not make his appearance at breakfast;

dinner-hour came, but no Ichabod. The boys assembled at the

schoolhouse, and strolled idly about the banks of the brook; but no

schoolmaster. Hans Van Ripper now began to feel some uneasiness

about the fate of poor Ichabod, and his saddle. An inquiry was set

on foot, and after diligent investigation they came upon his

traces. In one part of the road leading to the church was found the

saddle trampled in the dirt; the tracks of horses’ hoofs deeply

dented in the road, and evidently at furious speed, were traced to

the bridge, beyond which, on the bank of a broad part of the brook,

where the water ran deep and black, was found the hat of the

unfortunate Ichabod, and close beside it a shattered pumpkin.


The brook was searched, but the body of the schoolmaster was not

to be discovered. Hans Van Ripper as executor of his estate,

examined the bundle which contained all his worldly effects. They

consisted of two shirts and a half; two stocks for the neck; a pair

or two of worsted stockings; an old pair of corduroy small-clothes;

a rusty razor; a book of psalm tunes full of dog’s-ears; and a

broken pitch-pipe. As to the books and furniture of the

schoolhouse, they belonged to the community, excepting Cotton

Mather’s “History of Witchcraft,” a “New England Almanac,” and a

book of dreams and fortune-telling; in which last was a sheet of

foolscap much scribbled and blotted in several fruitless attempts

to make a copy of verses in honor of the heiress of Van Tassel.

These magic books and the poetic scrawl were forthwith consigned to

the flames by Hans Van Ripper; who, from that time forward,

determined to send his children no more to school, observing that

he never knew any good come of this same reading and writing.

Whatever money the schoolmaster possessed, and he had received his

quarter’s pay but a day or two before, he must have had about his

person at the time of his disappearance.


The mysterious event caused much speculation at the church on

the following Sunday. Knots of gazers and gossips were collected in

the churchyard, at the bridge, and at the spot where the hat and

pumpkin had been found. The stories of Brouwer, of Bones, and a

whole budget of others were called to mind; and when they had

diligently considered them all, and compared them with the symptoms

of the present case, they shook their heads, and came to the

conclusion that Ichabod had been carried off by the Galloping

Hessian. As he was a bachelor, and in nobody’s debt, nobody

troubled his head any more about him; the school was removed to a

different quarter of the hollow, and another pedagogue reigned in

his stead.


It is true, an old farmer, who had been down to New York on a

visit several years after, and from whom this account of the

ghostly adventure was received, brought home the intelligence that

Ichabod Crane was still alive; that he had left the neighborhood

partly through fear of the goblin and Hans Van Ripper, and partly

in mortification at having been suddenly dismissed by the heiress;

that he had changed his quarters to a distant part of the country;

had kept school and studied law at the same time; had been admitted

to the bar; turned politician; electioneered; written for the

newspapers; and finally had been made a justice of the Ten Pound

Court. Brom Bones, too, who, shortly after his rival’s

disappearance conducted the blooming Katrina in triumph to the

altar, was observed to look exceedingly knowing whenever the story

of Ichabod was related, and always burst into a hearty laugh at the

mention of the pumpkin; which led some to suspect that he knew more

about the matter than he chose to tell.


The old country wives, however, who are the best judges of these

matters, maintain to this day that Ichabod was spirited away by

supernatural means; and it is a favorite story often told about the

neighborhood round the winter evening fire. The bridge became more

than ever an object of superstitious awe; and that may be the

reason why the road has been altered of late years, so as to

approach the church by the border of the millpond. The schoolhouse

being deserted soon fell to decay, and was reported to be haunted

by the ghost of the unfortunate pedagogue and the plowboy,

loitering homeward of a still summer evening, has often fancied his

voice at a distance, chanting a melancholy psalm tune among the

tranquil solitudes of Sleepy Hollow.
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I look for ghosts—but none will force


Their way to me; 'tis falsely said


That there was ever intercourse


Between the living and the dead.


—Wordsworth





What a different earth do we inhabit from that on which our

forefathers dwelt! The antediluvian world, strode over by mammoths,

preyed upon by the megatherion, and peopled by the offspring of the

Sons of God, is a better type of the earth of Homer, Herodotus, and

Plato, than the hedged-in cornfields and measured hills of the

present day. The globe was then encircled by a wall which paled in

the bodies of men, whilst their feathered thoughts soared over the

boundary; it had a brink, and in the deep profound which it

overhung, men's imaginations, eagle-winged, dived and flew, and

brought home strange tales to their believing auditors. Deep

caverns harboured giants; cloud-like birds cast their shadows upon

the plains; while far out at sea lay islands of bliss, the fair

paradise of Atlantis or El Dorado sparkling with untold jewels.

Where are they now? The Fortunate Isles have lost the glory that

spread a halo round them; for who deems himself nearer to the

golden age, because he touches at the Canaries on his voyage to

India? Our only riddle is the rise of the Niger; the interior of

New Holland, our only terra incognita; and our sole mare

incognitum, the north-west passage. But these are tame wonders,

lions in leash; we do not invest Mungo Park, or the Captain of the

Hecla, with divine attributes; no one fancies that the waters of

the unknown river bubble up from hell's fountains, no strange and

weird power is supposed to guide the ice-berg, nor do we fable that

a stray pick-pocket from Botany Bay has found the gardens of the

Hesperides within the circuit of the Blue Mountains. What have we

left to dream about? The clouds are no longer the charioted

servants of the sun, nor does he any more bathe his glowing brow in

the bath of Thetis; the rainbow has ceased to be the messenger of

the Gods, and thunder longer their awful voice, warning man of that

which is to come. We have the sun which has been weighed and

measured, but not understood; we have the assemblage of the

planets, the congregation of the stars, and the yet unshackled

ministration of the winds:—such is the list of our ignorance.


Nor is the empire of the imagination less bounded in its own

proper creations, than in those which were bestowed on it by the

poor blind eyes of our ancestors. What has become of enchantresses

with their palaces of crystal and dungeons of palpable darkness?

What of fairies and their wands? What of witches and their

familiars? and, last, what of ghosts, with beckoning hands and

fleeting shapes, which quelled the soldier's brave heart, and made

the murderer disclose to the astonished noon the veiled work of

midnight? These which were realities to our fore-fathers, in our

wiser age—


—Characterless are grated


To dusty nothing.


Yet is it true that we do not believe in ghosts? There used to

be several traditionary tales repeated, with their authorities,

enough to stagger us when we consigned them to that place where

that is which "is as though it had never been." But these are gone

out of fashion. Brutus's dream has become a deception of his

over-heated brain, Lord Lyttleton's vision is called a cheat; and

one by one these inhabitants of deserted houses, moonlight glades,

misty mountain tops, and midnight church-yards, have been ejected

from their immemorial seats, and small thrill is felt when the dead

majesty of Denmark blanches the cheek and unsettles the reason of

his philosophic son.


But do none of us believe in ghosts? If this question be read at

noon-day, when—


Every little corner, nook, and hole,


Is penetrated with the insolent light—


at such a time derision is seated on the features of my reader.

But let it be twelve at night in a lone house; take up, I beseech

you, the story of the Bleeding Nun; or of the Statue, to which the

bridegroom gave the wedding ring, and she came in the dead of night

to claim him, tall, and cold; or of the Grandsire, who with shadowy

form and breathless lips stood over the couch and kissed the

foreheads of his sleeping grandchildren, and thus doomed them to

their fated death; and let all these details be assisted by

solitude, flapping curtains, rushing wind, a long and dusky

passage, an half open door—O, then truly, another answer may be

given, and many will request leave to sleep upon it, before they

decide whether there be such a thing as a ghost in the world, or

out of the world, if that phraseology be more spiritual. What is

the meaning of this feeling?


For my own part, I never saw a ghost except once in a dream. I

feared it in my sleep; I awoke trembling, and lights and the speech

of others could hardly dissipate my fear. Some years ago I lost a

friend, and a few months afterwards visited the house where I had

last seen him. It was deserted, and though in the midst of a city,

its vast halls and spacious apartments occasioned the same sense of

loneliness as if it had been situated on an uninhabited heath. I

walked through the vacant chambers by twilight, and none save I

awakened the echoes of their pavement. The far mountains (visible

from the upper windows) had lost their tinge of sunset; the

tranquil atmosphere grew leaden coloured as the golden stars

appeared in the firmament; no wind ruffled the shrunk-up river

which crawled lazily through the deepest channel of its wide and

empty bed; the chimes of the Ave Maria had ceased, and the bell

hung moveless in the open belfry: beauty invested a reposing world,

and awe was inspired by beauty only. I walked through the rooms

filled with sensations of the most poignant grief. He had been

there; his living frame had been caged by those walls, his breath

had mingled with that atmosphere, his step had been on those

stones, I thought:—the earth is a tomb, the gaudy sky a vault, we

but walking corpses. The wind rising in the east rushed through the

open casements, making them shake;—methought, I heard, I felt—I

know not what—but I trembled. To have seen him but for a moment, I

would have knelt until the stones had been worn by the impress, so

I told myself, and so I knew a moment after, but then I trembled,

awe-struck and fearful. Wherefore? There is something beyond us of

which we are ignorant. The sun drawing up the vaporous air makes a

void, and the wind rushes in to fill it,—thus beyond our soul's ken

there is an empty space; and our hopes and fears, in gentle gales

or terrific whirlwinds, occupy the vacuum; and if it does no more,

it bestows on the feeling heart a belief that influences do exist

to watch and guard us, though they be impalpable to the coarser

faculties.


I have heard that when Coleridge was asked if he believed in

ghosts,—he replied that he had seen too many to put any trust in

their reality; and the person of the most lively imagination that I

ever knew echoed this reply. But these were not real ghosts

(pardon, unbelievers, my mode of speech) that they saw; they were

shadows, phantoms unreal; that while they appalled the senses, yet

carried no other feeling to the mind of others than delusion, and

were viewed as we might view an optical deception which we see to

be true with our eyes, and know to be false with our

understandings. I speak of other shapes. The returning bride, who

claims the fidelity of her betrothed; the murdered man who shakes

to remorse the murderer's heart; ghosts that lift the curtains at

the foot of your bed as the clock chimes one; who rise all pale and

ghastly from the churchyard and haunt their ancient abodes; who,

spoken to, reply; and whose cold unearthly touch makes the hair

stand stark upon the head; the true old-fashioned, foretelling,

flitting, gliding ghost,—who has seen such a one?


I have known two persons who at broad daylight have owned that

they believed in ghosts, for that they had seen one. One of these

was an Englishman, and the other an Italian. The former had lost a

friend he dearly loved, who for awhile appeared to him nightly,

gently stroking his cheek and spreading a serene calm over his

mind. He did not fear the appearance, although he was somewhat

awe-stricken as each night it glided into his chamber, and,


Ponsi del letto insula sponda manca.


[placed itself on the left side of the bed]


This visitation continued for several weeks, when by some

accident he altered his residence, and then he saw it no more. Such

a tale may easily be explained away;—but several years had passed,

and he, a man of strong and virile intellect, said that "he had

seen a ghost."


The Italian was a noble, a soldier, and by no means addicted to

superstition: he had served in Napoleon's armies from early youth,

and had been to Russia, had fought and bled, and been rewarded, and

he unhesitatingly, and with deep relief, recounted his story.


This Chevalier, a young, and (somewhat a miraculous incident) a

gallant Italian, was engaged in a duel with a brother officer, and

wounded him in the arm. The subject of the duel was frivolous; and

distressed therefore at its consequences he attended on his

youthful adversary during his consequent illness, so that when the

latter recovered they became firm and dear friends. They were

quartered together at Milan, where the youth fell desperately in

love with the wife of a musician, who disdained his passion, so

that it preyed on his spirits and his health; he absented himself

from all amusements, avoided all his brother officers, and his only

consolation was to pour his love-sick plaints into the ear of the

Chevalier, who strove in vain to inspire him either with

indifference towards the fair disdainer, or to inculcate lessons of

fortitude and heroism. As a last resource he urged him to ask leave

of absence; and to seek, either in change of scene, or the

amusement of hunting, some diversion to his passion. One evening

the youth came to the Chevalier, and said, "Well, I have asked

leave of absence, and am to have it early tomorrow morning, so lend

me your fowling-piece and cartridges, for I shall go to hunt for a

fortnight." The Chevalier gave him what he asked; among the shot

there were a few bullets. "I will take these also," said the youth,

"to secure myself against the attack of any wolf, for I mean to

bury myself in the woods."


Although he had obtained that for which he came, the youth still

lingered. He talked of the cruelty of his lady, lamented that she

would not even permit him a hopeless attendance, but that she

inexorably banished him from her sight, "so that," said he, "I have

no hope but in oblivion." At length lie rose to depart. He took the

Chevalier's hand and said, "You will see her to-morrow, you will

speak to her, and hear her speak; tell her, I entreat you, that our

conversation tonight has been concerning her, and that her name was

the last that I spoke." "Yes, yes," cried the Chevalier, "I will

say any thing you please; but you must not talk of her any more,

you must forget her." The youth embraced his friend with warmth,

but the latter saw nothing more in it than the effects of his

affection, combined with his melancholy at absenting himself from

his mistress, whose name, joined to a tender farewell, was the last

sound that he uttered.


When the Chevalier was on guard that night, he heard the report

of a gun. He was at first troubled and agitated by it, but

afterwards thought no more of it, and when relieved from guard went

to bed, although he passed a restless, sleepless night. Early in

the morning some one knocked at his door. It was a soldier, who

said that he had got the young officer's leave of absence, and had

taken it to his house; a servant had admitted him, and he had gone

up stairs, but the room door of the officer was locked, and no one

answered to his knocking, but something oozed through from under

the door that looked like blood. The Chevalier, agitated and

frightened at this account, hurried to his friend's house, burst

open the door, and found him stretched on the ground—he had blown

out his brains, and the body lay a headless trunk, cold, and

stiff.


The shock and grief which the Chevalier experienced in

consequence of this catastrophe produced a fever which lasted for

some days. When he got well, he obtained leave of absence, and went

into the country to try to divert his mind. One evening at

moonlight, he was returning home from a walk, and passed through a

lane with a hedge on both sides, so high that he could not see over

them. The night was balmy; the bushes gleamed with fireflies,

brighter than the stars which the moon had veiled with her silver

light. Suddenly he heard a rustling near him, and the figure of his

friend issued from the hedge and stood before him, mutilated as he

had seen him after his death. This figure he saw several times,

always in the same place. It was impalpable to the touch,

motionless, except in its advance, and made no sign when it was

addressed. Once the Chevalier took a friend with him to the spot.

The same rustling was heard, the same shadow slept forth, his

companion fled in horror, but the Chevalier staid, vainly

endeavouring to discover what called his friend from his quiet

tomb, and if any act of his might give repose to the restless

shade.


Such are my two stories, and I record them the more willingly,

since they occurred to men, and to individuals distinguished the

one for courage and the other for sagacity. I will conclude my

"modern instances," with a story told by M. G. Lewis, not probably

so authentic as these, but perhaps more amusing. I relate it as

nearly as possible in his own words.


"A gentleman journeying towards the house of a friend, who lived

on the skirts of an extensive forest, in the east of Germany, lost

his way. He wandered for some time among the trees, when he saw a

light at a distance. On approaching it he was surprised to observe

that it proceeded from the interior of a ruined monastery. Before

he knocked at the gate he thought it proper to look through the

window. He saw a number of cats assembled round a small grave, four

of whom were at that moment letting down a coffin with a crown upon

it. The gentleman startled at this unusual sight, and, imagining

that he had arrived at the retreats of fiends or witches, mounted

his horse and rode away with the utmost precipitation. He arrived

at his friend's house at a late hour, who sate up waiting for him.

On his arrival his friend questioned him as to the cause of the

traces of agitation visible in his face. He began to recount his

adventures after much hesitation, knowing that it was scarcely

possible that his friend should give faith to his relation. No

sooner had he mentioned the coffin with the crown upon it, than his

friend's cat, who seemed to have been lying asleep before the fire,

leaped up, crying out, 'Then I am king of the cats;' and then

scrambled up the chimney, and was never seen more."
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Chapter 1

The Gift Bestowed




Everybody said so.


Far be it from me to assert that what everybody says must be

true. Everybody is, often, as likely to be wrong as right. In the

general experience, everybody has been wrong so often, and it has

taken, in most instances, such a weary while to find out how wrong,

that the authority is proved to be fallible. Everybody may

sometimes be right; “but that’s no rule,” as the ghost of Giles

Scroggins says in the ballad.


The dread word, GHOST, recalls me.


Everybody said he looked like a haunted man. The extent of my

present claim for everybody is, that they were so far right. He

did.


Who could have seen his hollow cheek; his sunken brilliant eye;

his black-attired figure, indefinably grim, although well-knit and

well-proportioned; his grizzled hair hanging, like tangled

sea-weed, about his face, — as if he had been, through his whole

life, a lonely mark for the chafing and beating of the great deep

of humanity, — but might have said he looked like a haunted

man?


Who could have observed his manner, taciturn, thoughtful,

gloomy, shadowed by habitual reserve, retiring always and jocund

never, with a distraught air of reverting to a bygone place and

time, or of listening to some old echoes in his mind, but might

have said it was the manner of a haunted man?


Who could have heard his voice, slow-speaking, deep, and grave,

with a natural fulness and melody in it which he seemed to set

himself against and stop, but might have said it was the voice of a

haunted man?


Who that had seen him in his inner chamber, part library and

part laboratory, — for he was, as the world knew, far and wide, a

learned man in chemistry, and a teacher on whose lips and hands a

crowd of aspiring ears and eyes hung daily, — who that had seen him

there, upon a winter night, alone, surrounded by his drugs and

instruments and books; the shadow of his shaded lamp a monstrous

beetle on the wall, motionless among a crowd of spectral shapes

raised there by the flickering of the fire upon the quaint objects

around him; some of these phantoms (the reflection of glass vessels

that held liquids), trembling at heart like things that knew his

power to uncombine them, and to give back their component parts to

fire and vapour; — who that had seen him then, his work done, and

he pondering in his chair before the rusted grate and red flame,

moving his thin mouth as if in speech, but silent as the dead,

would not have said that the man seemed haunted and the chamber

too?


Who might not, by a very easy flight of fancy, have believed

that everything about him took this haunted tone, and that he lived

on haunted ground?


His dwelling was so solitary and vault-like, — an old, retired

part of an ancient endowment for students, once a brave edifice,

planted in an open place, but now the obsolete whim of forgotten

architects; smoke-age-and-weather-darkened, squeezed on every side

by the overgrowing of the great city, and choked, like an old well,

with stones and bricks; its small quadrangles, lying down in very

pits formed by the streets and buildings, which, in course of time,

had been constructed above its heavy chimney stalks; its old trees,

insulted by the neighbouring smoke, which deigned to droop so low

when it was very feeble and the weather very moody; its

grass-plots, struggling with the mildewed earth to be grass, or to

win any show of compromise; its silent pavements, unaccustomed to

the tread of feet, and even to the observation of eyes, except when

a stray face looked down from the upper world, wondering what nook

it was; its sun-dial in a little bricked-up corner, where no sun

had straggled for a hundred years, but where, in compensation for

the sun’s neglect, the snow would lie for weeks when it lay nowhere

else, and the black east wind would spin like a huge humming-top,

when in all other places it was silent and still.


His dwelling, at its heart and core — within doors — at his

fireside — was so lowering and old, so crazy, yet so strong, with

its worn-eaten beams of wood in the ceiling, and its sturdy floor

shelving downward to the great oak chimney-piece; so environed and

hemmed in by the pressure of the town yet so remote in fashion,

age, and custom; so quiet, yet so thundering with echoes when a

distant voice was raised or a door was shut, — echoes, not confined

to the many low passages and empty rooms, but rumbling and

grumbling till they were stifled in the heavy air of the forgotten

Crypt where the Norman arches were half-buried in the earth.


You should have seen him in his dwelling about twilight, in the

dead winter time.


When the wind was blowing, shrill and shrewd, with the going

down of the blurred sun. When it was just so dark, as that the

forms of things were indistinct and big — but not wholly lost. When

sitters by the fire began to see wild faces and figures, mountains

and abysses, ambuscades and armies, in the coals. When people in

the streets bent down their heads and ran before the weather. When

those who were obliged to meet it, were stopped at angry corners,

stung by wandering snow-flakes alighting on the lashes of their

eyes, — which fell too sparingly, and were blown away too quickly,

to leave a trace upon the frozen ground. When windows of private

houses closed up tight and warm. When lighted gas began to burst

forth in the busy and the quiet streets, fast blackening otherwise.

When stray pedestrians, shivering along the latter, looked down at

the glowing fires in kitchens, and sharpened their sharp appetites

by sniffing up the fragrance of whole miles of dinners.


When travellers by land were bitter cold, and looked wearily on

gloomy landscapes, rustling and shuddering in the blast. When

mariners at sea, outlying upon icy yards, were tossed and swung

above the howling ocean dreadfully. When lighthouses, on rocks and

headlands, showed solitary and watchful; and benighted sea-birds

breasted on against their ponderous lanterns, and fell dead. When

little readers of story-books, by the firelight, trembled to think

of Cassim Baba cut into quarters, hanging in the Robbers’ Cave, or

had some small misgivings that the fierce little old woman, with

the crutch, who used to start out of the box in the merchant

Abudah’s bedroom, might, one of these nights, be found upon the

stairs, in the long, cold, dusky journey up to bed.


When, in rustic places, the last glimmering of daylight died

away from the ends of avenues; and the trees, arching overhead,

were sullen and black. When, in parks and woods, the high wet fern

and sodden moss, and beds of fallen leaves, and trunks of trees,

were lost to view, in masses of impenetrable shade. When mists

arose from dyke, and fen, and river. When lights in old halls and

in cottage windows, were a cheerful sight. When the mill stopped,

the wheelwright and the blacksmith shut their workshops, the

turnpike-gate closed, the plough and harrow were left lonely in the

fields, the labourer and team went home, and the striking of the

church clock had a deeper sound than at noon, and the churchyard

wicket would be swung no more that night.


When twilight everywhere released the shadows, prisoned up all

day, that now closed in and gathered like mustering swarms of

ghosts. When they stood lowering, in corners of rooms, and frowned

out from behind half-opened doors. When they had full possession of

unoccupied apartments. When they danced upon the floors, and walls,

and ceilings of inhabited chambers, while the fire was low, and

withdrew like ebbing waters when it sprang into a blaze. When they

fantastically mocked the shapes of household objects, making the

nurse an ogress, the rocking-horse a monster, the wondering child,

half-scared and half-amused, a stranger to itself, — the very tongs

upon the hearth, a straddling giant with his arms a-kimbo,

evidently smelling the blood of Englishmen, and wanting to grind

people’s bones to make his bread.


When these shadows brought into the minds of older people, other

thoughts, and showed them different images. When they stole from

their retreats, in the likenesses of forms and faces from the past,

from the grave, from the deep, deep gulf, where the things that

might have been, and never were, are always wandering.


When he sat, as already mentioned, gazing at the fire. When, as

it rose and fell, the shadows went and came. When he took no heed

of them, with his bodily eyes; but, let them come or let them go,

looked fixedly at the fire. You should have seen him, then.


When the sounds that had arisen with the shadows, and come out

of their lurking-places at the twilight summons, seemed to make a

deeper stillness all about him. When the wind was rumbling in the

chimney, and sometimes crooning, sometimes howling, in the house.

When the old trees outside were so shaken and beaten, that one

querulous old rook, unable to sleep, protested now and then, in a

feeble, dozy, high-up “Caw!” When, at intervals, the window

trembled, the rusty vane upon the turret-top complained, the clock

beneath it recorded that another quarter of an hour was gone, or

the fire collapsed and fell in with a rattle.


- When a knock came at his door, in short, as he was sitting so,

and roused him.


“Who’s that?” said he. “Come in!”


Surely there had been no figure leaning on the back of his

chair; no face looking over it. It is certain that no gliding

footstep touched the floor, as he lifted up his head, with a start,

and spoke. And yet there was no mirror in the room on whose surface

his own form could have cast its shadow for a moment; and,

Something had passed darkly and gone!


“I’m humbly fearful, sir,” said a fresh-coloured busy man,

holding the door open with his foot for the admission of himself

and a wooden tray he carried, and letting it go again by very

gentle and careful degrees, when he and the tray had got in, lest

it should close noisily, “that it’s a good bit past the time

to-night. But Mrs. William has been taken off her legs so often”

-


“By the wind? Ay! I have heard it rising.”


“ — By the wind, sir — that it’s a mercy she got home at all. Oh

dear, yes. Yes. It was by the wind, Mr. Redlaw. By the wind.”


He had, by this time, put down the tray for dinner, and was

employed in lighting the lamp, and spreading a cloth on the table.

From this employment he desisted in a hurry, to stir and feed the

fire, and then resumed it; the lamp he had lighted, and the blaze

that rose under his hand, so quickly changing the appearance of the

room, that it seemed as if the mere coming in of his fresh red face

and active manner had made the pleasant alteration.


“Mrs. William is of course subject at any time, sir, to be taken

off her balance by the elements. She is not formed superior to

that.”


“No,” returned Mr. Redlaw good-naturedly, though abruptly.


“No, sir. Mrs. William may be taken off her balance by Earth; as

for example, last Sunday week, when sloppy and greasy, and she

going out to tea with her newest sister-in-law, and having a pride

in herself, and wishing to appear perfectly spotless though

pedestrian. Mrs. William may be taken off her balance by Air; as

being once over-persuaded by a friend to try a swing at Peckham

Fair, which acted on her constitution instantly like a steam-boat.

Mrs. William may be taken off her balance by Fire; as on a false

alarm of engines at her mother’s, when she went two miles in her

nightcap. Mrs. William may be taken off her balance by Water; as at

Battersea, when rowed into the piers by her young nephew, Charley

Swidger junior, aged twelve, which had no idea of boats whatever.

But these are elements. Mrs. William must be taken out of elements

for the strength of her character to come into play.”


As he stopped for a reply, the reply was “Yes,” in the same tone

as before.


“Yes, sir. Oh dear, yes!” said Mr. Swidger, still proceeding

with his preparations, and checking them off as he made them.

“That’s where it is, sir. That’s what I always say myself, sir.

Such a many of us Swidgers! — Pepper. Why there’s my father, sir,

superannuated keeper and custodian of this Institution,

eighty-seven year old. He’s a Swidger! — Spoon.”


“True, William,” was the patient and abstracted answer, when he

stopped again.


“Yes, sir,” said Mr. Swidger. “That’s what I always say, sir.

You may call him the trunk of the tree! — Bread. Then you come to

his successor, my unworthy self — Salt — and Mrs. William, Swidgers

both. — Knife and fork. Then you come to all my brothers and their

families, Swidgers, man and woman, boy and girl. Why, what with

cousins, uncles, aunts, and relationships of this, that, and

t’other degree, and whatnot degree, and marriages, and lyings-in,

the Swidgers — Tumbler — might take hold of hands, and make a ring

round England!”


Receiving no reply at all here, from the thoughtful man whom he

addressed, Mr. William approached, him nearer, and made a feint of

accidentally knocking the table with a decanter, to rouse him. The

moment he succeeded, he went on, as if in great alacrity of

acquiescence.


“Yes, sir! That’s just what I say myself, sir. Mrs. William and

me have often said so. ‘There’s Swidgers enough,’ we say, ‘without

our voluntary contributions,’ — Butter. In fact, sir, my father is

a family in himself — Castors — to take care of; and it happens all

for the best that we have no child of our own, though it’s made

Mrs. William rather quiet-like, too. Quite ready for the fowl and

mashed potatoes, sir? Mrs. William said she’d dish in ten minutes

when I left the Lodge.”


“I am quite ready,” said the other, waking as from a dream, and

walking slowly to and fro.


“Mrs. William has been at it again, sir!” said the keeper, as he

stood warming a plate at the fire, and pleasantly shading his face

with it. Mr. Redlaw stopped in his walking, and an expression of

interest appeared in him.


“What I always say myself, sir. She will do it! There’s a

motherly feeling in Mrs. William’s breast that must and will have

went.”


“What has she done?”


“Why, sir, not satisfied with being a sort of mother to all the

young gentlemen that come up from a variety of parts, to attend

your courses of lectures at this ancient foundation — its

surprising how stone-chaney catches the heat this frosty weather,

to be sure!” Here he turned the plate, and cooled his fingers.


“Well?” said Mr. Redlaw.


“That’s just what I say myself, sir,” returned Mr. William,

speaking over his shoulder, as if in ready and delighted assent.

“That’s exactly where it is, sir! There ain’t one of our students

but appears to regard Mrs. William in that light. Every day, right

through the course, they puts their heads into the Lodge, one after

another, and have all got something to tell her, or something to

ask her. ‘Swidge’ is the appellation by which they speak of Mrs.

William in general, among themselves, I’m told; but that’s what I

say, sir. Better be called ever so far out of your name, if it’s

done in real liking, than have it made ever so much of, and not

cared about! What’s a name for? To know a person by. If Mrs.

William is known by something better than her name — I allude to

Mrs. William’s qualities and disposition — never mind her name,

though it is Swidger, by rights. Let ’em call her Swidge, Widge,

Bridge — Lord! London Bridge, Blackfriars, Chelsea, Putney,

Waterloo, or Hammersmith Suspension — if they like.”


The close of this triumphant oration brought him and the plate

to the table, upon which he half laid and half dropped it, with a

lively sense of its being thoroughly heated, just as the subject of

his praises entered the room, bearing another tray and a lantern,

and followed by a venerable old man with long grey hair.


Mrs. William, like Mr. William, was a simple, innocent-looking

person, in whose smooth cheeks the cheerful red of her husband’s

official waistcoat was very pleasantly repeated. But whereas Mr.

William’s light hair stood on end all over his head, and seemed to

draw his eyes up with it in an excess of bustling readiness for

anything, the dark brown hair of Mrs. William was carefully

smoothed down, and waved away under a trim tidy cap, in the most

exact and quiet manner imaginable. Whereas Mr. William’s very

trousers hitched themselves up at the ankles, as if it were not in

their iron-grey nature to rest without looking about them, Mrs.

William’s neatly-flowered skirts — red and white, like her own

pretty face — were as composed and orderly, as if the very wind

that blew so hard out of doors could not disturb one of their

folds. Whereas his coat had something of a fly-away and half-off

appearance about the collar and breast, her little bodice was so

placid and neat, that there should have been protection for her, in

it, had she needed any, with the roughest people. Who could have

had the heart to make so calm a bosom swell with grief, or throb

with fear, or flutter with a thought of shame! To whom would its

repose and peace have not appealed against disturbance, like the

innocent slumber of a child!


“Punctual, of course, Milly,” said her husband, relieving her of

the tray, “or it wouldn’t be you. Here’s Mrs. William, sir! — He

looks lonelier than ever to-night,” whispering to his wife, as he

was taking the tray, “and ghostlier altogether.”


Without any show of hurry or noise, or any show of herself even,

she was so calm and quiet, Milly set the dishes she had brought

upon the table, — Mr. William, after much clattering and running

about, having only gained possession of a butter-boat of gravy,

which he stood ready to serve.


“What is that the old man has in his arms?” asked Mr. Redlaw, as

he sat down to his solitary meal.


“Holly, sir,” replied the quiet voice of Milly.


“That’s what I say myself, sir,” interposed Mr. William,

striking in with the butter-boat. “Berries is so seasonable to the

time of year! — Brown gravy!”


“Another Christmas come, another year gone!” murmured the

Chemist, with a gloomy sigh. “More figures in the lengthening sum

of recollection that we work and work at to our torment, till Death

idly jumbles all together, and rubs all out. So, Philip!” breaking

off, and raising his voice as he addressed the old man, standing

apart, with his glistening burden in his arms, from which the quiet

Mrs. William took small branches, which she noiselessly trimmed

with her scissors, and decorated the room with, while her aged

father-in-law looked on much interested in the ceremony.


“My duty to you, sir,” returned the old man. “Should have spoke

before, sir, but know your ways, Mr. Redlaw — proud to say — and

wait till spoke to! Merry Christmas, sir, and Happy New Year, and

many of ’em. Have had a pretty many of ’em myself — ha, ha! — and

may take the liberty of wishing ’em. I’m eighty-seven!”


“Have you had so many that were merry and happy?” asked the

other.


“Ay, sir, ever so many,” returned the old man.


“Is his memory impaired with age? It is to be expected now,”

said Mr. Redlaw, turning to the son, and speaking lower.


“Not a morsel of it, sir,” replied Mr. William. “That’s exactly

what I say myself, sir. There never was such a memory as my

father’s. He’s the most wonderful man in the world. He don’t know

what forgetting means. It’s the very observation I’m always making

to Mrs. William, sir, if you’ll believe me!”


Mr. Swidger, in his polite desire to seem to acquiesce at all

events, delivered this as if there were no iota of contradiction in

it, and it were all said in unbounded and unqualified assent.


The Chemist pushed his plate away, and, rising from the table,

walked across the room to where the old man stood looking at a

little sprig of holly in his hand.


“It recalls the time when many of those years were old and new,

then?” he said, observing him attentively, and touching him on the

shoulder. “Does it?”


“Oh many, many!” said Philip, half awaking from his reverie.

“I’m eighty-seven!”


“Merry and happy, was it?” asked the Chemist in a low voice.

“Merry and happy, old man?”


“Maybe as high as that, no higher,” said the old man, holding

out his hand a little way above the level of his knee, and looking

retrospectively at his questioner, “when I first remember ’em!

Cold, sunshiny day it was, out a-walking, when some one — it was my

mother as sure as you stand there, though I don’t know what her

blessed face was like, for she took ill and died that

Christmas-time — told me they were food for birds. The pretty

little fellow thought — that’s me, you understand — that birds’

eyes were so bright, perhaps, because the berries that they lived

on in the winter were so bright. I recollect that. And I’m

eighty-seven!”


“Merry and happy!” mused the other, bending his dark eyes upon

the stooping figure, with a smile of compassion. “Merry and happy —

and remember well?”


“Ay, ay, ay!” resumed the old man, catching the last words. “I

remember ’em well in my school time, year after year, and all the

merry-making that used to come along with them. I was a strong chap

then, Mr. Redlaw; and, if you’ll believe me, hadn’t my match at

football within ten mile. Where’s my son William? Hadn’t my match

at football, William, within ten mile!”


“That’s what I always say, father!” returned the son promptly,

and with great respect. “You ARE a Swidger, if ever there was one

of the family!”


“Dear!” said the old man, shaking his head as he again looked at

the holly. “His mother — my son William’s my youngest son — and I,

have sat among ’em all, boys and girls, little children and babies,

many a year, when the berries like these were not shining half so

bright all round us, as their bright faces. Many of ’em are gone;

she’s gone; and my son George (our eldest, who was her pride more

than all the rest!) is fallen very low: but I can see them, when I

look here, alive and healthy, as they used to be in those days; and

I can see him, thank God, in his innocence. It’s a blessed thing to

me, at eighty-seven.”


The keen look that had been fixed upon him with so much

earnestness, had gradually sought the ground.


“When my circumstances got to be not so good as formerly,

through not being honestly dealt by, and I first come here to be

custodian,” said the old man, “ — which was upwards of fifty years

ago — where’s my son William? More than half a century ago,

William!”


“That’s what I say, father,” replied the son, as promptly and

dutifully as before, “that’s exactly where it is. Two times ought’s

an ought, and twice five ten, and there’s a hundred of ’em.”


“It was quite a pleasure to know that one of our founders — or

more correctly speaking,” said the old man, with a great glory in

his subject and his knowledge of it, “one of the learned gentlemen

that helped endow us in Queen Elizabeth’s time, for we were founded

afore her day — left in his will, among the other bequests he made

us, so much to buy holly, for garnishing the walls and windows,

come Christmas. There was something homely and friendly in it.

Being but strange here, then, and coming at Christmas time, we took

a liking for his very picter that hangs in what used to be,

anciently, afore our ten poor gentlemen commuted for an annual

stipend in money, our great Dinner Hall. — A sedate gentleman in a

peaked beard, with a ruff round his neck, and a scroll below him,

in old English letters, ‘Lord! keep my memory green!’ You know all

about him, Mr. Redlaw?”


“I know the portrait hangs there, Philip.”


“Yes, sure, it’s the second on the right, above the panelling. I

was going to say — he has helped to keep my memory green, I thank

him; for going round the building every year, as I’m a doing now,

and freshening up the bare rooms with these branches and berries,

freshens up my bare old brain. One year brings back another, and

that year another, and those others numbers! At last, it seems to

me as if the birth-time of our Lord was the birth-time of all I

have ever had affection for, or mourned for, or delighted in, — and

they’re a pretty many, for I’m eighty-seven!”


“Merry and happy,” murmured Redlaw to himself.


The room began to darken strangely.


“So you see, sir,” pursued old Philip, whose hale wintry cheek

had warmed into a ruddier glow, and whose blue eyes had brightened

while he spoke, “I have plenty to keep, when I keep this present

season. Now, where’s my quiet Mouse? Chattering’s the sin of my

time of life, and there’s half the building to do yet, if the cold

don’t freeze us first, or the wind don’t blow us away, or the

darkness don’t swallow us up.”


The quiet Mouse had brought her calm face to his side, and

silently taken his arm, before he finished speaking.


“Come away, my dear,” said the old man. “Mr. Redlaw won’t settle

to his dinner, otherwise, till it’s cold as the winter. I hope

you’ll excuse me rambling on, sir, and I wish you good night, and,

once again, a merry — ”


“Stay!” said Mr. Redlaw, resuming his place at the table, more,

it would have seemed from his manner, to reassure the old keeper,

than in any remembrance of his own appetite. “Spare me another

moment, Philip. William, you were going to tell me something to

your excellent wife’s honour. It will not be disagreeable to her to

hear you praise her. What was it?”


“Why, that’s where it is, you see, sir,” returned Mr. William

Swidger, looking towards his wife in considerable embarrassment.

“Mrs. William’s got her eye upon me.”


“But you’re not afraid of Mrs. William’s eye?”


“Why, no, sir,” returned Mr. Swidger, “that’s what I say myself.

It wasn’t made to be afraid of. It wouldn’t have been made so mild,

if that was the intention. But I wouldn’t like to — Milly! — him,

you know. Down in the Buildings.”


Mr. William, standing behind the table, and rummaging

disconcertedly among the objects upon it, directed persuasive

glances at Mrs. William, and secret jerks of his head and thumb at

Mr. Redlaw, as alluring her towards him.


“Him, you know, my love,” said Mr. William. “Down in the

Buildings. Tell, my dear! You’re the works of Shakespeare in

comparison with myself. Down in the Buildings, you know, my love. —

Student.”


“Student?” repeated Mr. Redlaw, raising his head.


“That’s what I say, sir!” cried Mr. William, in the utmost

animation of assent. “If it wasn’t the poor student down in the

Buildings, why should you wish to hear it from Mrs. William’s lips?

Mrs. William, my dear — Buildings.”


“I didn’t know,” said Milly, with a quiet frankness, free from

any haste or confusion, “that William had said anything about it,

or I wouldn’t have come. I asked him not to. It’s a sick young

gentleman, sir — and very poor, I am afraid — who is too ill to go

home this holiday-time, and lives, unknown to any one, in but a

common kind of lodging for a gentleman, down in Jerusalem

Buildings. That’s all, sir.”


“Why have I never heard of him?” said the Chemist, rising

hurriedly. “Why has he not made his situation known to me? Sick! —

give me my hat and cloak. Poor! — what house? — what number?”


“Oh, you mustn’t go there, sir,” said Milly, leaving her

father-in-law, and calmly confronting him with her collected little

face and folded hands.


“Not go there?”


“Oh dear, no!” said Milly, shaking her head as at a most

manifest and self-evident impossibility. “It couldn’t be thought

of!”


“What do you mean? Why not?”


“Why, you see, sir,” said Mr. William Swidger, persuasively and

confidentially, “that’s what I say. Depend upon it, the young

gentleman would never have made his situation known to one of his

own sex. Mrs. Williams has got into his confidence, but that’s

quite different. They all confide in Mrs. William; they all trust

her. A man, sir, couldn’t have got a whisper out of him; but woman,

sir, and Mrs. William combined — !”


“There is good sense and delicacy in what you say, William,”

returned Mr. Redlaw, observant of the gentle and composed face at

his shoulder. And laying his finger on his lip, he secretly put his

purse into her hand.


“Oh dear no, sir!” cried Milly, giving it back again. “Worse and

worse! Couldn’t be dreamed of!”


Such a staid matter-of-fact housewife she was, and so unruffled

by the momentary haste of this rejection, that, an instant

afterwards, she was tidily picking up a few leaves which had

strayed from between her scissors and her apron, when she had

arranged the holly.


Finding, when she rose from her stooping posture, that Mr.

Redlaw was still regarding her with doubt and astonishment, she

quietly repeated — looking about, the while, for any other

fragments that might have escaped her observation:


“Oh dear no, sir! He said that of all the world he would not be

known to you, or receive help from you — though he is a student in

your class. I have made no terms of secrecy with you, but I trust

to your honour completely.”


“Why did he say so?”


“Indeed I can’t tell, sir,” said Milly, after thinking a little,

“because I am not at all clever, you know; and I wanted to be

useful to him in making things neat and comfortable about him, and

employed myself that way. But I know he is poor, and lonely, and I

think he is somehow neglected too. — How dark it is!”


The room had darkened more and more. There was a very heavy

gloom and shadow gathering behind the Chemist’s chair.


“What more about him?” he asked.


“He is engaged to be married when he can afford it,” said Milly,

“and is studying, I think, to qualify himself to earn a living. I

have seen, a long time, that he has studied hard and denied himself

much. — How very dark it is!”


“It’s turned colder, too,” said the old man, rubbing his hands.

“There’s a chill and dismal feeling in the room. Where’s my son

William? William, my boy, turn the lamp, and rouse the fire!”


Milly’s voice resumed, like quiet music very softly played:


“He muttered in his broken sleep yesterday afternoon, after

talking to me” (this was to herself) “about some one dead, and some

great wrong done that could never be forgotten; but whether to him

or to another person, I don’t know. Not by him, I am sure.”


“And, in short, Mrs. William, you see — which she wouldn’t say

herself, Mr. Redlaw, if she was to stop here till the new year

after this next one — ” said Mr. William, coming up to him to speak

in his ear, “has done him worlds of good! Bless you, worlds of

good! All at home just the same as ever — my father made as snug

and comfortable — not a crumb of litter to be found in the house,

if you were to offer fifty pound ready money for it — Mrs. William

apparently never out of the way — yet Mrs. William backwards and

forwards, backwards and forwards, up and down, up and down, a

mother to him!”


The room turned darker and colder, and the gloom and shadow

gathering behind the chair was heavier.


“Not content with this, sir, Mrs. William goes and finds, this

very night, when she was coming home (why it’s not above a couple

of hours ago), a creature more like a young wild beast than a young

child, shivering upon a door-step. What does Mrs. William do, but

brings it home to dry it, and feed it, and keep it till our old

Bounty of food and flannel is given away, on Christmas morning! If

it ever felt a fire before, it’s as much as ever it did; for it’s

sitting in the old Lodge chimney, staring at ours as if its

ravenous eyes would never shut again. It’s sitting there, at

least,” said Mr. William, correcting himself, on reflection,

“unless it’s bolted!”


“Heaven keep her happy!” said the Chemist aloud, “and you too,

Philip! and you, William! I must consider what to do in this. I may

desire to see this student, I’ll not detain you any longer now.

Good-night!”


“I thank’ee, sir, I thank’ee!” said the old man, “for Mouse, and

for my son William, and for myself. Where’s my son William?

William, you take the lantern and go on first, through them long

dark passages, as you did last year and the year afore. Ha ha! I

remember — though I’m eighty-seven! ‘Lord, keep my memory green!’

It’s a very good prayer, Mr. Redlaw, that of the learned gentleman

in the peaked beard, with a ruff round his neck — hangs up, second

on the right above the panelling, in what used to be, afore our ten

poor gentlemen commuted, our great Dinner Hall. ‘Lord, keep my

memory green!’ It’s very good and pious, sir. Amen! Amen!”


As they passed out and shut the heavy door, which, however

carefully withheld, fired a long train of thundering reverberations

when it shut at last, the room turned darker.


As he fell a musing in his chair alone, the healthy holly

withered on the wall, and dropped — dead branches.


As the gloom and shadow thickened behind him, in that place

where it had been gathering so darkly, it took, by slow degrees, —

or out of it there came, by some unreal, unsubstantial process —

not to be traced by any human sense, — an awful likeness of

himself!


Ghastly and cold, colourless in its leaden face and hands, but

with his features, and his bright eyes, and his grizzled hair, and

dressed in the gloomy shadow of his dress, it came into his

terrible appearance of existence, motionless, without a sound. As

he leaned his arm upon the elbow of his chair, ruminating before

the fire, it leaned upon the chair-back, close above him, with its

appalling copy of his face looking where his face looked, and

bearing the expression his face bore.


This, then, was the Something that had passed and gone already.

This was the dread companion of the haunted man!


It took, for some moments, no more apparent heed of him, than he

of it. The Christmas Waits were playing somewhere in the distance,

and, through his thoughtfulness, he seemed to listen to the music.

It seemed to listen too.


At length he spoke; without moving or lifting up his face.


“Here again!” he said.


“Here again,” replied the Phantom.


“I see you in the fire,” said the haunted man; “I hear you in

music, in the wind, in the dead stillness of the night.”


The Phantom moved its head, assenting.


“Why do you come, to haunt me thus?”


“I come as I am called,” replied the Ghost.


“No. Unbidden,” exclaimed the Chemist.


“Unbidden be it,” said the Spectre. “It is enough. I am

here.”


Hitherto the light of the fire had shone on the two faces — if

the dread lineaments behind the chair might be called a face — both

addressed towards it, as at first, and neither looking at the

other. But, now, the haunted man turned, suddenly, and stared upon

the Ghost. The Ghost, as sudden in its motion, passed to before the

chair, and stared on him.


The living man, and the animated image of himself dead, might so

have looked, the one upon the other. An awful survey, in a lonely

and remote part of an empty old pile of building, on a winter

night, with the loud wind going by upon its journey of mystery —

whence or whither, no man knowing since the world began — and the

stars, in unimaginable millions, glittering through it, from

eternal space, where the world’s bulk is as a grain, and its hoary

age is infancy.


“Look upon me!” said the Spectre. “I am he, neglected in my

youth, and miserably poor, who strove and suffered, and still

strove and suffered, until I hewed out knowledge from the mine

where it was buried, and made rugged steps thereof, for my worn

feet to rest and rise on.”


“I am that man,” returned the Chemist.


“No mother’s self-denying love,” pursued the Phantom, “no

father’s counsel, aided me. A stranger came into my father’s place

when I was but a child, and I was easily an alien from my mother’s

heart. My parents, at the best, were of that sort whose care soon

ends, and whose duty is soon done; who cast their offspring loose,

early, as birds do theirs; and, if they do well, claim the merit;

and, if ill, the pity.”


It paused, and seemed to tempt and goad him with its look, and

with the manner of its speech, and with its smile.


“I am he,” pursued the Phantom, “who, in this struggle upward,

found a friend. I made him — won him — bound him to me! We worked

together, side by side. All the love and confidence that in my

earlier youth had had no outlet, and found no expression, I

bestowed on him.”


“Not all,” said Redlaw, hoarsely.


“No, not all,” returned the Phantom. “I had a sister.”


The haunted man, with his head resting on his hands, replied “I

had!” The Phantom, with an evil smile, drew closer to the chair,

and resting its chin upon its folded hands, its folded hands upon

the back, and looking down into his face with searching eyes, that

seemed instinct with fire, went on:


“Such glimpses of the light of home as I had ever known, had

streamed from her. How young she was, how fair, how loving! I took

her to the first poor roof that I was master of, and made it rich.

She came into the darkness of my life, and made it bright. — She is

before me!”


“I saw her, in the fire, but now. I hear her in music, in the

wind, in the dead stillness of the night,” returned the haunted

man.


“Did he love her?” said the Phantom, echoing his contemplative

tone. “I think he did, once. I am sure he did. Better had she loved

him less — less secretly, less dearly, from the shallower depths of

a more divided heart!”


“Let me forget it!” said the Chemist, with an angry motion of

his hand. “Let me blot it from my memory!”


The Spectre, without stirring, and with its unwinking, cruel

eyes still fixed upon his face, went on:


“A dream, like hers, stole upon my own life.”


“It did,” said Redlaw.


“A love, as like hers,” pursued the Phantom, “as my inferior

nature might cherish, arose in my own heart. I was too poor to bind

its object to my fortune then, by any thread of promise or

entreaty. I loved her far too well, to seek to do it. But, more

than ever I had striven in my life, I strove to climb! Only an inch

gained, brought me something nearer to the height. I toiled up! In

the late pauses of my labour at that time, — my sister (sweet

companion!) still sharing with me the expiring embers and the

cooling hearth, — when day was breaking, what pictures of the

future did I see!”


“I saw them, in the fire, but now,” he murmured. “They come back

to me in music, in the wind, in the dead stillness of the night, in

the revolving years.”


“ — Pictures of my own domestic life, in aftertime, with her who

was the inspiration of my toil. Pictures of my sister, made the

wife of my dear friend, on equal terms — for he had some

inheritance, we none — pictures of our sobered age and mellowed

happiness, and of the golden links, extending back so far, that

should bind us, and our children, in a radiant garland,” said the

Phantom.


“Pictures,” said the haunted man, “that were delusions. Why is

it my doom to remember them too well!”


“Delusions,” echoed the Phantom in its changeless voice, and

glaring on him with its changeless eyes. “For my friend (in whose

breast my confidence was locked as in my own), passing between me

and the centre of the system of my hopes and struggles, won her to

himself, and shattered my frail universe. My sister, doubly dear,

doubly devoted, doubly cheerful in my home, lived on to see me

famous, and my old ambition so rewarded when its spring was broken,

and then — ”


“Then died,” he interposed. “Died, gentle as ever; happy; and

with no concern but for her brother. Peace!”


The Phantom watched him silently.


“Remembered!” said the haunted man, after a pause. “Yes. So well

remembered, that even now, when years have passed, and nothing is

more idle or more visionary to me than the boyish love so long

outlived, I think of it with sympathy, as if it were a younger

brother’s or a son’s. Sometimes I even wonder when her heart first

inclined to him, and how it had been affected towards me. — Not

lightly, once, I think. — But that is nothing. Early unhappiness, a

wound from a hand I loved and trusted, and a loss that nothing can

replace, outlive such fancies.”


“Thus,” said the Phantom, “I bear within me a Sorrow and a

Wrong. Thus I prey upon myself. Thus, memory is my curse; and, if I

could forget my sorrow and my wrong, I would!”


“Mocker!” said the Chemist, leaping up, and making, with a

wrathful hand, at the throat of his other self. “Why have I always

that taunt in my ears?”


“Forbear!” exclaimed the Spectre in an awful voice. “Lay a hand

on Me, and die!”


He stopped midway, as if its words had paralysed him, and stood

looking on it. It had glided from him; it had its arm raised high

in warning; and a smile passed over its unearthly features, as it

reared its dark figure in triumph.


“If I could forget my sorrow and wrong, I would,” the Ghost

repeated. “If I could forget my sorrow and my wrong, I would!”


“Evil spirit of myself,” returned the haunted man, in a low,

trembling tone, “my life is darkened by that incessant

whisper.”


“It is an echo,” said the Phantom.


“If it be an echo of my thoughts — as now, indeed, I know it

is,” rejoined the haunted man, “why should I, therefore, be

tormented? It is not a selfish thought. I suffer it to range beyond

myself. All men and women have their sorrows, — most of them their

wrongs; ingratitude, and sordid jealousy, and interest, besetting

all degrees of life. Who would not forget their sorrows and their

wrongs?”


“Who would not, truly, and be happier and better for it?” said

the Phantom.


“These revolutions of years, which we commemorate,” proceeded

Redlaw, “what do they recall! Are there any minds in which they do

not re-awaken some sorrow, or some trouble? What is the remembrance

of the old man who was here to-night? A tissue of sorrow and

trouble.”


“But common natures,” said the Phantom, with its evil smile upon

its glassy face, “unenlightened minds and ordinary spirits, do not

feel or reason on these things like men of higher cultivation and

profounder thought.”


“Tempter,” answered Redlaw, “whose hollow look and voice I dread

more than words can express, and from whom some dim foreshadowing

of greater fear is stealing over me while I speak, I hear again an

echo of my own mind.”


“Receive it as a proof that I am powerful,” returned the Ghost.

“Hear what I offer! Forget the sorrow, wrong, and trouble you have

known!”


“Forget them!” he repeated.


“I have the power to cancel their remembrance — to leave but

very faint, confused traces of them, that will die out soon,”

returned the Spectre. “Say! Is it done?”


“Stay!” cried the haunted man, arresting by a terrified gesture

the uplifted hand. “I tremble with distrust and doubt of you; and

the dim fear you cast upon me deepens into a nameless horror I can

hardly bear. — I would not deprive myself of any kindly

recollection, or any sympathy that is good for me, or others. What

shall I lose, if I assent to this? What else will pass from my

remembrance?”


“No knowledge; no result of study; nothing but the intertwisted

chain of feelings and associations, each in its turn dependent on,

and nourished by, the banished recollections. Those will go.”


“Are they so many?” said the haunted man, reflecting in

alarm.


“They have been wont to show themselves in the fire, in music,

in the wind, in the dead stillness of the night, in the revolving

years,” returned the Phantom scornfully.


“In nothing else?”


The Phantom held its peace.


But having stood before him, silent, for a little while, it

moved towards the fire; then stopped.


“Decide!” it said, “before the opportunity is lost!”


“A moment! I call Heaven to witness,” said the agitated man,

“that I have never been a hater of any kind, — never morose,

indifferent, or hard, to anything around me. If, living here alone,

I have made too much of all that was and might have been, and too

little of what is, the evil, I believe, has fallen on me, and not

on others. But, if there were poison in my body, should I not,

possessed of antidotes and knowledge how to use them, use them? If

there be poison in my mind, and through this fearful shadow I can

cast it out, shall I not cast it out?”


“Say,” said the Spectre, “is it done?”


“A moment longer!” he answered hurriedly. “I would forget it if

I could! Have I thought that, alone, or has it been the thought of

thousands upon thousands, generation after generation? All human

memory is fraught with sorrow and trouble. My memory is as the

memory of other men, but other men have not this choice. Yes, I

close the bargain. Yes! I WILL forget my sorrow, wrong, and

trouble!”


“Say,” said the Spectre, “is it done?”


“It is!”


“IT IS. And take this with you, man whom I here renounce! The

gift that I have given, you shall give again, go where you will.

Without recovering yourself the power that you have yielded up, you

shall henceforth destroy its like in all whom you approach. Your

wisdom has discovered that the memory of sorrow, wrong, and trouble

is the lot of all mankind, and that mankind would be the happier,

in its other memories, without it. Go! Be its benefactor! Freed

from such remembrance, from this hour, carry involuntarily the

blessing of such freedom with you. Its diffusion is inseparable and

inalienable from you. Go! Be happy in the good you have won, and in

the good you do!”


The Phantom, which had held its bloodless hand above him while

it spoke, as if in some unholy invocation, or some ban; and which

had gradually advanced its eyes so close to his, that he could see

how they did not participate in the terrible smile upon its face,

but were a fixed, unalterable, steady horror melted before him and

was gone.


As he stood rooted to the spot, possessed by fear and wonder,

and imagining he heard repeated in melancholy echoes, dying away

fainter and fainter, the words, “Destroy its like in all whom you

approach!” a shrill cry reached his ears. It came, not from the

passages beyond the door, but from another part of the old

building, and sounded like the cry of some one in the dark who had

lost the way.


He looked confusedly upon his hands and limbs, as if to be

assured of his identity, and then shouted in reply, loudly and

wildly; for there was a strangeness and terror upon him, as if he

too were lost.


The cry responding, and being nearer, he caught up the lamp, and

raised a heavy curtain in the wall, by which he was accustomed to

pass into and out of the theatre where he lectured, — which

adjoined his room. Associated with youth and animation, and a high

amphitheatre of faces which his entrance charmed to interest in a

moment, it was a ghostly place when all this life was faded out of

it, and stared upon him like an emblem of Death.


“Halloa!” he cried. “Halloa! This way! Come to the light!” When,

as he held the curtain with one hand, and with the other raised the

lamp and tried to pierce the gloom that filled the place, something

rushed past him into the room like a wild-cat, and crouched down in

a corner.


“What is it?” he said, hastily.


He might have asked “What is it?” even had he seen it well, as

presently he did when he stood looking at it gathered up in its

corner.


A bundle of tatters, held together by a hand, in size and form

almost an infant’s, but in its greedy, desperate little clutch, a

bad old man’s. A face rounded and smoothed by some half-dozen

years, but pinched and twisted by the experiences of a life. Bright

eyes, but not youthful. Naked feet, beautiful in their childish

delicacy, — ugly in the blood and dirt that cracked upon them. A

baby savage, a young monster, a child who had never been a child, a

creature who might live to take the outward form of man, but who,

within, would live and perish a mere beast.


Used, already, to be worried and hunted like a beast, the boy

crouched down as he was looked at, and looked back again, and

interposed his arm to ward off the expected blow.


“I’ll bite,” he said, “if you hit me!”


The time had been, and not many minutes since, when such a sight

as this would have wrung the Chemist’s heart. He looked upon it

now, coldly; but with a heavy effort to remember something — he did

not know what — he asked the boy what he did there, and whence he

came.


“Where’s the woman?” he replied. “I want to find the woman.”


“Who?”


“The woman. Her that brought me here, and set me by the large

fire. She was so long gone, that I went to look for her, and lost

myself. I don’t want you. I want the woman.”


He made a spring, so suddenly, to get away, that the dull sound

of his naked feet upon the floor was near the curtain, when Redlaw

caught him by his rags.


“Come! you let me go!” muttered the boy, struggling, and

clenching his teeth. “I’ve done nothing to you. Let me go, will

you, to the woman!”


“That is not the way. There is a nearer one,” said Redlaw,

detaining him, in the same blank effort to remember some

association that ought, of right, to bear upon this monstrous

object. “What is your name?”


“Got none.”


“Where do you live?


“Live! What’s that?”


The boy shook his hair from his eyes to look at him for a

moment, and then, twisting round his legs and wrestling with him,

broke again into his repetition of “You let me go, will you? I want

to find the woman.”


The Chemist led him to the door. “This way,” he said, looking at

him still confusedly, but with repugnance and avoidance, growing

out of his coldness. “I’ll take you to her.”


The sharp eyes in the child’s head, wandering round the room,

lighted on the table where the remnants of the dinner were.


“Give me some of that!” he said, covetously.


“Has she not fed you?”


“I shall be hungry again to-morrow, sha’n’t I? Ain’t I hungry

every day?”


Finding himself released, he bounded at the table like some

small animal of prey, and hugging to his breast bread and meat, and

his own rags, all together, said:


“There! Now take me to the woman!”


As the Chemist, with a new-born dislike to touch him, sternly

motioned him to follow, and was going out of the door, he trembled

and stopped.


“The gift that I have given, you shall give again, go where you

will!”


The Phantom’s words were blowing in the wind, and the wind blew

chill upon him.


“I’ll not go there, to-night,” he murmured faintly. “I’ll go

nowhere to-night. Boy! straight down this long-arched passage, and

past the great dark door into the yard, — you see the fire shining

on the window there.”


“The woman’s fire?” inquired the boy.


He nodded, and the naked feet had sprung away. He came back with

his lamp, locked his door hastily, and sat down in his chair,

covering his face like one who was frightened at himself.


For now he was, indeed, alone. Alone, alone.


















Chapter 2

The Gift Diffused




A small man sat in a small parlour, partitioned off from a small

shop by a small screen, pasted all over with small scraps of

newspapers. In company with the small man, was almost any amount of

small children you may please to name — at least it seemed so; they

made, in that very limited sphere of action, such an imposing

effect, in point of numbers.


Of these small fry, two had, by some strong machinery, been got

into bed in a corner, where they might have reposed snugly enough

in the sleep of innocence, but for a constitutional propensity to

keep awake, and also to scuffle in and out of bed. The immediate

occasion of these predatory dashes at the waking world, was the

construction of an oyster-shell wall in a corner, by two other

youths of tender age; on which fortification the two in bed made

harassing descents (like those accursed Picts and Scots who

beleaguer the early historical studies of most young Britons), and

then withdrew to their own territory.


In addition to the stir attendant on these inroads, and the

retorts of the invaded, who pursued hotly, and made lunges at the

bed-clothes under which the marauders took refuge, another little

boy, in another little bed, contributed his mite of confusion to

the family stock, by casting his boots upon the waters; in other

words, by launching these and several small objects, inoffensive in

themselves, though of a hard substance considered as missiles, at

the disturbers of his repose, — who were not slow to return these

compliments.


Besides which, another little boy — the biggest there, but still

little — was tottering to and fro, bent on one side, and

considerably affected in his knees by the weight of a large baby,

which he was supposed by a fiction that obtains sometimes in

sanguine families, to be hushing to sleep. But oh! the

inexhaustible regions of contemplation and watchfulness into which

this baby’s eyes were then only beginning to compose themselves to

stare, over his unconscious shoulder!


It was a very Moloch of a baby, on whose insatiate altar the

whole existence of this particular young brother was offered up a

daily sacrifice. Its personality may be said to have consisted in

its never being quiet, in any one place, for five consecutive

minutes, and never going to sleep when required. “Tetterby’s baby”

was as well known in the neighbourhood as the postman or the

pot-boy. It roved from door-step to door-step, in the arms of

little Johnny Tetterby, and lagged heavily at the rear of troops of

juveniles who followed the Tumblers or the Monkey, and came up, all

on one side, a little too late for everything that was attractive,

from Monday morning until Saturday night. Wherever childhood

congregated to play, there was little Moloch making Johnny fag and

toil. Wherever Johnny desired to stay, little Moloch became

fractious, and would not remain. Whenever Johnny wanted to go out,

Moloch was asleep, and must be watched. Whenever Johnny wanted to

stay at home, Moloch was awake, and must be taken out. Yet Johnny

was verily persuaded that it was a faultless baby, without its peer

in the realm of England, and was quite content to catch meek

glimpses of things in general from behind its skirts, or over its

limp flapping bonnet, and to go staggering about with it like a

very little porter with a very large parcel, which was not directed

to anybody, and could never be delivered anywhere.


The small man who sat in the small parlour, making fruitless

attempts to read his newspaper peaceably in the midst of this

disturbance, was the father of the family, and the chief of the

firm described in the inscription over the little shop front, by

the name and title of A. TETTERBY AND CO., NEWSMEN. Indeed,

strictly speaking, he was the only personage answering to that

designation, as Co. was a mere poetical abstraction, altogether

baseless and impersonal.


Tetterby’s was the corner shop in Jerusalem Buildings. There was

a good show of literature in the window, chiefly consisting of

picture-newspapers out of date, and serial pirates, and footpads.

Walking-sticks, likewise, and marbles, were included in the stock

in trade. It had once extended into the light confectionery line;

but it would seem that those elegancies of life were not in demand

about Jerusalem Buildings, for nothing connected with that branch

of commerce remained in the window, except a sort of small glass

lantern containing a languishing mass of bull’s-eyes, which had

melted in the summer and congealed in the winter until all hope of

ever getting them out, or of eating them without eating the lantern

too, was gone for ever. Tetterby’s had tried its hand at several

things. It had once made a feeble little dart at the toy business;

for, in another lantern, there was a heap of minute wax dolls, all

sticking together upside down, in the direst confusion, with their

feet on one another’s heads, and a precipitate of broken arms and

legs at the bottom. It had made a move in the millinery direction,

which a few dry, wiry bonnet-shapes remained in a corner of the

window to attest. It had fancied that a living might lie hidden in

the tobacco trade, and had stuck up a representation of a native of

each of the three integral portions of the British Empire, in the

act of consuming that fragrant weed; with a poetic legend attached,

importing that united in one cause they sat and joked, one chewed

tobacco, one took snuff, one smoked: but nothing seemed to have

come of it — except flies. Time had been when it had put a forlorn

trust in imitative jewellery, for in one pane of glass there was a

card of cheap seals, and another of pencil-cases, and a mysterious

black amulet of inscrutable intention, labelled ninepence. But, to

that hour, Jerusalem Buildings had bought none of them. In short,

Tetterby’s had tried so hard to get a livelihood out of Jerusalem

Buildings in one way or other, and appeared to have done so

indifferently in all, that the best position in the firm was too

evidently Co.’s; Co., as a bodiless creation, being untroubled with

the vulgar inconveniences of hunger and thirst, being chargeable

neither to the poor’s-rates nor the assessed taxes, and having no

young family to provide for.


Tetterby himself, however, in his little parlour, as already

mentioned, having the presence of a young family impressed upon his

mind in a manner too clamorous to be disregarded, or to comport

with the quiet perusal of a newspaper, laid down his paper,

wheeled, in his distraction, a few times round the parlour, like an

undecided carrier-pigeon, made an ineffectual rush at one or two

flying little figures in bed-gowns that skimmed past him, and then,

bearing suddenly down upon the only unoffending member of the

family, boxed the ears of little Moloch’s nurse.


“You bad boy!” said Mr. Tetterby, “haven’t you any feeling for

your poor father after the fatigues and anxieties of a hard

winter’s day, since five o’clock in the morning, but must you

wither his rest, and corrode his latest intelligence, with your

wicious tricks? Isn’t it enough, sir, that your brother ’Dolphus is

toiling and moiling in the fog and cold, and you rolling in the lap

of luxury with a — with a baby, and everything you can wish for,”

said Mr. Tetterby, heaping this up as a great climax of blessings,

“but must you make a wilderness of home, and maniacs of your

parents? Must you, Johnny? Hey?” At each interrogation, Mr.

Tetterby made a feint of boxing his ears again, but thought better

of it, and held his hand.


“Oh, father!” whimpered Johnny, “when I wasn’t doing anything,

I’m sure, but taking such care of Sally, and getting her to sleep.

Oh, father!”


“I wish my little woman would come home!” said Mr. Tetterby,

relenting and repenting, “I only wish my little woman would come

home! I ain’t fit to deal with ’em. They make my head go round, and

get the better of me. Oh, Johnny! Isn’t it enough that your dear

mother has provided you with that sweet sister?” indicating Moloch;

“isn’t it enough that you were seven boys before without a ray of

gal, and that your dear mother went through what she did go

through, on purpose that you might all of you have a little sister,

but must you so behave yourself as to make my head swim?”


Softening more and more, as his own tender feelings and those of

his injured son were worked on, Mr. Tetterby concluded by embracing

him, and immediately breaking away to catch one of the real

delinquents. A reasonably good start occurring, he succeeded, after

a short but smart run, and some rather severe cross-country work

under and over the bedsteads, and in and out among the intricacies

of the chairs, in capturing this infant, whom he condignly

punished, and bore to bed. This example had a powerful, and

apparently, mesmeric influence on him of the boots, who instantly

fell into a deep sleep, though he had been, but a moment before,

broad awake, and in the highest possible feather. Nor was it lost

upon the two young architects, who retired to bed, in an adjoining

closet, with great privacy and speed. The comrade of the

Intercepted One also shrinking into his nest with similar

discretion, Mr. Tetterby, when he paused for breath, found himself

unexpectedly in a scene of peace.


“My little woman herself,” said Mr. Tetterby, wiping his flushed

face, “could hardly have done it better! I only wish my little

woman had had it to do, I do indeed!”


Mr. Tetterby sought upon his screen for a passage appropriate to

be impressed upon his children’s minds on the occasion, and read

the following.


“‘It is an undoubted fact that all remarkable men have had

remarkable mothers, and have respected them in after life as their

best friends.’ Think of your own remarkable mother, my boys,” said

Mr. Tetterby, “and know her value while she is still among

you!”


He sat down again in his chair by the fire, and composed

himself, cross-legged, over his newspaper.


“Let anybody, I don’t care who it is, get out of bed again,”

said Tetterby, as a general proclamation, delivered in a very

soft-hearted manner, “and astonishment will be the portion of that

respected contemporary!” — which expression Mr. Tetterby selected

from his screen. “Johnny, my child, take care of your only sister,

Sally; for she’s the brightest gem that ever sparkled on your early

brow.”


Johnny sat down on a little stool, and devotedly crushed himself

beneath the weight of Moloch.


“Ah, what a gift that baby is to you, Johnny!” said his father,

“and how thankful you ought to be! ‘It is not generally known,

Johnny,’” he was now referring to the screen again, “‘but it is a

fact ascertained, by accurate calculations, that the following

immense percentage of babies never attain to two years old; that is

to say — ’”


“Oh, don’t, father, please!” cried Johnny. “I can’t bear it,

when I think of Sally.”


Mr. Tetterby desisting, Johnny, with a profound sense of his

trust, wiped his eyes, and hushed his sister.


“Your brother ’Dolphus,” said his father, poking the fire, “is

late to-night, Johnny, and will come home like a lump of ice.

What’s got your precious mother?”


“Here’s mother, and ’Dolphus too, father!” exclaimed Johnny, “I

think.”


“You’re right!” returned his father, listening. “Yes, that’s the

footstep of my little woman.”


The process of induction, by which Mr Tetterby had come to the

conclusion that his wife was a little woman, was his own secret.

She would have made two editions of himself, very easily.

Considered as an individual, she was rather remarkable for being

robust and portly; but considered with reference to her husband,

her dimensions became magnificent. Nor did they assume a less

imposing proportion, when studied with reference to the size of her

seven sons, who were but diminutive. In the case of Sally, however,

Mrs. Tetterby had asserted herself, at last; as nobody knew better

than the victim Johnny, who weighed and measured that exacting idol

every hour in the day.


Mrs. Tetterby, who had been marketing, and carried a basket,

threw back her bonnet and shawl, and sitting down, fatigued,

commanded Johnny to bring his sweet charge to her straightway, for

a kiss. Johnny having complied, and gone back to his stool, and

again crushed himself, Master Adolphus Tetterby, who had by this

time unwound his torso out of a prismatic comforter, apparently

interminable, requested the same favour. Johnny having again

complied, and again gone back to his stool, and again crushed

himself, Mr. Tetterby, struck by a sudden thought, preferred the

same claim on his own parental part. The satisfaction of this third

desire completely exhausted the sacrifice, who had hardly breath

enough left to get back to his stool, crush himself again, and pant

at his relations.


“Whatever you do, Johnny,” said Mrs. Tetterby, shaking her head,

“take care of her, or never look your mother in the face

again.”


“Nor your brother,” said Adolphus.


“Nor your father, Johnny,” added Mr. Tetterby.


Johnny, much affected by this conditional renunciation of him,

looked down at Moloch’s eyes to see that they were all right, so

far, and skilfully patted her back (which was uppermost), and

rocked her with his foot.


“Are you wet, ’Dolphus, my boy?” said his father. “Come and take

my chair, and dry yourself.”


“No, father, thank’ee,” said Adolphus, smoothing himself down

with his hands. “I an’t very wet, I don’t think. Does my face shine

much, father?”


“Well, it does look waxy, my boy,” returned Mr. Tetterby.


“It’s the weather, father,” said Adolphus, polishing his cheeks

on the worn sleeve of his jacket. “What with rain, and sleet, and

wind, and snow, and fog, my face gets quite brought out into a rash

sometimes. And shines, it does — oh, don’t it, though!”


Master Adolphus was also in the newspaper line of life, being

employed, by a more thriving firm than his father and Co., to vend

newspapers at a railway station, where his chubby little person,

like a shabbily-disguised Cupid, and his shrill little voice (he

was not much more than ten years old), were as well known as the

hoarse panting of the locomotives, running in and out. His

juvenility might have been at some loss for a harmless outlet, in

this early application to traffic, but for a fortunate discovery he

made of a means of entertaining himself, and of dividing the long

day into stages of interest, without neglecting business. This

ingenious invention, remarkable, like many great discoveries, for

its simplicity, consisted in varying the first vowel in the word

“paper,” and substituting, in its stead, at different periods of

the day, all the other vowels in grammatical succession. Thus,

before daylight in the winter-time, he went to and fro, in his

little oilskin cap and cape, and his big comforter, piercing the

heavy air with his cry of “Morn-ing Pa-per!” which, about an hour

before noon, changed to “Morn-ing Pepper!” which, at about two,

changed to “Morn-ing Pip-per!” which in a couple of hours changed

to “Morn-ing Pop-per!” and so declined with the sun into “Eve-ning

Pup-per!” to the great relief and comfort of this young gentleman’s

spirits.


Mrs. Tetterby, his lady-mother, who had been sitting with her

bonnet and shawl thrown back, as aforesaid, thoughtfully turning

her wedding-ring round and round upon her finger, now rose, and

divesting herself of her out-of-door attire, began to lay the cloth

for supper.


“Ah, dear me, dear me, dear me!” said Mrs. Tetterby. “That’s the

way the world goes!”


“Which is the way the world goes, my dear?” asked Mr. Tetterby,

looking round.


“Oh, nothing,” said Mrs. Tetterby.


Mr. Tetterby elevated his eyebrows, folded his newspaper afresh,

and carried his eyes up it, and down it, and across it, but was

wandering in his attention, and not reading it.


Mrs. Tetterby, at the same time, laid the cloth, but rather as

if she were punishing the table than preparing the family supper;

hitting it unnecessarily hard with the knives and forks, slapping

it with the plates, dinting it with the salt-cellar, and coming

heavily down upon it with the loaf.


“Ah, dear me, dear me, dear me!” said Mrs. Tetterby. “That’s the

way the world goes!”


“My duck,” returned her husband, looking round again, “you said

that before. Which is the way the world goes?”


“Oh, nothing!” said Mrs. Tetterby.


“Sophia!” remonstrated her husband, “you said that before,

too.”


“Well, I’ll say it again if you like,” returned Mrs. Tetterby.

“Oh nothing — there! And again if you like, oh nothing — there! And

again if you like, oh nothing — now then!”


Mr. Tetterby brought his eye to bear upon the partner of his

bosom, and said, in mild astonishment:


“My little woman, what has put you out?”


“I’m sure I don’t know,” she retorted. “Don’t ask me. Who said I

was put out at all? I never did.”


Mr. Tetterby gave up the perusal of his newspaper as a bad job,

and, taking a slow walk across the room, with his hands behind him,

and his shoulders raised — his gait according perfectly with the

resignation of his manner — addressed himself to his two eldest

offspring.


“Your supper will be ready in a minute, ’Dolphus,” said Mr.

Tetterby. “Your mother has been out in the wet, to the cook’s shop,

to buy it. It was very good of your mother so to do. You shall get

some supper too, very soon, Johnny. Your mother’s pleased with you,

my man, for being so attentive to your precious sister.”


Mrs. Tetterby, without any remark, but with a decided subsidence

of her animosity towards the table, finished her preparations, and

took, from her ample basket, a substantial slab of hot pease

pudding wrapped in paper, and a basin covered with a saucer, which,

on being uncovered, sent forth an odour so agreeable, that the

three pair of eyes in the two beds opened wide and fixed themselves

upon the banquet. Mr. Tetterby, without regarding this tacit

invitation to be seated, stood repeating slowly, “Yes, yes, your

supper will be ready in a minute, ’Dolphus — your mother went out

in the wet, to the cook’s shop, to buy it. It was very good of your

mother so to do” — until Mrs. Tetterby, who had been exhibiting

sundry tokens of contrition behind him, caught him round the neck,

and wept.


“Oh, Dolphus!” said Mrs. Tetterby, “how could I go and behave

so?”


This reconciliation affected Adolphus the younger and Johnny to

that degree, that they both, as with one accord, raised a dismal

cry, which had the effect of immediately shutting up the round eyes

in the beds, and utterly routing the two remaining little

Tetterbys, just then stealing in from the adjoining closet to see

what was going on in the eating way.


“I am sure, ’Dolphus,” sobbed Mrs. Tetterby, “coming home, I had

no more idea than a child unborn — ”


Mr. Tetterby seemed to dislike this figure of speech, and

observed, “Say than the baby, my dear.”


“ — Had no more idea than the baby,” said Mrs. Tetterby. —

“Johnny, don’t look at me, but look at her, or she’ll fall out of

your lap and be killed, and then you’ll die in agonies of a broken

heart, and serve you right. — No more idea I hadn’t than that

darling, of being cross when I came home; but somehow, ’Dolphus — ”

Mrs. Tetterby paused, and again turned her wedding-ring round and

round upon her finger.


“I see!” said Mr. Tetterby. “I understand! My little woman was

put out. Hard times, and hard weather, and hard work, make it

trying now and then. I see, bless your soul! No wonder! Dolf, my

man,” continued Mr. Tetterby, exploring the basin with a fork,

“here’s your mother been and bought, at the cook’s shop, besides

pease pudding, a whole knuckle of a lovely roast leg of pork, with

lots of crackling left upon it, and with seasoning gravy and

mustard quite unlimited. Hand in your plate, my boy, and begin

while it’s simmering.”


Master Adolphus, needing no second summons, received his portion

with eyes rendered moist by appetite, and withdrawing to his

particular stool, fell upon his supper tooth and nail. Johnny was

not forgotten, but received his rations on bread, lest he should,

in a flush of gravy, trickle any on the baby. He was required, for

similar reasons, to keep his pudding, when not on active service,

in his pocket.


There might have been more pork on the knucklebone, — which

knucklebone the carver at the cook’s shop had assuredly not

forgotten in carving for previous customers — but there was no

stint of seasoning, and that is an accessory dreamily suggesting

pork, and pleasantly cheating the sense of taste. The pease

pudding, too, the gravy and mustard, like the Eastern rose in

respect of the nightingale, if they were not absolutely pork, had

lived near it; so, upon the whole, there was the flavour of a

middle-sized pig. It was irresistible to the Tetterbys in bed, who,

though professing to slumber peacefully, crawled out when unseen by

their parents, and silently appealed to their brothers for any

gastronomic token of fraternal affection. They, not hard of heart,

presenting scraps in return, it resulted that a party of light

skirmishers in nightgowns were careering about the parlour all

through supper, which harassed Mr. Tetterby exceedingly, and once

or twice imposed upon him the necessity of a charge, before which

these guerilla troops retired in all directions and in great

confusion.


Mrs. Tetterby did not enjoy her supper. There seemed to be

something on Mrs. Tetterby’s mind. At one time she laughed without

reason, and at another time she cried without reason, and at last

she laughed and cried together in a manner so very unreasonable

that her husband was confounded.


“My little woman,” said Mr. Tetterby, “if the world goes that

way, it appears to go the wrong way, and to choke you.”


“Give me a drop of water,” said Mrs. Tetterby, struggling with

herself, “and don’t speak to me for the present, or take any notice

of me. Don’t do it!”


Mr. Tetterby having administered the water, turned suddenly on

the unlucky Johnny (who was full of sympathy), and demanded why he

was wallowing there, in gluttony and idleness, instead of coming

forward with the baby, that the sight of her might revive his

mother. Johnny immediately approached, borne down by its weight;

but Mrs. Tetterby holding out her hand to signify that she was not

in a condition to bear that trying appeal to her feelings, he was

interdicted from advancing another inch, on pain of perpetual

hatred from all his dearest connections; and accordingly retired to

his stool again, and crushed himself as before.


After a pause, Mrs. Tetterby said she was better now, and began

to laugh.


“My little woman,” said her husband, dubiously, “are you quite

sure you’re better? Or are you, Sophia, about to break out in a

fresh direction?”


“No, ’Dolphus, no,” replied his wife. “I’m quite myself.” With

that, settling her hair, and pressing the palms of her hands upon

her eyes, she laughed again.


“What a wicked fool I was, to think so for a moment!” said Mrs.

Tetterby. “Come nearer, ’Dolphus, and let me ease my mind, and tell

you what I mean. Let me tell you all about it.”


Mr. Tetterby bringing his chair closer, Mrs. Tetterby laughed

again, gave him a hug, and wiped her eyes.


“You know, Dolphus, my dear,” said Mrs. Tetterby, “that when I

was single, I might have given myself away in several directions.

At one time, four after me at once; two of them were sons of

Mars.”


“We’re all sons of Ma’s, my dear,” said Mr. Tetterby, “jointly

with Pa’s.”


“I don’t mean that,” replied his wife, “I mean soldiers —

serjeants.”


“Oh!” said Mr. Tetterby.


“Well, ’Dolphus, I’m sure I never think of such things now, to

regret them; and I’m sure I’ve got as good a husband, and would do

as much to prove that I was fond of him, as — ”


“As any little woman in the world,” said Mr. Tetterby. “Very

good. Very good.”


If Mr. Tetterby had been ten feet high, he could not have

expressed a gentler consideration for Mrs. Tetterby’s fairy-like

stature; and if Mrs. Tetterby had been two feet high, she could not

have felt it more appropriately her due.


“But you see, ’Dolphus,” said Mrs. Tetterby, “this being

Christmas-time, when all people who can, make holiday, and when all

people who have got money, like to spend some, I did, somehow, get

a little out of sorts when I was in the streets just now. There

were so many things to be sold — such delicious things to eat, such

fine things to look at, such delightful things to have — and there

was so much calculating and calculating necessary, before I durst

lay out a sixpence for the commonest thing; and the basket was so

large, and wanted so much in it; and my stock of money was so

small, and would go such a little way; — you hate me, don’t you,

’Dolphus?”


“Not quite,” said Mr. Tetterby, “as yet.”


“Well! I’ll tell you the whole truth,” pursued his wife,

penitently, “and then perhaps you will. I felt all this, so much,

when I was trudging about in the cold, and when I saw a lot of

other calculating faces and large baskets trudging about, too, that

I began to think whether I mightn’t have done better, and been

happier, if — I — hadn’t — ” the wedding-ring went round again, and

Mrs. Tetterby shook her downcast head as she turned it.


“I see,” said her husband quietly; “if you hadn’t married at

all, or if you had married somebody else?”


“Yes,” sobbed Mrs. Tetterby. “That’s really what I thought. Do

you hate me now, ’Dolphus?”


“Why no,” said Mr. Tetterby. “I don’t find that I do, as

yet.”


Mrs. Tetterby gave him a thankful kiss, and went on.


“I begin to hope you won’t, now, ’Dolphus, though I’m afraid I

haven’t told you the worst. I can’t think what came over me. I

don’t know whether I was ill, or mad, or what I was, but I couldn’t

call up anything that seemed to bind us to each other, or to

reconcile me to my fortune. All the pleasures and enjoyments we had

ever had — they seemed so poor and insignificant, I hated them. I

could have trodden on them. And I could think of nothing else,

except our being poor, and the number of mouths there were at

home.”


“Well, well, my dear,” said Mr. Tetterby, shaking her hand

encouragingly, “that’s truth, after all. We are poor, and there are

a number of mouths at home here.”


“Ah! but, Dolf, Dolf!” cried his wife, laying her hands upon his

neck, “my good, kind, patient fellow, when I had been at home a

very little while — how different! Oh, Dolf, dear, how different it

was! I felt as if there was a rush of recollection on me, all at

once, that softened my hard heart, and filled it up till it was

bursting. All our struggles for a livelihood, all our cares and

wants since we have been married, all the times of sickness, all

the hours of watching, we have ever had, by one another, or by the

children, seemed to speak to me, and say that they had made us one,

and that I never might have been, or could have been, or would have

been, any other than the wife and mother I am. Then, the cheap

enjoyments that I could have trodden on so cruelly, got to be so

precious to me — Oh so priceless, and dear! — that I couldn’t bear

to think how much I had wronged them; and I said, and say again a

hundred times, how could I ever behave so, ’Dolphus, how could I

ever have the heart to do it!”


The good woman, quite carried away by her honest tenderness and

remorse, was weeping with all her heart, when she started up with a

scream, and ran behind her husband. Her cry was so terrified, that

the children started from their sleep and from their beds, and

clung about her. Nor did her gaze belie her voice, as she pointed

to a pale man in a black cloak who had come into the room.


“Look at that man! Look there! What does he want?”


“My dear,” returned her husband, “I’ll ask him if you’ll let me

go. What’s the matter! How you shake!”


“I saw him in the street, when I was out just now. He looked at

me, and stood near me. I am afraid of him.”


“Afraid of him! Why?”


“I don’t know why — I — stop! husband!” for he was going towards

the stranger.


She had one hand pressed upon her forehead, and one upon her

breast; and there was a peculiar fluttering all over her, and a

hurried unsteady motion of her eyes, as if she had lost

something.


“Are you ill, my dear?”


“What is it that is going from me again?” she muttered, in a low

voice. “What is this that is going away?”


Then she abruptly answered: “Ill? No, I am quite well,” and

stood looking vacantly at the floor.


Her husband, who had not been altogether free from the infection

of her fear at first, and whom the present strangeness of her

manner did not tend to reassure, addressed himself to the pale

visitor in the black cloak, who stood still, and whose eyes were

bent upon the ground.


“What may be your pleasure, sir,” he asked, “with us?”


“I fear that my coming in unperceived,” returned the visitor,

“has alarmed you; but you were talking and did not hear me.”


“My little woman says — perhaps you heard her say it,” returned

Mr. Tetterby, “that it’s not the first time you have alarmed her

to-night.”


“I am sorry for it. I remember to have observed her, for a few

moments only, in the street. I had no intention of frightening

her.”


As he raised his eyes in speaking, she raised hers. It was

extraordinary to see what dread she had of him, and with what dread

he observed it — and yet how narrowly and closely.


“My name,” he said, “is Redlaw. I come from the old college hard

by. A young gentleman who is a student there, lodges in your house,

does he not?”


“Mr. Denham?” said Tetterby.


“Yes.”


It was a natural action, and so slight as to be hardly

noticeable; but the little man, before speaking again, passed his

hand across his forehead, and looked quickly round the room, as

though he were sensible of some change in its atmosphere. The

Chemist, instantly transferring to him the look of dread he had

directed towards the wife, stepped back, and his face turned

paler.


“The gentleman’s room,” said Tetterby, “is upstairs, sir.

There’s a more convenient private entrance; but as you have come in

here, it will save your going out into the cold, if you’ll take

this little staircase,” showing one communicating directly with the

parlour, “and go up to him that way, if you wish to see him.”


“Yes, I wish to see him,” said the Chemist. “Can you spare a

light?”


The watchfulness of his haggard look, and the inexplicable

distrust that darkened it, seemed to trouble Mr. Tetterby. He

paused; and looking fixedly at him in return, stood for a minute or

so, like a man stupefied, or fascinated.


At length he said, “I’ll light you, sir, if you’ll follow

me.”


“No,” replied the Chemist, “I don’t wish to be attended, or

announced to him. He does not expect me. I would rather go alone.

Please to give me the light, if you can spare it, and I’ll find the

way.”


In the quickness of his expression of this desire, and in taking

the candle from the newsman, he touched him on the breast.

Withdrawing his hand hastily, almost as though he had wounded him

by accident (for he did not know in what part of himself his new

power resided, or how it was communicated, or how the manner of its

reception varied in different persons), he turned and ascended the

stair.


But when he reached the top, he stopped and looked down. The

wife was standing in the same place, twisting her ring round and

round upon her finger. The husband, with his head bent forward on

his breast, was musing heavily and sullenly. The children, still

clustering about the mother, gazed timidly after the visitor, and

nestled together when they saw him looking down.


“Come!” said the father, roughly. “There’s enough of this. Get

to bed here!”


“The place is inconvenient and small enough,” the mother added,

“without you. Get to bed!”


The whole brood, scared and sad, crept away; little Johnny and

the baby lagging last. The mother, glancing contemptuously round

the sordid room, and tossing from her the fragments of their meal,

stopped on the threshold of her task of clearing the table, and sat

down, pondering idly and dejectedly. The father betook himself to

the chimney-corner, and impatiently raking the small fire together,

bent over it as if he would monopolise it all. They did not

interchange a word.


The Chemist, paler than before, stole upward like a thief;

looking back upon the change below, and dreading equally to go on

or return.


“What have I done!” he said, confusedly. “What am I going to

do!”


“To be the benefactor of mankind,” he thought he heard a voice

reply.


He looked round, but there was nothing there; and a passage now

shutting out the little parlour from his view, he went on,

directing his eyes before him at the way he went.


“It is only since last night,” he muttered gloomily, “that I

have remained shut up, and yet all things are strange to me. I am

strange to myself. I am here, as in a dream. What interest have I

in this place, or in any place that I can bring to my remembrance?

My mind is going blind!”


There was a door before him, and he knocked at it. Being

invited, by a voice within, to enter, he complied.


“Is that my kind nurse?” said the voice. “But I need not ask

her. There is no one else to come here.”


It spoke cheerfully, though in a languid tone, and attracted his

attention to a young man lying on a couch, drawn before the

chimney-piece, with the back towards the door. A meagre scanty

stove, pinched and hollowed like a sick man’s cheeks, and bricked

into the centre of a hearth that it could scarcely warm, contained

the fire, to which his face was turned. Being so near the windy

house-top, it wasted quickly, and with a busy sound, and the

burning ashes dropped down fast.


“They chink when they shoot out here,” said the student,

smiling, “so, according to the gossips, they are not coffins, but

purses. I shall be well and rich yet, some day, if it please God,

and shall live perhaps to love a daughter Milly, in remembrance of

the kindest nature and the gentlest heart in the world.”


He put up his hand as if expecting her to take it, but, being

weakened, he lay still, with his face resting on his other hand,

and did not turn round.


The Chemist glanced about the room; — at the student’s books and

papers, piled upon a table in a corner, where they, and his

extinguished reading-lamp, now prohibited and put away, told of the

attentive hours that had gone before this illness, and perhaps

caused it; — at such signs of his old health and freedom, as the

out-of-door attire that hung idle on the wall; — at those

remembrances of other and less solitary scenes, the little

miniatures upon the chimney-piece, and the drawing of home; — at

that token of his emulation, perhaps, in some sort, of his personal

attachment too, the framed engraving of himself, the looker-on. The

time had been, only yesterday, when not one of these objects, in

its remotest association of interest with the living figure before

him, would have been lost on Redlaw. Now, they were but objects;

or, if any gleam of such connexion shot upon him, it perplexed, and

not enlightened him, as he stood looking round with a dull

wonder.


The student, recalling the thin hand which had remained so long

untouched, raised himself on the couch, and turned his head.


“Mr. Redlaw!” he exclaimed, and started up.


Redlaw put out his arm.


“Don’t come nearer to me. I will sit here. Remain you, where you

are!”


He sat down on a chair near the door, and having glanced at the

young man standing leaning with his hand upon the couch, spoke with

his eyes averted towards the ground.


“I heard, by an accident, by what accident is no matter, that

one of my class was ill and solitary. I received no other

description of him, than that he lived in this street. Beginning my

inquiries at the first house in it, I have found him.”


“I have been ill, sir,” returned the student, not merely with a

modest hesitation, but with a kind of awe of him, “but am greatly

better. An attack of fever — of the brain, I believe — has weakened

me, but I am much better. I cannot say I have been solitary, in my

illness, or I should forget the ministering hand that has been near

me.”


“You are speaking of the keeper’s wife,” said Redlaw.


“Yes.” The student bent his head, as if he rendered her some

silent homage.


The Chemist, in whom there was a cold, monotonous apathy, which

rendered him more like a marble image on the tomb of the man who

had started from his dinner yesterday at the first mention of this

student’s case, than the breathing man himself, glanced again at

the student leaning with his hand upon the couch, and looked upon

the ground, and in the air, as if for light for his blinded

mind.


“I remembered your name,” he said, “when it was mentioned to me

down stairs, just now; and I recollect your face. We have held but

very little personal communication together?”


“Very little.”


“You have retired and withdrawn from me, more than any of the

rest, I think?”


The student signified assent.


“And why?” said the Chemist; not with the least expression of

interest, but with a moody, wayward kind of curiosity. “Why? How

comes it that you have sought to keep especially from me, the

knowledge of your remaining here, at this season, when all the rest

have dispersed, and of your being ill? I want to know why this

is?”


The young man, who had heard him with increasing agitation,

raised his downcast eyes to his face, and clasping his hands

together, cried with sudden earnestness and with trembling

lips:


“Mr. Redlaw! You have discovered me. You know my secret!”


“Secret?” said the Chemist, harshly. “I know?”


“Yes! Your manner, so different from the interest and sympathy

which endear you to so many hearts, your altered voice, the

constraint there is in everything you say, and in your looks,”

replied the student, “warn me that you know me. That you would

conceal it, even now, is but a proof to me (God knows I need none!)

of your natural kindness and of the bar there is between us.”


A vacant and contemptuous laugh, was all his answer.


“But, Mr. Redlaw,” said the student, “as a just man, and a good

man, think how innocent I am, except in name and descent, of

participation in any wrong inflicted on you or in any sorrow you

have borne.”


“Sorrow!” said Redlaw, laughing. “Wrong! What are those to

me?”


“For Heaven’s sake,” entreated the shrinking student, “do not

let the mere interchange of a few words with me change you like

this, sir! Let me pass again from your knowledge and notice. Let me

occupy my old reserved and distant place among those whom you

instruct. Know me only by the name I have assumed, and not by that

of Longford — ”


“Longford!” exclaimed the other.


He clasped his head with both his hands, and for a moment turned

upon the young man his own intelligent and thoughtful face. But the

light passed from it, like the sun-beam of an instant, and it

clouded as before.


“The name my mother bears, sir,” faltered the young man, “the

name she took, when she might, perhaps, have taken one more

honoured. Mr. Redlaw,” hesitating, “I believe I know that history.

Where my information halts, my guesses at what is wanting may

supply something not remote from the truth. I am the child of a

marriage that has not proved itself a well-assorted or a happy one.

From infancy, I have heard you spoken of with honour and respect —

with something that was almost reverence. I have heard of such

devotion, of such fortitude and tenderness, of such rising up

against the obstacles which press men down, that my fancy, since I

learnt my little lesson from my mother, has shed a lustre on your

name. At last, a poor student myself, from whom could I learn but

you?”


Redlaw, unmoved, unchanged, and looking at him with a staring

frown, answered by no word or sign.


“I cannot say,” pursued the other, “I should try in vain to say,

how much it has impressed me, and affected me, to find the gracious

traces of the past, in that certain power of winning gratitude and

confidence which is associated among us students (among the

humblest of us, most) with Mr. Redlaw’s generous name. Our ages and

positions are so different, sir, and I am so accustomed to regard

you from a distance, that I wonder at my own presumption when I

touch, however lightly, on that theme. But to one who — I may say,

who felt no common interest in my mother once — it may be something

to hear, now that all is past, with what indescribable feelings of

affection I have, in my obscurity, regarded him; with what pain and

reluctance I have kept aloof from his encouragement, when a word of

it would have made me rich; yet how I have felt it fit that I

should hold my course, content to know him, and to be unknown. Mr.

Redlaw,” said the student, faintly, “what I would have said, I have

said ill, for my strength is strange to me as yet; but for anything

unworthy in this fraud of mine, forgive me, and for all the rest

forget me!”


The staring frown remained on Redlaw’s face, and yielded to no

other expression until the student, with these words, advanced

towards him, as if to touch his hand, when he drew back and cried

to him:


“Don’t come nearer to me!”


The young man stopped, shocked by the eagerness of his recoil,

and by the sternness of his repulsion; and he passed his hand,

thoughtfully, across his forehead.


“The past is past,” said the Chemist. “It dies like the brutes.

Who talks to me of its traces in my life? He raves or lies! What

have I to do with your distempered dreams? If you want money, here

it is. I came to offer it; and that is all I came for. There can be

nothing else that brings me here,” he muttered, holding his head

again, with both his hands. “There can be nothing else, and yet —

”


He had tossed his purse upon the table. As he fell into this dim

cogitation with himself, the student took it up, and held it out to

him.


“Take it back, sir,” he said proudly, though not angrily. “I

wish you could take from me, with it, the remembrance of your words

and offer.”


“You do?” he retorted, with a wild light in his eyes. “You

do?”


“I do!”


The Chemist went close to him, for the first time, and took the

purse, and turned him by the arm, and looked him in the face.


“There is sorrow and trouble in sickness, is there not?” he

demanded, with a laugh.


The wondering student answered, “Yes.”


“In its unrest, in its anxiety, in its suspense, in all its

train of physical and mental miseries?” said the Chemist, with a

wild unearthly exultation. “All best forgotten, are they not?”


The student did not answer, but again passed his hand,

confusedly, across his forehead. Redlaw still held him by the

sleeve, when Milly’s voice was heard outside.


“I can see very well now,” she said, “thank you, Dolf. Don’t

cry, dear. Father and mother will be comfortable again, to-morrow,

and home will be comfortable too. A gentleman with him, is

there!”


Redlaw released his hold, as he listened.


“I have feared, from the first moment,” he murmured to himself,

“to meet her. There is a steady quality of goodness in her, that I

dread to influence. I may be the murderer of what is tenderest and

best within her bosom.”


She was knocking at the door.


“Shall I dismiss it as an idle foreboding, or still avoid her?”

he muttered, looking uneasily around.


She was knocking at the door again.


“Of all the visitors who could come here,” he said, in a hoarse

alarmed voice, turning to his companion, “this is the one I should

desire most to avoid. Hide me!”


The student opened a frail door in the wall, communicating where

the garret-roof began to slope towards the floor, with a small

inner room. Redlaw passed in hastily, and shut it after him.


The student then resumed his place upon the couch, and called to

her to enter.


“Dear Mr. Edmund,” said Milly, looking round, “they told me

there was a gentleman here.”


“There is no one here but I.”


“There has been some one?”


“Yes, yes, there has been some one.”


She put her little basket on the table, and went up to the back

of the couch, as if to take the extended hand — but it was not

there. A little surprised, in her quiet way, she leaned over to

look at his face, and gently touched him on the brow.


“Are you quite as well to-night? Your head is not so cool as in

the afternoon.”


“Tut!” said the student, petulantly, “very little ails me.”


A little more surprise, but no reproach, was expressed in her

face, as she withdrew to the other side of the table, and took a

small packet of needlework from her basket. But she laid it down

again, on second thoughts, and going noiselessly about the room,

set everything exactly in its place, and in the neatest order; even

to the cushions on the couch, which she touched with so light a

hand, that he hardly seemed to know it, as he lay looking at the

fire. When all this was done, and she had swept the hearth, she sat

down, in her modest little bonnet, to her work, and was quietly

busy on it directly.


“It’s the new muslin curtain for the window, Mr. Edmund,” said

Milly, stitching away as she talked. “It will look very clean and

nice, though it costs very little, and will save your eyes, too,

from the light. My William says the room should not be too light

just now, when you are recovering so well, or the glare might make

you giddy.”


He said nothing; but there was something so fretful and

impatient in his change of position, that her quick fingers

stopped, and she looked at him anxiously.


“The pillows are not comfortable,” she said, laying down her

work and rising. “I will soon put them right.”


“They are very well,” he answered. “Leave them alone, pray. You

make so much of everything.”


He raised his head to say this, and looked at her so

thanklessly, that, after he had thrown himself down again, she

stood timidly pausing. However, she resumed her seat, and her

needle, without having directed even a murmuring look towards him,

and was soon as busy as before.


“I have been thinking, Mr. Edmund, that you have been often

thinking of late, when I have been sitting by, how true the saying

is, that adversity is a good teacher. Health will be more precious

to you, after this illness, than it has ever been. And years hence,

when this time of year comes round, and you remember the days when

you lay here sick, alone, that the knowledge of your illness might

not afflict those who are dearest to you, your home will be doubly

dear and doubly blest. Now, isn’t that a good, true thing?”


She was too intent upon her work, and too earnest in what she

said, and too composed and quiet altogether, to be on the watch for

any look he might direct towards her in reply; so the shaft of his

ungrateful glance fell harmless, and did not wound her.


“Ah!” said Milly, with her pretty head inclining thoughtfully on

one side, as she looked down, following her busy fingers with her

eyes. “Even on me — and I am very different from you, Mr. Edmund,

for I have no learning, and don’t know how to think properly — this

view of such things has made a great impression, since you have

been lying ill. When I have seen you so touched by the kindness and

attention of the poor people down stairs, I have felt that you

thought even that experience some repayment for the loss of health,

and I have read in your face, as plain as if it was a book, that

but for some trouble and sorrow we should never know half the good

there is about us.”


His getting up from the couch, interrupted her, or she was going

on to say more.


“We needn’t magnify the merit, Mrs. William,” he rejoined

slightingly. “The people down stairs will be paid in good time I

dare say, for any little extra service they may have rendered me;

and perhaps they anticipate no less. I am much obliged to you,

too.”


Her fingers stopped, and she looked at him.


“I can’t be made to feel the more obliged by your exaggerating

the case,” he said. “I am sensible that you have been interested in

me, and I say I am much obliged to you. What more would you

have?”


Her work fell on her lap, as she still looked at him walking to

and fro with an intolerant air, and stopping now and then.


“I say again, I am much obliged to you. Why weaken my sense of

what is your due in obligation, by preferring enormous claims upon

me? Trouble, sorrow, affliction, adversity! One might suppose I had

been dying a score of deaths here!”


“Do you believe, Mr. Edmund,” she asked, rising and going nearer

to him, “that I spoke of the poor people of the house, with any

reference to myself? To me?” laying her hand upon her bosom with a

simple and innocent smile of astonishment.


“Oh! I think nothing about it, my good creature,” he returned.

“I have had an indisposition, which your solicitude — observe! I

say solicitude — makes a great deal more of, than it merits; and

it’s over, and we can’t perpetuate it.”


He coldly took a book, and sat down at the table.


She watched him for a little while, until her smile was quite

gone, and then, returning to where her basket was, said gently:


“Mr. Edmund, would you rather be alone?”


“There is no reason why I should detain you here,” he

replied.


“Except — ” said Milly, hesitating, and showing her work.


“Oh! the curtain,” he answered, with a supercilious laugh.

“That’s not worth staying for.”


She made up the little packet again, and put it in her basket.

Then, standing before him with such an air of patient entreaty that

he could not choose but look at her, she said:


“If you should want me, I will come back willingly. When you did

want me, I was quite happy to come; there was no merit in it. I

think you must be afraid, that, now you are getting well, I may be

troublesome to you; but I should not have been, indeed. I should

have come no longer than your weakness and confinement lasted. You

owe me nothing; but it is right that you should deal as justly by

me as if I was a lady — even the very lady that you love; and if

you suspect me of meanly making much of the little I have tried to

do to comfort your sick room, you do yourself more wrong than ever

you can do me. That is why I am sorry. That is why I am very

sorry.”


If she had been as passionate as she was quiet, as indignant as

she was calm, as angry in her look as she was gentle, as loud of

tone as she was low and clear, she might have left no sense of her

departure in the room, compared with that which fell upon the

lonely student when she went away.


He was gazing drearily upon the place where she had been, when

Redlaw came out of his concealment, and came to the door.


“When sickness lays its hand on you again,” he said, looking

fiercely back at him, “ — may it be soon! — Die here! Rot

here!”


“What have you done?” returned the other, catching at his cloak.

“What change have you wrought in me? What curse have you brought

upon me? Give me back myself!”


“Give me back myself!” exclaimed Redlaw like a madman. “I am

infected! I am infectious! I am charged with poison for my own

mind, and the minds of all mankind. Where I felt interest,

compassion, sympathy, I am turning into stone. Selfishness and

ingratitude spring up in my blighting footsteps. I am only so much

less base than the wretches whom I make so, that in the moment of

their transformation I can hate them.”


As he spoke — the young man still holding to his cloak — he cast

him off, and struck him: then, wildly hurried out into the night

air where the wind was blowing, the snow falling, the cloud-drift

sweeping on, the moon dimly shining; and where, blowing in the

wind, falling with the snow, drifting with the clouds, shining in

the moonlight, and heavily looming in the darkness, were the

Phantom’s words, “The gift that I have given, you shall give again,

go where you will!”


Whither he went, he neither knew nor cared, so that he avoided

company. The change he felt within him made the busy streets a

desert, and himself a desert, and the multitude around him, in

their manifold endurances and ways of life, a mighty waste of sand,

which the winds tossed into unintelligible heaps and made a ruinous

confusion of. Those traces in his breast which the Phantom had told

him would “die out soon,” were not, as yet, so far upon their way

to death, but that he understood enough of what he was, and what he

made of others, to desire to be alone.


This put it in his mind — he suddenly bethought himself, as he

was going along, of the boy who had rushed into his room. And then

he recollected, that of those with whom he had communicated since

the Phantom’s disappearance, that boy alone had shown no sign of

being changed.


Monstrous and odious as the wild thing was to him, he determined

to seek it out, and prove if this were really so; and also to seek

it with another intention, which came into his thoughts at the same

time.


So, resolving with some difficulty where he was, he directed his

steps back to the old college, and to that part of it where the

general porch was, and where, alone, the pavement was worn by the

tread of the students’ feet.


The keeper’s house stood just within the iron gates, forming a

part of the chief quadrangle. There was a little cloister outside,

and from that sheltered place he knew he could look in at the

window of their ordinary room, and see who was within. The iron

gates were shut, but his hand was familiar with the fastening, and

drawing it back by thrusting in his wrist between the bars, he

passed through softly, shut it again, and crept up to the window,

crumbling the thin crust of snow with his feet.


The fire, to which he had directed the boy last night, shining

brightly through the glass, made an illuminated place upon the

ground. Instinctively avoiding this, and going round it, he looked

in at the window. At first, he thought that there was no one there,

and that the blaze was reddening only the old beams in the ceiling

and the dark walls; but peering in more narrowly, he saw the object

of his search coiled asleep before it on the floor. He passed

quickly to the door, opened it, and went in.


The creature lay in such a fiery heat, that, as the Chemist

stooped to rouse him, it scorched his head. So soon as he was

touched, the boy, not half awake, clutching his rags together with

the instinct of flight upon him, half rolled and half ran into a

distant corner of the room, where, heaped upon the ground, he

struck his foot out to defend himself.


“Get up!” said the Chemist. “You have not forgotten me?”


“You let me alone!” returned the boy. “This is the woman’s house

— not yours.”


The Chemist’s steady eye controlled him somewhat, or inspired

him with enough submission to be raised upon his feet, and looked

at.


“Who washed them, and put those bandages where they were bruised

and cracked?” asked the Chemist, pointing to their altered

state.


“The woman did.”


“And is it she who has made you cleaner in the face, too?”


“Yes, the woman.”


Redlaw asked these questions to attract his eyes towards

himself, and with the same intent now held him by the chin, and

threw his wild hair back, though he loathed to touch him. The boy

watched his eyes keenly, as if he thought it needful to his own

defence, not knowing what he might do next; and Redlaw could see

well that no change came over him.


“Where are they?” he inquired.


“The woman’s out.”


“I know she is. Where is the old man with the white hair, and

his son?”


“The woman’s husband, d’ye mean?” inquired the boy.


“Ay. Where are those two?”


“Out. Something’s the matter, somewhere. They were fetched out

in a hurry, and told me to stop here.”


“Come with me,” said the Chemist, “and I’ll give you money.”


“Come where? and how much will you give?”


“I’ll give you more shillings than you ever saw, and bring you

back soon. Do you know your way to where you came from?”


“You let me go,” returned the boy, suddenly twisting out of his

grasp. “I’m not a going to take you there. Let me be, or I’ll heave

some fire at you!”


He was down before it, and ready, with his savage little hand,

to pluck the burning coals out.


What the Chemist had felt, in observing the effect of his

charmed influence stealing over those with whom he came in contact,

was not nearly equal to the cold vague terror with which he saw

this baby-monster put it at defiance. It chilled his blood to look

on the immovable impenetrable thing, in the likeness of a child,

with its sharp malignant face turned up to his, and its almost

infant hand, ready at the bars.


“Listen, boy!” he said. “You shall take me where you please, so

that you take me where the people are very miserable or very

wicked. I want to do them good, and not to harm them. You shall

have money, as I have told you, and I will bring you back. Get up!

Come quickly!” He made a hasty step towards the door, afraid of her

returning.


“Will you let me walk by myself, and never hold me, nor yet

touch me?” said the boy, slowly withdrawing the hand with which he

threatened, and beginning to get up.


“I will!”


“And let me go, before, behind, or anyways I like?”


“I will!”


“Give me some money first, then, and go.”


The Chemist laid a few shillings, one by one, in his extended

hand. To count them was beyond the boy’s knowledge, but he said

“one,” every time, and avariciously looked at each as it was given,

and at the donor. He had nowhere to put them, out of his hand, but

in his mouth; and he put them there.


Redlaw then wrote with his pencil on a leaf of his pocket-book,

that the boy was with him; and laying it on the table, signed to

him to follow. Keeping his rags together, as usual, the boy

complied, and went out with his bare head and naked feet into the

winter night.


Preferring not to depart by the iron gate by which he had

entered, where they were in danger of meeting her whom he so

anxiously avoided, the Chemist led the way, through some of those

passages among which the boy had lost himself, and by that portion

of the building where he lived, to a small door of which he had the

key. When they got into the street, he stopped to ask his guide —

who instantly retreated from him — if he knew where they were.


The savage thing looked here and there, and at length, nodding

his head, pointed in the direction he designed to take. Redlaw

going on at once, he followed, something less suspiciously;

shifting his money from his mouth into his hand, and back again

into his mouth, and stealthily rubbing it bright upon his shreds of

dress, as he went along.


Three times, in their progress, they were side by side. Three

times they stopped, being side by side. Three times the Chemist

glanced down at his face, and shuddered as it forced upon him one

reflection.


The first occasion was when they were crossing an old

churchyard, and Redlaw stopped among the graves, utterly at a loss

how to connect them with any tender, softening, or consolatory

thought.


The second was, when the breaking forth of the moon induced him

to look up at the Heavens, where he saw her in her glory,

surrounded by a host of stars he still knew by the names and

histories which human science has appended to them; but where he

saw nothing else he had been wont to see, felt nothing he had been

wont to feel, in looking up there, on a bright night.


The third was when he stopped to listen to a plaintive strain of

music, but could only hear a tune, made manifest to him by the dry

mechanism of the instruments and his own ears, with no address to

any mystery within him, without a whisper in it of the past, or of

the future, powerless upon him as the sound of last year’s running

water, or the rushing of last year’s wind.


At each of these three times, he saw with horror that, in spite

of the vast intellectual distance between them, and their being

unlike each other in all physical respects, the expression on the

boy’s face was the expression on his own.


They journeyed on for some time — now through such crowded

places, that he often looked over his shoulder thinking he had lost

his guide, but generally finding him within his shadow on his other

side; now by ways so quiet, that he could have counted his short,

quick, naked footsteps coming on behind — until they arrived at a

ruinous collection of houses, and the boy touched him and

stopped.


“In there!” he said, pointing out one house where there were

shattered lights in the windows, and a dim lantern in the doorway,

with “Lodgings for Travellers” painted on it.


Redlaw looked about him; from the houses to the waste piece of

ground on which the houses stood, or rather did not altogether

tumble down, unfenced, undrained, unlighted, and bordered by a

sluggish ditch; from that, to the sloping line of arches, part of

some neighbouring viaduct or bridge with which it was surrounded,

and which lessened gradually towards them, until the last but one

was a mere kennel for a dog, the last a plundered little heap of

bricks; from that, to the child, close to him, cowering and

trembling with the cold, and limping on one little foot, while he

coiled the other round his leg to warm it, yet staring at all these

things with that frightful likeness of expression so apparent in

his face, that Redlaw started from him.


“In there!” said the boy, pointing out the house again. “I’ll

wait.”


“Will they let me in?” asked Redlaw.


“Say you’re a doctor,” he answered with a nod. “There’s plenty

ill here.”


Looking back on his way to the house-door, Redlaw saw him trail

himself upon the dust and crawl within the shelter of the smallest

arch, as if he were a rat. He had no pity for the thing, but he was

afraid of it; and when it looked out of its den at him, he hurried

to the house as a retreat.


“Sorrow, wrong, and trouble,” said the Chemist, with a painful

effort at some more distinct remembrance, “at least haunt this

place darkly. He can do no harm, who brings forgetfulness of such

things here!”


With these words, he pushed the yielding door, and went in.


There was a woman sitting on the stairs, either asleep or

forlorn, whose head was bent down on her hands and knees. As it was

not easy to pass without treading on her, and as she was perfectly

regardless of his near approach, he stopped, and touched her on the

shoulder. Looking up, she showed him quite a young face, but one

whose bloom and promise were all swept away, as if the haggard

winter should unnaturally kill the spring.


With little or no show of concern on his account, she moved

nearer to the wall to leave him a wider passage.


“What are you?” said Redlaw, pausing, with his hand upon the

broken stair-rail.


“What do you think I am?” she answered, showing him her face

again.


He looked upon the ruined Temple of God, so lately made, so soon

disfigured; and something, which was not compassion — for the

springs in which a true compassion for such miseries has its rise,

were dried up in his breast — but which was nearer to it, for the

moment, than any feeling that had lately struggled into the

darkening, but not yet wholly darkened, night of his mind — mingled

a touch of softness with his next words.


“I am come here to give relief, if I can,” he said. “Are you

thinking of any wrong?”


She frowned at him, and then laughed; and then her laugh

prolonged itself into a shivering sigh, as she dropped her head

again, and hid her fingers in her hair.


“Are you thinking of a wrong?” he asked once more.


“I am thinking of my life,” she said, with a monetary look at

him.


He had a perception that she was one of many, and that he saw

the type of thousands, when he saw her, drooping at his feet.


“What are your parents?” he demanded.


“I had a good home once. My father was a gardener, far away, in

the country.”


“Is he dead?”


“He’s dead to me. All such things are dead to me. You a

gentleman, and not know that!” She raised her eyes again, and

laughed at him.


“Girl!” said Redlaw, sternly, “before this death, of all such

things, was brought about, was there no wrong done to you? In spite

of all that you can do, does no remembrance of wrong cleave to you?

Are there not times upon times when it is misery to you?”


So little of what was womanly was left in her appearance, that

now, when she burst into tears, he stood amazed. But he was more

amazed, and much disquieted, to note that in her awakened

recollection of this wrong, the first trace of her old humanity and

frozen tenderness appeared to show itself.


He drew a little off, and in doing so, observed that her arms

were black, her face cut, and her bosom bruised.


“What brutal hand has hurt you so?” he asked.


“My own. I did it myself!” she answered quickly.


“It is impossible.”


“I’ll swear I did! He didn’t touch me. I did it to myself in a

passion, and threw myself down here. He wasn’t near me. He never

laid a hand upon me!”


In the white determination of her face, confronting him with

this untruth, he saw enough of the last perversion and distortion

of good surviving in that miserable breast, to be stricken with

remorse that he had ever come near her.


“Sorrow, wrong, and trouble!” he muttered, turning his fearful

gaze away. “All that connects her with the state from which she has

fallen, has those roots! In the name of God, let me go by!”


Afraid to look at her again, afraid to touch her, afraid to

think of having sundered the last thread by which she held upon the

mercy of Heaven, he gathered his cloak about him, and glided

swiftly up the stairs.


Opposite to him, on the landing, was a door, which stood partly

open, and which, as he ascended, a man with a candle in his hand,

came forward from within to shut. But this man, on seeing him, drew

back, with much emotion in his manner, and, as if by a sudden

impulse, mentioned his name aloud.


In the surprise of such a recognition there, he stopped,

endeavouring to recollect the wan and startled face. He had no time

to consider it, for, to his yet greater amazement, old Philip came

out of the room, and took him by the hand.


“Mr. Redlaw,” said the old man, “this is like you, this is like

you, sir! you have heard of it, and have come after us to render

any help you can. Ah, too late, too late!”


Redlaw, with a bewildered look, submitted to be led into the

room. A man lay there, on a truckle-bed, and William Swidger stood

at the bedside.


“Too late!” murmured the old man, looking wistfully into the

Chemist’s face; and the tears stole down his cheeks.


“That’s what I say, father,” interposed his son in a low voice.

“That’s where it is, exactly. To keep as quiet as ever we can while

he’s a dozing, is the only thing to do. You’re right, father!”


Redlaw paused at the bedside, and looked down on the figure that

was stretched upon the mattress. It was that of a man, who should

have been in the vigour of his life, but on whom it was not likely

the sun would ever shine again. The vices of his forty or fifty

years’ career had so branded him, that, in comparison with their

effects upon his face, the heavy hand of Time upon the old man’s

face who watched him had been merciful and beautifying.


“Who is this?” asked the Chemist, looking round.


“My son George, Mr. Redlaw,” said the old man, wringing his

hands. “My eldest son, George, who was more his mother’s pride than

all the rest!”


Redlaw’s eyes wandered from the old man’s grey head, as he laid

it down upon the bed, to the person who had recognised him, and who

had kept aloof, in the remotest corner of the room. He seemed to be

about his own age; and although he knew no such hopeless decay and

broken man as he appeared to be, there was something in the turn of

his figure, as he stood with his back towards him, and now went out

at the door, that made him pass his hand uneasily across his

brow.


“William,” he said in a gloomy whisper, “who is that man?”


“Why you see, sir,” returned Mr. William, “that’s what I say,

myself. Why should a man ever go and gamble, and the like of that,

and let himself down inch by inch till he can’t let himself down

any lower!”


“Has he done so?” asked Redlaw, glancing after him with the same

uneasy action as before.


“Just exactly that, sir,” returned William Swidger, “as I’m

told. He knows a little about medicine, sir, it seems; and having

been wayfaring towards London with my unhappy brother that you see

here,” Mr. William passed his coat-sleeve across his eyes, “and

being lodging up stairs for the night — what I say, you see, is

that strange companions come together here sometimes — he looked in

to attend upon him, and came for us at his request. What a mournful

spectacle, sir! But that’s where it is. It’s enough to kill my

father!”


Redlaw looked up, at these words, and, recalling where he was

and with whom, and the spell he carried with him — which his

surprise had obscured — retired a little, hurriedly, debating with

himself whether to shun the house that moment, or remain.


Yielding to a certain sullen doggedness, which it seemed to be a

part of his condition to struggle with, he argued for

remaining.


“Was it only yesterday,” he said, “when I observed the memory of

this old man to be a tissue of sorrow and trouble, and shall I be

afraid, to-night, to shake it? Are such remembrances as I can drive

away, so precious to this dying man that I need fear for him? No!

I’ll stay here.”


But he stayed in fear and trembling none the less for these

words; and, shrouded in his black cloak with his face turned from

them, stood away from the bedside, listening to what they said, as

if he felt himself a demon in the place.


“Father!” murmured the sick man, rallying a little from

stupor.


“My boy! My son George!” said old Philip.


“You spoke, just now, of my being mother’s favourite, long ago.

It’s a dreadful thing to think now, of long ago!”


“No, no, no;” returned the old man. “Think of it. Don’t say it’s

dreadful. It’s not dreadful to me, my son.”


“It cuts you to the heart, father.” For the old man’s tears were

falling on him.


“Yes, yes,” said Philip, “so it does; but it does me good. It’s

a heavy sorrow to think of that time, but it does me good, George.

Oh, think of it too, think of it too, and your heart will be

softened more and more! Where’s my son William? William, my boy,

your mother loved him dearly to the last, and with her latest

breath said, ‘Tell him I forgave him, blessed him, and prayed for

him.’ Those were her words to me. I have never forgotten them, and

I’m eighty-seven!”


“Father!” said the man upon the bed, “I am dying, I know. I am

so far gone, that I can hardly speak, even of what my mind most

runs on. Is there any hope for me beyond this bed?”


“There is hope,” returned the old man, “for all who are softened

and penitent. There is hope for all such. Oh!” he exclaimed,

clasping his hands and looking up, “I was thankful, only yesterday,

that I could remember this unhappy son when he was an innocent

child. But what a comfort it is, now, to think that even God

himself has that remembrance of him!”


Redlaw spread his hands upon his face, and shrank, like a

murderer.


“Ah!” feebly moaned the man upon the bed. “The waste since then,

the waste of life since then!”


“But he was a child once,” said the old man. “He played with

children. Before he lay down on his bed at night, and fell into his

guiltless rest, he said his prayers at his poor mother’s knee. I

have seen him do it, many a time; and seen her lay his head upon

her breast, and kiss him. Sorrowful as it was to her and me, to

think of this, when he went so wrong, and when our hopes and plans

for him were all broken, this gave him still a hold upon us, that

nothing else could have given. Oh, Father, so much better than the

fathers upon earth! Oh, Father, so much more afflicted by the

errors of Thy children! take this wanderer back! Not as he is, but

as he was then, let him cry to Thee, as he has so often seemed to

cry to us!”


As the old man lifted up his trembling hands, the son, for whom

he made the supplication, laid his sinking head against him for

support and comfort, as if he were indeed the child of whom he

spoke.


When did man ever tremble, as Redlaw trembled, in the silence

that ensued! He knew it must come upon them, knew that it was

coming fast.


“My time is very short, my breath is shorter,” said the sick

man, supporting himself on one arm, and with the other groping in

the air, “and I remember there is something on my mind concerning

the man who was here just now, Father and William — wait! — is

there really anything in black, out there?”


“Yes, yes, it is real,” said his aged father.


“Is it a man?”


“What I say myself, George,” interposed his brother, bending

kindly over him. “It’s Mr. Redlaw.”


“I thought I had dreamed of him. Ask him to come here.”


The Chemist, whiter than the dying man, appeared before him.

Obedient to the motion of his hand, he sat upon the bed.


“It has been so ripped up, to-night, sir,” said the sick man,

laying his hand upon his heart, with a look in which the mute,

imploring agony of his condition was concentrated, “by the sight of

my poor old father, and the thought of all the trouble I have been

the cause of, and all the wrong and sorrow lying at my door, that —

”


Was it the extremity to which he had come, or was it the dawning

of another change, that made him stop?


“ — that what I can do right, with my mind running on so much,

so fast, I’ll try to do. There was another man here. Did you see

him?”


Redlaw could not reply by any word; for when he saw that fatal

sign he knew so well now, of the wandering hand upon the forehead,

his voice died at his lips. But he made some indication of

assent.


“He is penniless, hungry, and destitute. He is completely beaten

down, and has no resource at all. Look after him! Lose no time! I

know he has it in his mind to kill himself.”


It was working. It was on his face. His face was changing,

hardening, deepening in all its shades, and losing all its

sorrow.


“Don’t you remember? Don’t you know him?” he pursued.


He shut his face out for a moment, with the hand that again

wandered over his forehead, and then it lowered on Redlaw,

reckless, ruffianly, and callous.


“Why, d-n you!” he said, scowling round, “what have you been

doing to me here! I have lived bold, and I mean to die bold. To the

Devil with you!”


And so lay down upon his bed, and put his arms up, over his head

and ears, as resolute from that time to keep out all access, and to

die in his indifference.


If Redlaw had been struck by lightning, it could not have struck

him from the bedside with a more tremendous shock. But the old man,

who had left the bed while his son was speaking to him, now

returning, avoided it quickly likewise, and with abhorrence.


“Where’s my boy William?” said the old man hurriedly. “William,

come away from here. We’ll go home.”


“Home, father!” returned William. “Are you going to leave your

own son?”


“Where’s my own son?” replied the old man.


“Where? why, there!”


“That’s no son of mine,” said Philip, trembling with resentment.

“No such wretch as that, has any claim on me. My children are

pleasant to look at, and they wait upon me, and get my meat and

drink ready, and are useful to me. I’ve a right to it! I’m

eighty-seven!”


“You’re old enough to be no older,” muttered William, looking at

him grudgingly, with his hands in his pockets. “I don’t know what

good you are, myself. We could have a deal more pleasure without

you.”


“My son, Mr. Redlaw!” said the old man. “My son, too! The boy

talking to me of my son! Why, what has he ever done to give me any

pleasure, I should like to know?”


“I don’t know what you have ever done to give me any pleasure,”

said William, sulkily.


“Let me think,” said the old man. “For how many Christmas times

running, have I sat in my warm place, and never had to come out in

the cold night air; and have made good cheer, without being

disturbed by any such uncomfortable, wretched sight as him there?

Is it twenty, William?”


“Nigher forty, it seems,” he muttered. “Why, when I look at my

father, sir, and come to think of it,” addressing Redlaw, with an

impatience and irritation that were quite new, “I’m whipped if I

can see anything in him but a calendar of ever so many years of

eating and drinking, and making himself comfortable, over and over

again.”


“I — I’m eighty-seven,” said the old man, rambling on,

childishly and weakly, “and I don’t know as I ever was much put out

by anything. I’m not going to begin now, because of what he calls

my son. He’s not my son. I’ve had a power of pleasant times. I

recollect once — no I don’t — no, it’s broken off. It was something

about a game of cricket and a friend of mine, but it’s somehow

broken off. I wonder who he was — I suppose I liked him? And I

wonder what became of him — I suppose he died? But I don’t know.

And I don’t care, neither; I don’t care a bit.”


In his drowsy chuckling, and the shaking of his head, he put his

hands into his waistcoat pockets. In one of them he found a bit of

holly (left there, probably last night), which he now took out, and

looked at.


“Berries, eh?” said the old man. “Ah! It’s a pity they’re not

good to eat. I recollect, when I was a little chap about as high as

that, and out a walking with — let me see — who was I out a walking

with? — no, I don’t remember how that was. I don’t remember as I

ever walked with any one particular, or cared for any one, or any

one for me. Berries, eh? There’s good cheer when there’s berries.

Well; I ought to have my share of it, and to be waited on, and kept

warm and comfortable; for I’m eighty-seven, and a poor old man. I’m

eigh-ty-seven. Eigh-ty-seven!”


The drivelling, pitiable manner in which, as he repeated this,

he nibbled at the leaves, and spat the morsels out; the cold,

uninterested eye with which his youngest son (so changed) regarded

him; the determined apathy with which his eldest son lay hardened

in his sin; impressed themselves no more on Redlaw’s observation, —

for he broke his way from the spot to which his feet seemed to have

been fixed, and ran out of the house.


His guide came crawling forth from his place of refuge, and was

ready for him before he reached the arches.


“Back to the woman’s?” he inquired.


“Back, quickly!” answered Redlaw. “Stop nowhere on the way!”


For a short distance the boy went on before; but their return

was more like a flight than a walk, and it was as much as his bare

feet could do, to keep pace with the Chemist’s rapid strides.

Shrinking from all who passed, shrouded in his cloak, and keeping

it drawn closely about him, as though there were mortal contagion

in any fluttering touch of his garments, he made no pause until

they reached the door by which they had come out. He unlocked it

with his key, went in, accompanied by the boy, and hastened through

the dark passages to his own chamber.


The boy watched him as he made the door fast, and withdrew

behind the table, when he looked round.


“Come!” he said. “Don’t you touch me! You’ve not brought me here

to take my money away.”


Redlaw threw some more upon the ground. He flung his body on it

immediately, as if to hide it from him, lest the sight of it should

tempt him to reclaim it; and not until he saw him seated by his

lamp, with his face hidden in his hands, began furtively to pick it

up. When he had done so, he crept near the fire, and, sitting down

in a great chair before it, took from his breast some broken scraps

of food, and fell to munching, and to staring at the blaze, and now

and then to glancing at his shillings, which he kept clenched up in

a bunch, in one hand.


“And this,” said Redlaw, gazing on him with increased repugnance

and fear, “is the only one companion I have left on earth!”


How long it was before he was aroused from his contemplation of

this creature, whom he dreaded so — whether half-an-hour, or half

the night — he knew not. But the stillness of the room was broken

by the boy (whom he had seen listening) starting up, and running

towards the door.


“Here’s the woman coming!” he exclaimed.


The Chemist stopped him on his way, at the moment when she

knocked.


“Let me go to her, will you?” said the boy.


“Not now,” returned the Chemist. “Stay here. Nobody must pass in

or out of the room now. Who’s that?”


“It’s I, sir,” cried Milly. “Pray, sir, let me in!”


“No! not for the world!” he said.


“Mr. Redlaw, Mr. Redlaw, pray, sir, let me in.”


“What is the matter?” he said, holding the boy.


“The miserable man you saw, is worse, and nothing I can say will

wake him from his terrible infatuation. William’s father has turned

childish in a moment, William himself is changed. The shock has

been too sudden for him; I cannot understand him; he is not like

himself. Oh, Mr. Redlaw, pray advise me, help me!”


“No! No! No!” he answered.


“Mr. Redlaw! Dear sir! George has been muttering, in his doze,

about the man you saw there, who, he fears, will kill himself.”


“Better he should do it, than come near me!”


“He says, in his wandering, that you know him; that he was your

friend once, long ago; that he is the ruined father of a student

here — my mind misgives me, of the young gentleman who has been

ill. What is to be done? How is he to be followed? How is he to be

saved? Mr. Redlaw, pray, oh, pray, advise me! Help me!”


All this time he held the boy, who was half-mad to pass him, and

let her in.


“Phantoms! Punishers of impious thoughts!” cried Redlaw, gazing

round in anguish, “look upon me! From the darkness of my mind, let

the glimmering of contrition that I know is there, shine up and

show my misery! In the material world as I have long taught,

nothing can be spared; no step or atom in the wondrous structure

could be lost, without a blank being made in the great universe. I

know, now, that it is the same with good and evil, happiness and

sorrow, in the memories of men. Pity me! Relieve me!”


There was no response, but her “Help me, help me, let me in!”

and the boy’s struggling to get to her.


“Shadow of myself! Spirit of my darker hours!” cried Redlaw, in

distraction, “come back, and haunt me day and night, but take this

gift away! Or, if it must still rest with me, deprive me of the

dreadful power of giving it to others. Undo what I have done. Leave

me benighted, but restore the day to those whom I have cursed. As I

have spared this woman from the first, and as I never will go forth

again, but will die here, with no hand to tend me, save this

creature’s who is proof against me, — hear me!”


The only reply still was, the boy struggling to get to her,

while he held him back; and the cry, increasing in its energy,

“Help! let me in. He was your friend once, how shall he be

followed, how shall he be saved? They are all changed, there is no

one else to help me, pray, pray, let me in!”


















Chapter 3

The Gift Reversed




Night was still heavy in the sky. On open plains, from

hill-tops, and from the decks of solitary ships at sea, a distant

low-lying line, that promised by-and-by to change to light, was

visible in the dim horizon; but its promise was remote and

doubtful, and the moon was striving with the night-clouds

busily.


The shadows upon Redlaw’s mind succeeded thick and fast to one

another, and obscured its light as the night-clouds hovered between

the moon and earth, and kept the latter veiled in darkness. Fitful

and uncertain as the shadows which the night-clouds cast, were

their concealments from him, and imperfect revelations to him; and,

like the night-clouds still, if the clear light broke forth for a

moment, it was only that they might sweep over it, and make the

darkness deeper than before.


Without, there was a profound and solemn hush upon the ancient

pile of building, and its buttresses and angles made dark shapes of

mystery upon the ground, which now seemed to retire into the smooth

white snow and now seemed to come out of it, as the moon’s path was

more or less beset. Within, the Chemist’s room was indistinct and

murky, by the light of the expiring lamp; a ghostly silence had

succeeded to the knocking and the voice outside; nothing was

audible but, now and then, a low sound among the whitened ashes of

the fire, as of its yielding up its last breath. Before it on the

ground the boy lay fast asleep. In his chair, the Chemist sat, as

he had sat there since the calling at his door had ceased — like a

man turned to stone.


At such a time, the Christmas music he had heard before, began

to play. He listened to it at first, as he had listened in the

church-yard; but presently — it playing still, and being borne

towards him on the night air, in a low, sweet, melancholy strain —

he rose, and stood stretching his hands about him, as if there were

some friend approaching within his reach, on whom his desolate

touch might rest, yet do no harm. As he did this, his face became

less fixed and wondering; a gentle trembling came upon him; and at

last his eyes filled with tears, and he put his hands before them,

and bowed down his head.


His memory of sorrow, wrong, and trouble, had not come back to

him; he knew that it was not restored; he had no passing belief or

hope that it was. But some dumb stir within him made him capable,

again, of being moved by what was hidden, afar off, in the music.

If it were only that it told him sorrowfully the value of what he

had lost, he thanked Heaven for it with a fervent gratitude.


As the last chord died upon his ear, he raised his head to

listen to its lingering vibration. Beyond the boy, so that his

sleeping figure lay at its feet, the Phantom stood, immovable and

silent, with its eyes upon him.


Ghastly it was, as it had ever been, but not so cruel and

relentless in its aspect — or he thought or hoped so, as he looked

upon it trembling. It was not alone, but in its shadowy hand it

held another hand.


And whose was that? Was the form that stood beside it indeed

Milly’s, or but her shade and picture? The quiet head was bent a

little, as her manner was, and her eyes were looking down, as if in

pity, on the sleeping child. A radiant light fell on her face, but

did not touch the Phantom; for, though close beside her, it was

dark and colourless as ever.


“Spectre!” said the Chemist, newly troubled as he looked, “I

have not been stubborn or presumptuous in respect of her. Oh, do

not bring her here. Spare me that!”


“This is but a shadow,” said the Phantom; “when the morning

shines seek out the reality whose image I present before you.”


“Is it my inexorable doom to do so?” cried the Chemist.


“It is,” replied the Phantom.


“To destroy her peace, her goodness; to make her what I am

myself, and what I have made of others!”


“I have said seek her out,” returned the Phantom. “I have said

no more.”


“Oh, tell me,” exclaimed Redlaw, catching at the hope which he

fancied might lie hidden in the words. “Can I undo what I have

done?”


“No,” returned the Phantom.


“I do not ask for restoration to myself,” said Redlaw. “What I

abandoned, I abandoned of my own free will, and have justly lost.

But for those to whom I have transferred the fatal gift; who never

sought it; who unknowingly received a curse of which they had no

warning, and which they had no power to shun; can I do

nothing?”


“Nothing,” said the Phantom.


“If I cannot, can any one?”


The Phantom, standing like a statue, kept its gaze upon him for

a while; then turned its head suddenly, and looked upon the shadow

at its side.


“Ah! Can she?” cried Redlaw, still looking upon the shade.


The Phantom released the hand it had retained till now, and

softly raised its own with a gesture of dismissal. Upon that, her

shadow, still preserving the same attitude, began to move or melt

away.


“Stay,” cried Redlaw with an earnestness to which he could not

give enough expression. “For a moment! As an act of mercy! I know

that some change fell upon me, when those sounds were in the air

just now. Tell me, have I lost the power of harming her? May I go

near her without dread? Oh, let her give me any sign of hope!”


The Phantom looked upon the shade as he did — not at him — and

gave no answer.


“At least, say this — has she, henceforth, the consciousness of

any power to set right what I have done?”


“She has not,” the Phantom answered.


“Has she the power bestowed on her without the

consciousness?”


The phantom answered: “Seek her out.”


And her shadow slowly vanished.


They were face to face again, and looking on each other, as

intently and awfully as at the time of the bestowal of the gift,

across the boy who still lay on the ground between them, at the

Phantom’s feet.


“Terrible instructor,” said the Chemist, sinking on his knee

before it, in an attitude of supplication, “by whom I was

renounced, but by whom I am revisited (in which, and in whose

milder aspect, I would fain believe I have a gleam of hope), I will

obey without inquiry, praying that the cry I have sent up in the

anguish of my soul has been, or will be, heard, in behalf of those

whom I have injured beyond human reparation. But there is one thing

— ”


“You speak to me of what is lying here,” the phantom interposed,

and pointed with its finger to the boy.


“I do,” returned the Chemist. “You know what I would ask. Why

has this child alone been proof against my influence, and why, why,

have I detected in its thoughts a terrible companionship with

mine?”


“This,” said the Phantom, pointing to the boy, “is the last,

completest illustration of a human creature, utterly bereft of such

remembrances as you have yielded up. No softening memory of sorrow,

wrong, or trouble enters here, because this wretched mortal from

his birth has been abandoned to a worse condition than the beasts,

and has, within his knowledge, no one contrast, no humanising

touch, to make a grain of such a memory spring up in his hardened

breast. All within this desolate creature is barren wilderness. All

within the man bereft of what you have resigned, is the same barren

wilderness. Woe to such a man! Woe, tenfold, to the nation that

shall count its monsters such as this, lying here, by hundreds and

by thousands!”


Redlaw shrank, appalled, from what he heard.


“There is not,” said the Phantom, “one of these — not one — but

sows a harvest that mankind MUST reap. From every seed of evil in

this boy, a field of ruin is grown that shall be gathered in, and

garnered up, and sown again in many places in the world, until

regions are overspread with wickedness enough to raise the waters

of another Deluge. Open and unpunished murder in a city’s streets

would be less guilty in its daily toleration, than one such

spectacle as this.”


It seemed to look down upon the boy in his sleep. Redlaw, too,

looked down upon him with a new emotion.


“There is not a father,” said the Phantom, “by whose side in his

daily or his nightly walk, these creatures pass; there is not a

mother among all the ranks of loving mothers in this land; there is

no one risen from the state of childhood, but shall be responsible

in his or her degree for this enormity. There is not a country

throughout the earth on which it would not bring a curse. There is

no religion upon earth that it would not deny; there is no people

upon earth it would not put to shame.”


The Chemist clasped his hands, and looked, with trembling fear

and pity, from the sleeping boy to the Phantom, standing above him

with his finger pointing down.


“Behold, I say,” pursued the Spectre, “the perfect type of what

it was your choice to be. Your influence is powerless here, because

from this child’s bosom you can banish nothing. His thoughts have

been in ‘terrible companionship’ with yours, because you have gone

down to his unnatural level. He is the growth of man’s

indifference; you are the growth of man’s presumption. The

beneficent design of Heaven is, in each case, overthrown, and from

the two poles of the immaterial world you come together.”


The Chemist stooped upon the ground beside the boy, and, with

the same kind of compassion for him that he now felt for himself,

covered him as he slept, and no longer shrank from him with

abhorrence or indifference.


Soon, now, the distant line on the horizon brightened, the

darkness faded, the sun rose red and glorious, and the chimney

stacks and gables of the ancient building gleamed in the clear air,

which turned the smoke and vapour of the city into a cloud of gold.

The very sun-dial in his shady corner, where the wind was used to

spin with such unwindy constancy, shook off the finer particles of

snow that had accumulated on his dull old face in the night, and

looked out at the little white wreaths eddying round and round him.

Doubtless some blind groping of the morning made its way down into

the forgotten crypt so cold and earthy, where the Norman arches

were half buried in the ground, and stirred the dull sap in the

lazy vegetation hanging to the walls, and quickened the slow

principle of life within the little world of wonderful and delicate

creation which existed there, with some faint knowledge that the

sun was up.


The Tetterbys were up, and doing. Mr. Tetterby took down the

shutters of the shop, and, strip by strip, revealed the treasures

of the window to the eyes, so proof against their seductions, of

Jerusalem Buildings. Adolphus had been out so long already, that he

was halfway on to “Morning Pepper.” Five small Tetterbys, whose ten

round eyes were much inflamed by soap and friction, were in the

tortures of a cool wash in the back kitchen; Mrs. Tetterby

presiding. Johnny, who was pushed and hustled through his toilet

with great rapidity when Moloch chanced to be in an exacting frame

of mind (which was always the case), staggered up and down with his

charge before the shop door, under greater difficulties than usual;

the weight of Moloch being much increased by a complication of

defences against the cold, composed of knitted worsted-work, and

forming a complete suit of chain-armour, with a head-piece and blue

gaiters.


It was a peculiarity of this baby to be always cutting teeth.

Whether they never came, or whether they came and went away again,

is not in evidence; but it had certainly cut enough, on the showing

of Mrs. Tetterby, to make a handsome dental provision for the sign

of the Bull and Mouth. All sorts of objects were impressed for the

rubbing of its gums, notwithstanding that it always carried,

dangling at its waist (which was immediately under its chin), a

bone ring, large enough to have represented the rosary of a young

nun. Knife-handles, umbrella-tops, the heads of walking-sticks

selected from the stock, the fingers of the family in general, but

especially of Johnny, nutmeg-graters, crusts, the handles of doors,

and the cool knobs on the tops of pokers, were among the commonest

instruments indiscriminately applied for this baby’s relief. The

amount of electricity that must have been rubbed out of it in a

week, is not to be calculated. Still Mrs. Tetterby always said “it

was coming through, and then the child would be herself;” and still

it never did come through, and the child continued to be somebody

else.


The tempers of the little Tetterbys had sadly changed with a few

hours. Mr. and Mrs. Tetterby themselves were not more altered than

their offspring. Usually they were an unselfish, good-natured,

yielding little race, sharing short commons when it happened (which

was pretty often) contentedly and even generously, and taking a

great deal of enjoyment out of a very little meat. But they were

fighting now, not only for the soap and water, but even for the

breakfast which was yet in perspective. The hand of every little

Tetterby was against the other little Tetterbys; and even Johnny’s

hand — the patient, much-enduring, and devoted Johnny — rose

against the baby! Yes, Mrs. Tetterby, going to the door by mere

accident, saw him viciously pick out a weak place in the suit of

armour where a slap would tell, and slap that blessed child.


Mrs. Tetterby had him into the parlour by the collar, in that

same flash of time, and repaid him the assault with usury

thereto.


“You brute, you murdering little boy,” said Mrs. Tetterby. “Had

you the heart to do it?”


“Why don’t her teeth come through, then,” retorted Johnny, in a

loud rebellious voice, “instead of bothering me? How would you like

it yourself?”


“Like it, sir!” said Mrs. Tetterby, relieving him of his

dishonoured load.


“Yes, like it,” said Johnny. “How would you? Not at all. If you

was me, you’d go for a soldier. I will, too. There an’t no babies

in the Army.”


Mr. Tetterby, who had arrived upon the scene of action, rubbed

his chin thoughtfully, instead of correcting the rebel, and seemed

rather struck by this view of a military life.


“I wish I was in the Army myself, if the child’s in the right,”

said Mrs. Tetterby, looking at her husband, “for I have no peace of

my life here. I’m a slave — a Virginia slave:” some indistinct

association with their weak descent on the tobacco trade perhaps

suggested this aggravated expression to Mrs. Tetterby. “I never

have a holiday, or any pleasure at all, from year’s end to year’s

end! Why, Lord bless and save the child,” said Mrs. Tetterby,

shaking the baby with an irritability hardly suited to so pious an

aspiration, “what’s the matter with her now?”


Not being able to discover, and not rendering the subject much

clearer by shaking it, Mrs. Tetterby put the baby away in a cradle,

and, folding her arms, sat rocking it angrily with her foot.


“How you stand there, ’Dolphus,” said Mrs. Tetterby to her

husband. “Why don’t you do something?”


“Because I don’t care about doing anything,” Mr. Tetterby

replied.


“I am sure I don’t,” said Mrs. Tetterby.


“I’ll take my oath I don’t,” said Mr. Tetterby.


A diversion arose here among Johnny and his five younger

brothers, who, in preparing the family breakfast table, had fallen

to skirmishing for the temporary possession of the loaf, and were

buffeting one another with great heartiness; the smallest boy of

all, with precocious discretion, hovering outside the knot of

combatants, and harassing their legs. Into the midst of this fray,

Mr. and Mrs. Tetterby both precipitated themselves with great

ardour, as if such ground were the only ground on which they could

now agree; and having, with no visible remains of their late

soft-heartedness, laid about them without any lenity, and done much

execution, resumed their former relative positions.


“You had better read your paper than do nothing at all,” said

Mrs. Tetterby.


“What’s there to read in a paper?” returned Mr. Tetterby, with

excessive discontent.


“What?” said Mrs. Tetterby. “Police.”


“It’s nothing to me,” said Tetterby. “What do I care what people

do, or are done to?”


“Suicides,” suggested Mrs. Tetterby.


“No business of mine,” replied her husband.


“Births, deaths, and marriages, are those nothing to you?” said

Mrs. Tetterby.


“If the births were all over for good, and all to-day; and the

deaths were all to begin to come off to-morrow; I don’t see why it

should interest me, till I thought it was a coming to my turn,”

grumbled Tetterby. “As to marriages, I’ve done it myself. I know

quite enough about them.”


To judge from the dissatisfied expression of her face and

manner, Mrs. Tetterby appeared to entertain the same opinions as

her husband; but she opposed him, nevertheless, for the

gratification of quarrelling with him.


“Oh, you’re a consistent man,” said Mrs. Tetterby, “an’t you?

You, with the screen of your own making there, made of nothing else

but bits of newspapers, which you sit and read to the children by

the half-hour together!”


“Say used to, if you please,” returned her husband. “You won’t

find me doing so any more. I’m wiser now.”


“Bah! wiser, indeed!” said Mrs. Tetterby. “Are you better?”


The question sounded some discordant note in Mr. Tetterby’s

breast. He ruminated dejectedly, and passed his hand across and

across his forehead.


“Better!” murmured Mr. Tetterby. “I don’t know as any of us are

better, or happier either. Better, is it?”


He turned to the screen, and traced about it with his finger,

until he found a certain paragraph of which he was in quest.


“This used to be one of the family favourites, I recollect,”

said Tetterby, in a forlorn and stupid way, “and used to draw tears

from the children, and make ’em good, if there was any little

bickering or discontent among ’em, next to the story of the robin

redbreasts in the wood. ‘Melancholy case of destitution. Yesterday

a small man, with a baby in his arms, and surrounded by

half-a-dozen ragged little ones, of various ages between ten and

two, the whole of whom were evidently in a famishing condition,

appeared before the worthy magistrate, and made the following

recital:’ — Ha! I don’t understand it, I’m sure,” said Tetterby; “I

don’t see what it has got to do with us.”


“How old and shabby he looks,” said Mrs. Tetterby, watching him.

“I never saw such a change in a man. Ah! dear me, dear me, dear me,

it was a sacrifice!”


“What was a sacrifice?” her husband sourly inquired.


Mrs. Tetterby shook her head; and without replying in words,

raised a complete sea-storm about the baby, by her violent

agitation of the cradle.


“If you mean your marriage was a sacrifice, my good woman — ”

said her husband.


“I do mean it” said his wife.


“Why, then I mean to say,” pursued Mr. Tetterby, as sulkily and

surlily as she, “that there are two sides to that affair; and that

I was the sacrifice; and that I wish the sacrifice hadn’t been

accepted.”


“I wish it hadn’t, Tetterby, with all my heart and soul I do

assure you,” said his wife. “You can’t wish it more than I do,

Tetterby.”


“I don’t know what I saw in her,” muttered the newsman, “I’m

sure; — certainly, if I saw anything, it’s not there now. I was

thinking so, last night, after supper, by the fire. She’s fat,

she’s ageing, she won’t bear comparison with most other women.”


“He’s common-looking, he has no air with him, he’s small, he’s

beginning to stoop and he’s getting bald,” muttered Mrs.

Tetterby.


“I must have been half out of my mind when I did it,” muttered

Mr. Tetterby.


“My senses must have forsook me. That’s the only way in which I

can explain it to myself,” said Mrs. Tetterby with elaboration.


In this mood they sat down to breakfast. The little Tetterbys

were not habituated to regard that meal in the light of a sedentary

occupation, but discussed it as a dance or trot; rather resembling

a savage ceremony, in the occasionally shrill whoops, and

brandishings of bread and butter, with which it was accompanied, as

well as in the intricate filings off into the street and back

again, and the hoppings up and down the door-steps, which were

incidental to the performance. In the present instance, the

contentions between these Tetterby children for the milk-and-water

jug, common to all, which stood upon the table, presented so

lamentable an instance of angry passions risen very high indeed,

that it was an outrage on the memory of Dr. Watts. It was not until

Mr. Tetterby had driven the whole herd out at the front door, that

a moment’s peace was secured; and even that was broken by the

discovery that Johnny had surreptitiously come back, and was at

that instant choking in the jug like a ventriloquist, in his

indecent and rapacious haste.


“These children will be the death of me at last!” said Mrs.

Tetterby, after banishing the culprit. “And the sooner the better,

I think.”


“Poor people,” said Mr. Tetterby, “ought not to have children at

all. They give us no pleasure.”


He was at that moment taking up the cup which Mrs. Tetterby had

rudely pushed towards him, and Mrs. Tetterby was lifting her own

cup to her lips, when they both stopped, as if they were

transfixed.


“Here! Mother! Father!” cried Johnny, running into the room.

“Here’s Mrs. William coming down the street!”


And if ever, since the world began, a young boy took a baby from

a cradle with the care of an old nurse, and hushed and soothed it

tenderly, and tottered away with it cheerfully, Johnny was that

boy, and Moloch was that baby, as they went out together!


Mr. Tetterby put down his cup; Mrs. Tetterby put down her cup.

Mr. Tetterby rubbed his forehead; Mrs. Tetterby rubbed hers. Mr.

Tetterby’s face began to smooth and brighten; Mrs. Tetterby’s began

to smooth and brighten.


“Why, Lord forgive me,” said Mr. Tetterby to himself, “what evil

tempers have I been giving way to? What has been the matter

here!”


“How could I ever treat him ill again, after all I said and felt

last night!” sobbed Mrs. Tetterby, with her apron to her eyes.


“Am I a brute,” said Mr. Tetterby, “or is there any good in me

at all? Sophia! My little woman!”


“‘Dolphus dear,” returned his wife.


“I — I’ve been in a state of mind,” said Mr. Tetterby, “that I

can’t abear to think of, Sophy.”


“Oh! It’s nothing to what I’ve been in, Dolf,” cried his wife in

a great burst of grief.


“My Sophia,” said Mr. Tetterby, “don’t take on. I never shall

forgive myself. I must have nearly broke your heart, I know.”


“No, Dolf, no. It was me! Me!” cried Mrs. Tetterby.


“My little woman,” said her husband, “don’t. You make me

reproach myself dreadful, when you show such a noble spirit.

Sophia, my dear, you don’t know what I thought. I showed it bad

enough, no doubt; but what I thought, my little woman! — ”


“Oh, dear Dolf, don’t! Don’t!” cried his wife.


“Sophia,” said Mr. Tetterby, “I must reveal it. I couldn’t rest

in my conscience unless I mentioned it. My little woman — ”


“Mrs. William’s very nearly here!” screamed Johnny at the

door.


“My little woman, I wondered how,” gasped Mr. Tetterby,

supporting himself by his chair, “I wondered how I had ever admired

you — I forgot the precious children you have brought about me, and

thought you didn’t look as slim as I could wish. I — I never gave a

recollection,” said Mr. Tetterby, with severe self-accusation, “to

the cares you’ve had as my wife, and along of me and mine, when you

might have had hardly any with another man, who got on better and

was luckier than me (anybody might have found such a man easily I

am sure); and I quarrelled with you for having aged a little in the

rough years you have lightened for me. Can you believe it, my

little woman? I hardly can myself.”


Mrs. Tetterby, in a whirlwind of laughing and crying, caught his

face within her hands, and held it there.


“Oh, Dolf!” she cried. “I am so happy that you thought so; I am

so grateful that you thought so! For I thought that you were

common-looking, Dolf; and so you are, my dear, and may you be the

commonest of all sights in my eyes, till you close them with your

own good hands. I thought that you were small; and so you are, and

I’ll make much of you because you are, and more of you because I

love my husband. I thought that you began to stoop; and so you do,

and you shall lean on me, and I’ll do all I can to keep you up. I

thought there was no air about you; but there is, and it’s the air

of home, and that’s the purest and the best there is, and God bless

home once more, and all belonging to it, Dolf!”


“Hurrah! Here’s Mrs. William!” cried Johnny.


So she was, and all the children with her; and so she came in,

they kissed her, and kissed one another, and kissed the baby, and

kissed their father and mother, and then ran back and flocked and

danced about her, trooping on with her in triumph.


Mr. and Mrs. Tetterby were not a bit behind-hand in the warmth

of their reception. They were as much attracted to her as the

children were; they ran towards her, kissed her hands, pressed

round her, could not receive her ardently or enthusiastically

enough. She came among them like the spirit of all goodness,

affection, gentle consideration, love, and domesticity.


“What! are you all so glad to see me, too, this bright Christmas

morning?” said Milly, clapping her hands in a pleasant wonder. “Oh

dear, how delightful this is!”


More shouting from the children, more kissing, more trooping

round her, more happiness, more love, more joy, more honour, on all

sides, than she could bear.


“Oh dear!” said Milly, “what delicious tears you make me shed.

How can I ever have deserved this! What have I done to be so

loved?”


“Who can help it!” cried Mr. Tetterby.


“Who can help it!” cried Mrs. Tetterby.


“Who can help it!” echoed the children, in a joyful chorus. And

they danced and trooped about her again, and clung to her, and laid

their rosy faces against her dress, and kissed and fondled it, and

could not fondle it, or her, enough.


“I never was so moved,” said Milly, drying her eyes, “as I have

been this morning. I must tell you, as soon as I can speak. — Mr.

Redlaw came to me at sunrise, and with a tenderness in his manner,

more as if I had been his darling daughter than myself, implored me

to go with him to where William’s brother George is lying ill. We

went together, and all the way along he was so kind, and so

subdued, and seemed to put such trust and hope in me, that I could

not help trying with pleasure. When we got to the house, we met a

woman at the door (somebody had bruised and hurt her, I am afraid),

who caught me by the hand, and blessed me as I passed.”


“She was right!” said Mr. Tetterby. Mrs. Tetterby said she was

right. All the children cried out that she was right.


“Ah, but there’s more than that,” said Milly. “When we got up

stairs, into the room, the sick man who had lain for hours in a

state from which no effort could rouse him, rose up in his bed,

and, bursting into tears, stretched out his arms to me, and said

that he had led a mis-spent life, but that he was truly repentant

now, in his sorrow for the past, which was all as plain to him as a

great prospect, from which a dense black cloud had cleared away,

and that he entreated me to ask his poor old father for his pardon

and his blessing, and to say a prayer beside his bed. And when I

did so, Mr. Redlaw joined in it so fervently, and then so thanked

and thanked me, and thanked Heaven, that my heart quite overflowed,

and I could have done nothing but sob and cry, if the sick man had

not begged me to sit down by him, — which made me quiet of course.

As I sat there, he held my hand in his until he sank in a doze; and

even then, when I withdrew my hand to leave him to come here (which

Mr. Redlaw was very earnest indeed in wishing me to do), his hand

felt for mine, so that some one else was obliged to take my place

and make believe to give him my hand back. Oh dear, oh dear,” said

Milly, sobbing. “How thankful and how happy I should feel, and do

feel, for all this!”


While she was speaking, Redlaw had come in, and, after pausing

for a moment to observe the group of which she was the centre, had

silently ascended the stairs. Upon those stairs he now appeared

again; remaining there, while the young student passed him, and

came running down.


“Kind nurse, gentlest, best of creatures,” he said, falling on

his knee to her, and catching at her hand, “forgive my cruel

ingratitude!”


“Oh dear, oh dear!” cried Milly innocently, “here’s another of

them! Oh dear, here’s somebody else who likes me. What shall I ever

do!”


The guileless, simple way in which she said it, and in which she

put her hands before her eyes and wept for very happiness, was as

touching as it was delightful.


“I was not myself,” he said. “I don’t know what it was — it was

some consequence of my disorder perhaps — I was mad. But I am so no

longer. Almost as I speak, I am restored. I heard the children

crying out your name, and the shade passed from me at the very

sound of it. Oh, don’t weep! Dear Milly, if you could read my

heart, and only knew with what affection and what grateful homage

it is glowing, you would not let me see you weep. It is such deep

reproach.”


“No, no,” said Milly, “it’s not that. It’s not indeed. It’s joy.

It’s wonder that you should think it necessary to ask me to forgive

so little, and yet it’s pleasure that you do.”


“And will you come again? and will you finish the little

curtain?”


“No,” said Milly, drying her eyes, and shaking her head. “You

won’t care for my needlework now.”


“Is it forgiving me, to say that?”


She beckoned him aside, and whispered in his ear.


“There is news from your home, Mr. Edmund.”


“News? How?”


“Either your not writing when you were very ill, or the change

in your handwriting when you began to be better, created some

suspicion of the truth; however that is — but you’re sure you’ll

not be the worse for any news, if it’s not bad news?”


“Sure.”


“Then there’s some one come!” said Milly.


“My mother?” asked the student, glancing round involuntarily

towards Redlaw, who had come down from the stairs.


“Hush! No,” said Milly.


“It can be no one else.”


“Indeed?” said Milly, “are you sure?”


“It is not -” Before he could say more, she put her hand upon

his mouth.


“Yes it is!” said Milly. “The young lady (she is very like the

miniature, Mr. Edmund, but she is prettier) was too unhappy to rest

without satisfying her doubts, and came up, last night, with a

little servant-maid. As you always dated your letters from the

college, she came there; and before I saw Mr. Redlaw this morning,

I saw her. She likes me too!” said Milly. “Oh dear, that’s

another!”


“This morning! Where is she now?”


“Why, she is now,” said Milly, advancing her lips to his ear,

“in my little parlour in the Lodge, and waiting to see you.”


He pressed her hand, and was darting off, but she detained

him.


“Mr. Redlaw is much altered, and has told me this morning that

his memory is impaired. Be very considerate to him, Mr. Edmund; he

needs that from us all.”


The young man assured her, by a look, that her caution was not

ill-bestowed; and as he passed the Chemist on his way out, bent

respectfully and with an obvious interest before him.


Redlaw returned the salutation courteously and even humbly, and

looked after him as he passed on. He dropped his head upon his hand

too, as trying to reawaken something he had lost. But it was

gone.


The abiding change that had come upon him since the influence of

the music, and the Phantom’s reappearance, was, that now he truly

felt how much he had lost, and could compassionate his own

condition, and contrast it, clearly, with the natural state of

those who were around him. In this, an interest in those who were

around him was revived, and a meek, submissive sense of his

calamity was bred, resembling that which sometimes obtains in age,

when its mental powers are weakened, without insensibility or

sullenness being added to the list of its infirmities.


He was conscious that, as he redeemed, through Milly, more and

more of the evil he had done, and as he was more and more with her,

this change ripened itself within him. Therefore, and because of

the attachment she inspired him with (but without other hope), he

felt that he was quite dependent on her, and that she was his staff

in his affliction.


So, when she asked him whether they should go home now, to where

the old man and her husband were, and he readily replied “yes” —

being anxious in that regard — he put his arm through hers, and

walked beside her; not as if he were the wise and learned man to

whom the wonders of Nature were an open book, and hers were the

uninstructed mind, but as if their two positions were reversed, and

he knew nothing, and she all.


He saw the children throng about her, and caress her, as he and

she went away together thus, out of the house; he heard the ringing

of their laughter, and their merry voices; he saw their bright

faces, clustering around him like flowers; he witnessed the renewed

contentment and affection of their parents; he breathed the simple

air of their poor home, restored to its tranquillity; he thought of

the unwholesome blight he had shed upon it, and might, but for her,

have been diffusing then; and perhaps it is no wonder that he

walked submissively beside her, and drew her gentle bosom nearer to

his own.


When they arrived at the Lodge, the old man was sitting in his

chair in the chimney-corner, with his eyes fixed on the ground, and

his son was leaning against the opposite side of the fire-place,

looking at him. As she came in at the door, both started, and

turned round towards her, and a radiant change came upon their

faces.


“Oh dear, dear, dear, they are all pleased to see me like the

rest!” cried Milly, clapping her hands in an ecstasy, and stopping

short. “Here are two more!”


Pleased to see her! Pleasure was no word for it. She ran into

her husband’s arms, thrown wide open to receive her, and he would

have been glad to have her there, with her head lying on his

shoulder, through the short winter’s day. But the old man couldn’t

spare her. He had arms for her too, and he locked her in them.


“Why, where has my quiet Mouse been all this time?” said the old

man. “She has been a long while away. I find that it’s impossible

for me to get on without Mouse. I — where’s my son William? — I

fancy I have been dreaming, William.”


“That’s what I say myself, father,” returned his son. “I have

been in an ugly sort of dream, I think. — How are you, father? Are

you pretty well?”


“Strong and brave, my boy,” returned the old man.


It was quite a sight to see Mr. William shaking hands with his

father, and patting him on the back, and rubbing him gently down

with his hand, as if he could not possibly do enough to show an

interest in him.


“What a wonderful man you are, father! — How are you, father?

Are you really pretty hearty, though?” said William, shaking hands

with him again, and patting him again, and rubbing him gently down

again.


“I never was fresher or stouter in my life, my boy.”


“What a wonderful man you are, father! But that’s exactly where

it is,” said Mr. William, with enthusiasm. “When I think of all

that my father’s gone through, and all the chances and changes, and

sorrows and troubles, that have happened to him in the course of

his long life, and under which his head has grown grey, and years

upon years have gathered on it, I feel as if we couldn’t do enough

to honour the old gentleman, and make his old age easy. — How are

you, father? Are you really pretty well, though?”


Mr. William might never have left off repeating this inquiry,

and shaking hands with him again, and patting him again, and

rubbing him down again, if the old man had not espied the Chemist,

whom until now he had not seen.


“I ask your pardon, Mr. Redlaw,” said Philip, “but didn’t know

you were here, sir, or should have made less free. It reminds me,

Mr. Redlaw, seeing you here on a Christmas morning, of the time

when you was a student yourself, and worked so hard that you were

backwards and forwards in our Library even at Christmas time. Ha!

ha! I’m old enough to remember that; and I remember it right well,

I do, though I am eight-seven. It was after you left here that my

poor wife died. You remember my poor wife, Mr. Redlaw?”


The Chemist answered yes.


“Yes,” said the old man. “She was a dear creetur. — I recollect

you come here one Christmas morning with a young lady — I ask your

pardon, Mr. Redlaw, but I think it was a sister you was very much

attached to?”


The Chemist looked at him, and shook his head. “I had a sister,”

he said vacantly. He knew no more.


“One Christmas morning,” pursued the old man, “that you come

here with her — and it began to snow, and my wife invited the lady

to walk in, and sit by the fire that is always a burning on

Christmas Day in what used to be, before our ten poor gentlemen

commuted, our great Dinner Hall. I was there; and I recollect, as I

was stirring up the blaze for the young lady to warm her pretty

feet by, she read the scroll out loud, that is underneath that

pictur, ‘Lord, keep my memory green!’ She and my poor wife fell a

talking about it; and it’s a strange thing to think of, now, that

they both said (both being so unlike to die) that it was a good

prayer, and that it was one they would put up very earnestly, if

they were called away young, with reference to those who were

dearest to them. ‘My brother,’ says the young lady — ‘My husband,’

says my poor wife. — ‘Lord, keep his memory of me, green, and do

not let me be forgotten!’”


Tears more painful, and more bitter than he had ever shed in all

his life, coursed down Redlaw’s face. Philip, fully occupied in

recalling his story, had not observed him until now, nor Milly’s

anxiety that he should not proceed.


“Philip!” said Redlaw, laying his hand upon his arm, “I am a

stricken man, on whom the hand of Providence has fallen heavily,

although deservedly. You speak to me, my friend, of what I cannot

follow; my memory is gone.”


“Merciful power!” cried the old man.


“I have lost my memory of sorrow, wrong, and trouble,” said the

Chemist, “and with that I have lost all man would remember!”


To see old Philip’s pity for him, to see him wheel his own great

chair for him to rest in, and look down upon him with a solemn

sense of his bereavement, was to know, in some degree, how precious

to old age such recollections are.


The boy came running in, and ran to Milly.


“Here’s the man,” he said, “in the other room. I don’t want

him.”


“What man does he mean?” asked Mr. William.


“Hush!” said Milly.


Obedient to a sign from her, he and his old father softly

withdrew. As they went out, unnoticed, Redlaw beckoned to the boy

to come to him.


“I like the woman best,” he answered, holding to her skirts.


“You are right,” said Redlaw, with a faint smile. “But you

needn’t fear to come to me. I am gentler than I was. Of all the

world, to you, poor child!”


The boy still held back at first, but yielding little by little

to her urging, he consented to approach, and even to sit down at

his feet. As Redlaw laid his hand upon the shoulder of the child,

looking on him with compassion and a fellow-feeling, he put out his

other hand to Milly. She stooped down on that side of him, so that

she could look into his face, and after silence, said:


“Mr. Redlaw, may I speak to you?”


“Yes,” he answered, fixing his eyes upon her. “Your voice and

music are the same to me.”


“May I ask you something?”


“What you will.”


“Do you remember what I said, when I knocked at your door last

night? About one who was your friend once, and who stood on the

verge of destruction?”


“Yes. I remember,” he said, with some hesitation.


“Do you understand it?”


He smoothed the boy’s hair — looking at her fixedly the while,

and shook his head.


“This person,” said Milly, in her clear, soft voice, which her

mild eyes, looking at him, made clearer and softer, “I found soon

afterwards. I went back to the house, and, with Heaven’s help,

traced him. I was not too soon. A very little and I should have

been too late.”


He took his hand from the boy, and laying it on the back of that

hand of hers, whose timid and yet earnest touch addressed him no

less appealingly than her voice and eyes, looked more intently on

her.


“He is the father of Mr. Edmund, the young gentleman we saw just

now. His real name is Longford. — You recollect the name?”


“I recollect the name.”


“And the man?”


“No, not the man. Did he ever wrong me?”


“Yes!”


“Ah! Then it’s hopeless — hopeless.”


He shook his head, and softly beat upon the hand he held, as

though mutely asking her commiseration.


“I did not go to Mr. Edmund last night,” said Milly, — “You will

listen to me just the same as if you did remember all?”


“To every syllable you say.”


“Both, because I did not know, then, that this really was his

father, and because I was fearful of the effect of such

intelligence upon him, after his illness, if it should be. Since I

have known who this person is, I have not gone either; but that is

for another reason. He has long been separated from his wife and

son — has been a stranger to his home almost from this son’s

infancy, I learn from him — and has abandoned and deserted what he

should have held most dear. In all that time he has been falling

from the state of a gentleman, more and more, until — ” she rose

up, hastily, and going out for a moment, returned, accompanied by

the wreck that Redlaw had beheld last night.


“Do you know me?” asked the Chemist.


“I should be glad,” returned the other, “and that is an unwonted

word for me to use, if I could answer no.”


The Chemist looked at the man, standing in self-abasement and

degradation before him, and would have looked longer, in an

ineffectual struggle for enlightenment, but that Milly resumed her

late position by his side, and attracted his attentive gaze to her

own face.


“See how low he is sunk, how lost he is!” she whispered,

stretching out her arm towards him, without looking from the

Chemist’s face. “If you could remember all that is connected with

him, do you not think it would move your pity to reflect that one

you ever loved (do not let us mind how long ago, or in what belief

that he has forfeited), should come to this?”


“I hope it would,” he answered. “I believe it would.”


His eyes wandered to the figure standing near the door, but came

back speedily to her, on whom he gazed intently, as if he strove to

learn some lesson from every tone of her voice, and every beam of

her eyes.


“I have no learning, and you have much,” said Milly; “I am not

used to think, and you are always thinking. May I tell you why it

seems to me a good thing for us, to remember wrong that has been

done us?”


“Yes.”


“That we may forgive it.”


“Pardon me, great Heaven!” said Redlaw, lifting up his eyes,

“for having thrown away thine own high attribute!”


“And if,” said Milly, “if your memory should one day be

restored, as we will hope and pray it may be, would it not be a

blessing to you to recall at once a wrong and its forgiveness?”


He looked at the figure by the door, and fastened his attentive

eyes on her again; a ray of clearer light appeared to him to shine

into his mind, from her bright face.


“He cannot go to his abandoned home. He does not seek to go

there. He knows that he could only carry shame and trouble to those

he has so cruelly neglected; and that the best reparation he can

make them now, is to avoid them. A very little money carefully

bestowed, would remove him to some distant place, where he might

live and do no wrong, and make such atonement as is left within his

power for the wrong he has done. To the unfortunate lady who is his

wife, and to his son, this would be the best and kindest boon that

their best friend could give them — one too that they need never

know of; and to him, shattered in reputation, mind, and body, it

might be salvation.”


He took her head between her hands, and kissed it, and said: “It

shall be done. I trust to you to do it for me, now and secretly;

and to tell him that I would forgive him, if I were so happy as to

know for what.”


As she rose, and turned her beaming face towards the fallen man,

implying that her mediation had been successful, he advanced a

step, and without raising his eyes, addressed himself to

Redlaw.


“You are so generous,” he said, “ — you ever were — that you

will try to banish your rising sense of retribution in the

spectacle that is before you. I do not try to banish it from

myself, Redlaw. If you can, believe me.”


The Chemist entreated Milly, by a gesture, to come nearer to

him; and, as he listened looked in her face, as if to find in it

the clue to what he heard.


“I am too decayed a wretch to make professions; I recollect my

own career too well, to array any such before you. But from the day

on which I made my first step downward, in dealing falsely by you,

I have gone down with a certain, steady, doomed progression. That,

I say.”


Redlaw, keeping her close at his side, turned his face towards

the speaker, and there was sorrow in it. Something like mournful

recognition too.


“I might have been another man, my life might have been another

life, if I had avoided that first fatal step. I don’t know that it

would have been. I claim nothing for the possibility. Your sister

is at rest, and better than she could have been with me, if I had

continued even what you thought me: even what I once supposed

myself to be.”


Redlaw made a hasty motion with his hand, as if he would have

put that subject on one side.


“I speak,” the other went on, “like a man taken from the grave.

I should have made my own grave, last night, had it not been for

this blessed hand.”


“Oh dear, he likes me too!” sobbed Milly, under her breath.

“That’s another!”


“I could not have put myself in your way, last night, even for

bread. But, to-day, my recollection of what has been is so strongly

stirred, and is presented to me, I don’t know how, so vividly, that

I have dared to come at her suggestion, and to take your bounty,

and to thank you for it, and to beg you, Redlaw, in your dying

hour, to be as merciful to me in your thoughts, as you are in your

deeds.”


He turned towards the door, and stopped a moment on his way

forth.


“I hope my son may interest you, for his mother’s sake. I hope

he may deserve to do so. Unless my life should be preserved a long

time, and I should know that I have not misused your aid, I shall

never look upon him more.”


Going out, he raised his eyes to Redlaw for the first time.

Redlaw, whose steadfast gaze was fixed upon him, dreamily held out

his hand. He returned and touched it — little more — with both his

own; and bending down his head, went slowly out.


In the few moments that elapsed, while Milly silently took him

to the gate, the Chemist dropped into his chair, and covered his

face with his hands. Seeing him thus, when she came back,

accompanied by her husband and his father (who were both greatly

concerned for him), she avoided disturbing him, or permitting him

to be disturbed; and kneeled down near the chair to put some warm

clothing on the boy.


“That’s exactly where it is. That’s what I always say, father!”

exclaimed her admiring husband. “There’s a motherly feeling in Mrs.

William’s breast that must and will have went!”


“Ay, ay,” said the old man; “you’re right. My son William’s

right!”


“It happens all for the best, Milly dear, no doubt,” said Mr.

William, tenderly, “that we have no children of our own; and yet I

sometimes wish you had one to love and cherish. Our little dead

child that you built such hopes upon, and that never breathed the

breath of life — it has made you quiet-like, Milly.”


“I am very happy in the recollection of it, William dear,” she

answered. “I think of it every day.”


“I was afraid you thought of it a good deal.”


“Don’t say, afraid; it is a comfort to me; it speaks to me in so

many ways. The innocent thing that never lived on earth, is like an

angel to me, William.”


“You are like an angel to father and me,” said Mr. William,

softly. “I know that.”


“When I think of all those hopes I built upon it, and the many

times I sat and pictured to myself the little smiling face upon my

bosom that never lay there, and the sweet eyes turned up to mine

that never opened to the light,” said Milly, “I can feel a greater

tenderness, I think, for all the disappointed hopes in which there

is no harm. When I see a beautiful child in its fond mother’s arms,

I love it all the better, thinking that my child might have been

like that, and might have made my heart as proud and happy.”


Redlaw raised his head, and looked towards her.


“All through life, it seems by me,” she continued, “to tell me

something. For poor neglected children, my little child pleads as

if it were alive, and had a voice I knew, with which to speak to

me. When I hear of youth in suffering or shame, I think that my

child might have come to that, perhaps, and that God took it from

me in His mercy. Even in age and grey hair, such as father’s, it is

present: saying that it too might have lived to be old, long and

long after you and I were gone, and to have needed the respect and

love of younger people.”


Her quiet voice was quieter than ever, as she took her husband’s

arm, and laid her head against it.


“Children love me so, that sometimes I half fancy — it’s a silly

fancy, William — they have some way I don’t know of, of feeling for

my little child, and me, and understanding why their love is

precious to me. If I have been quiet since, I have been more happy,

William, in a hundred ways. Not least happy, dear, in this — that

even when my little child was born and dead but a few days, and I

was weak and sorrowful, and could not help grieving a little, the

thought arose, that if I tried to lead a good life, I should meet

in Heaven a bright creature, who would call me, Mother!”


Redlaw fell upon his knees, with a loud cry.


“O Thou, he said, “who through the teaching of pure love, hast

graciously restored me to the memory which was the memory of Christ

upon the Cross, and of all the good who perished in His cause,

receive my thanks, and bless her!”


Then, he folded her to his heart; and Milly, sobbing more than

ever, cried, as she laughed, “He is come back to himself! He likes

me very much indeed, too! Oh, dear, dear, dear me, here’s

another!”


Then, the student entered, leading by the hand a lovely girl,

who was afraid to come. And Redlaw so changed towards him, seeing

in him and his youthful choice, the softened shadow of that

chastening passage in his own life, to which, as to a shady tree,

the dove so long imprisoned in his solitary ark might fly for rest

and company, fell upon his neck, entreating them to be his

children.


Then, as Christmas is a time in which, of all times in the year,

the memory of every remediable sorrow, wrong, and trouble in the

world around us, should be active with us, not less than our own

experiences, for all good, he laid his hand upon the boy, and,

silently calling Him to witness who laid His hand on children in

old time, rebuking, in the majesty of His prophetic knowledge,

those who kept them from Him, vowed to protect him, teach him, and

reclaim him.


Then, he gave his right hand cheerily to Philip, and said that

they would that day hold a Christmas dinner in what used to be,

before the ten poor gentlemen commuted, their great Dinner Hall;

and that they would bid to it as many of that Swidger family, who,

his son had told him, were so numerous that they might join hands

and make a ring round England, as could be brought together on so

short a notice.


And it was that day done. There were so many Swidgers there,

grown up and children, that an attempt to state them in round

numbers might engender doubts, in the distrustful, of the veracity

of this history. Therefore the attempt shall not be made. But there

they were, by dozens and scores — and there was good news and good

hope there, ready for them, of George, who had been visited again

by his father and brother, and by Milly, and again left in a quiet

sleep. There, present at the dinner, too, were the Tetterbys,

including young Adolphus, who arrived in his prismatic comforter,

in good time for the beef. Johnny and the baby were too late, of

course, and came in all on one side, the one exhausted, the other

in a supposed state of double-tooth; but that was customary, and

not alarming.


It was sad to see the child who had no name or lineage, watching

the other children as they played, not knowing how to talk with

them, or sport with them, and more strange to the ways of childhood

than a rough dog. It was sad, though in a different way, to see

what an instinctive knowledge the youngest children there had of

his being different from all the rest, and how they made timid

approaches to him with soft words and touches, and with little

presents, that he might not be unhappy. But he kept by Milly, and

began to love her — that was another, as she said! — and, as they

all liked her dearly, they were glad of that, and when they saw him

peeping at them from behind her chair, they were pleased that he

was so close to it.


All this, the Chemist, sitting with the student and his bride

that was to be, Philip, and the rest, saw.


Some people have said since, that he only thought what has been

herein set down; others, that he read it in the fire, one winter

night about the twilight time; others, that the Ghost was but the

representation of his gloomy thoughts, and Milly the embodiment of

his better wisdom. I say nothing.


- Except this. That as they were assembled in the old Hall, by

no other light than that of a great fire (having dined early), the

shadows once more stole out of their hiding-places, and danced

about the room, showing the children marvellous shapes and faces on

the walls, and gradually changing what was real and familiar there,

to what was wild and magical. But that there was one thing in the

Hall, to which the eyes of Redlaw, and of Milly and her husband,

and of the old man, and of the student, and his bride that was to

be, were often turned, which the shadows did not obscure or change.

Deepened in its gravity by the fire-light, and gazing from the

darkness of the panelled wall like life, the sedate face in the

portrait, with the beard and ruff, looked down at them from under

its verdant wreath of holly, as they looked up at it; and, clear

and plain below, as if a voice had uttered them, were the

words.


Lord keep my Memory green.
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"For he is not a man as I am that we should come together;

neither is there any that might lay his hand upon us both. Let him,

therefore, take his rod away from me, and let not his fear terrify

me."


There exists, at this moment, in good preservation a remarkable

work of Schalken's. The curious management of its lights

constitutes, as usual in his pieces, the chief apparent merit of

the picture. I say apparent, for in its subject, and not

in its handling, however exquisite, consists its real value. The

picture represents the interior of what might be a chamber in some

antique religious building; and its foreground is occupied by a

female figure, in a species of white robe, part of which is

arranged so as to form a veil. The dress, however, is not that of

any religious order. In her hand the figure bears a lamp, by which

alone her figure and face are illuminated; and her features wear

such an arch smile, as well becomes a pretty woman when practising

some prankish roguery; in the background, and, excepting where the

dim red light of an expiring fire serves to define the form, in

total shadow, stands the figure of a man dressed in the old Flemish

fashion, in an attitude of alarm, his hand being placed upon the

hilt of his sword, which he appears to be in the act of

drawing.


There are some pictures, which impress one, I know not how, with

a conviction that they represent not the mere ideal shapes and

combinations which have floated through the imagination of the

artist, but scenes, faces, and situations which have actually

existed. There is in that strange picture, something that stamps it

as the representation of a reality.


And such in truth it is, for it faithfully records a remarkable

and mysterious occurrence, and perpetuates, in the face of the

female figure, which occupies the most prominent place in the

design, an accurate portrait of Rose Velderkaust, the niece of

Gerard Douw, the first, and, I believe, the only love of Godfrey

Schalken. My great grandfather knew the painter well; and from

Schalken himself he learned the fearful story of the painting, and

from him too he ultimately received the picture itself as a

bequest. The story and the picture have become heir-looms in my

family, and having described the latter, I shall, if you please,

attempt to relate the tradition which has descended with the

canvas.


There are few forms on which the mantle of romance hangs more

ungracefully than upon that of the uncouth Schalken—the boorish but

most cunning worker in oils, whose pieces delight the critics of

our day almost as much as his manners disgusted the refined of his

own; and yet this man, so rude, so dogged, so slovenly, in the

midst of his celebrity, had in his obscure, but happier days,

played the hero in a wild romance of mystery and passion.


When Schalken studied under the immortal Gerard Douw, he was a

very young man; and in spite of his phlegmatic temperament, he at

once fell over head and ears in love with the beautiful niece of

his wealthy master. Rose Velderkaust was still younger than he,

having not yet attained her seventeenth year, and, if tradition

speaks truth, possessed all the soft and dimpling charms of the

fair, light-haired Flemish maidens. The young painter loved

honestly and fervently. His frank adoration was rewarded. He

declared his love, and extracted a faltering confession in return.

He was the happiest and proudest painter in all Christendom. But

there was somewhat to dash his elation; he was poor and

undistinguished. He dared not ask old Gerard for the hand of his

sweet ward. He must first win a reputation and a competence.


There were, therefore, many dread uncertainties and cold days

before him; he had to fight his way against sore odds. But he had

won the heart of dear Rose Velderkaust, and that was half the

battle. It is needless to say his exertions were redoubled, and his

lasting celebrity proves that his industry was not unrewarded by

success.


These ardent labours, and worse still, the hopes that elevated

and beguiled them, were however, destined to experience a sudden

interruption—of a character so strange and mysterious as to baffle

all inquiry and to throw over the events themselves a shadow of

preternatural horror.


Schalken had one evening outstayed all his fellow-pupils, and

still pursued his work in the deserted room. As the daylight was

fast falling, he laid aside his colours, and applied himself to the

completion of a sketch on which he had expressed extraordinary

pains. It was a religious composition, and represented the

temptations of a pot-bellied Saint Anthony. The young artist,

however destitute of elevation, had, nevertheless, discernment

enough to be dissatisfied with his own work, and many were the

patient erasures and improvements which saint and devil underwent,

yet all in vain. The large, old-fashioned room was silent, and,

with the exception of himself, quite emptied of its usual inmates.

An hour had thus passed away, nearly two, without any improved

result. Daylight had already declined, and twilight was deepening

into the darkness of night. The patience of the young painter was

exhausted, and he stood before his unfinished production, angry and

mortified, one hand buried in the folds of his long hair, and the

other holding the piece of charcoal which had so ill-performed its

office, and which he now rubbed, without much regard to the sable

streaks it produced, with irritable pressure upon his ample Flemish

inexpressibles. "Curse the subject!" said the young man aloud;

"curse the picture, the devils, the saint—"


At this moment a short, sudden sniff uttered close beside him

made the artist turn sharply round, and he now, for the first time,

became aware that his labours had been overlooked by a stranger.

Within about a yard and half, and rather behind him, there stood

the figure of an elderly man in a cloak and broad-brimmed, conical

hat; in his hand, which was protected with a heavy gauntlet-shaped

glove, he carried a long ebony walking-stick, surmounted with what

appeared, as it glittered dimly in the twilight, to be a massive

head of gold, and upon his breast, through the folds of the cloak,

there shone the links of a rich chain of the same metal. The room

was so obscure that nothing further of the appearance of the figure

could be ascertained, and his hat threw his features into profound

shadow. It would not have been easy to conjecture the age of the

intruder; but a quantity of dark hair escaping from beneath this

sombre hat, as well as his firm and upright carriage served to

indicate that his years could not yet exceed threescore, or

thereabouts. There was an air of gravity and importance about the

garb of the person, and something indescribably odd, I might say

awful, in the perfect, stone-like stillness of the figure, that

effectually checked the testy comment which had at once risen to

the lips of the irritated artist. He, therefore, as soon as he had

sufficiently recovered his surprise, asked the stranger, civilly,

to be seated, and desired to know if he had any message to leave

for his master.


"Tell Gerard Douw," said the unknown, without altering his

attitude in the smallest degree, "that Minheer Vanderhausen, of

Rotterdam, desires to speak with him on tomorrow evening at this

hour, and if he please, in this room, upon matters of weight; that

is all."


The stranger, having finished this message, turned abruptly,

and, with a quick, but silent step quitted the room, before

Schalken had time to say a word in reply. The young man felt a

curiosity to see in what direction the burgher of Rotterdam would

turn, on quitting the studio, and for that purpose he went directly

to the window which commanded the door. A lobby of considerable

extent intervened between the inner door of the painter's room and

the street entrance, so that Schalken occupied the post of

observation before the old man could possibly have reached the

street. He watched in vain, however. There was no other mode of

exit. Had the queer old man vanished, or was he lurking about the

recesses of the lobby for some sinister purpose? This last

suggestion filled the mind of Schalken with a vague uneasiness,

which was so unaccountably intense as to make him alike afraid to

remain in the room alone, and reluctant to pass through the lobby.

However, with an effort which appeared very disproportioned to the

occasion, he summoned resolution to leave the room, and, having

locked the door and thrust the key in his pocket, without looking

to the right or left, he traversed the passage which had so

recently, perhaps still, contained the person of his mysterious

visitant, scarcely venturing to breathe till he had arrived in the

open street.


"Minheer Vanderhausen!" said Gerard Douw within himself, as the

appointed hour approached, "Minheer Vanderhausen, of Rotterdam! I

never heard of the man till yesterday. What can he want of me? A

portrait, perhaps, to be painted; or a poor relation to be

apprenticed; or a collection to be valued; or—pshaw! there's no one

in Rotterdam to leave me a legacy. Well, whatever the business may

be, we shall soon know it all."


It was now the close of day, and again every easel, except that

of Schalken, was deserted. Gerard Douw was pacing the apartment

with the restless step of impatient expectation, sometimes pausing

to glance over the work of one of his absent pupils, but more

frequently placing himself at the window, from whence he might

observe the passengers who threaded the obscure by-street in which

his studio was placed.


"Said you not, Godfrey," exclaimed Douw, after a long and

fruitful gaze from his post of observation, and turning to

Schalken, "that the hour he appointed was about seven by the clock

of the Stadhouse?"


"It had just told seven when I first saw him, sir," answered the

student.


"The hour is close at hand, then," said the master, consulting a

horologe as large and as round as an orange. "Minheer Vanderhausen

from Rotterdam—is it not so?"


"Such was the name."


"And an elderly man, richly clad?" pursued Douw, musingly.


"As well as I might see," replied his pupil; "he could not be

young, nor yet very old, neither; and his dress was rich and grave,

as might become a citizen of wealth and consideration."


At this moment the sonorous boom of the Stadhouse clock told,

stroke after stroke, the hour of seven; the eyes of both master and

student were directed to the door; and it was not until the last

peal of the bell had ceased to vibrate, that Douw exclaimed——


"So, so; we shall have his worship presently, that is, if he

means to keep his hour; if not, you may wait for him, Godfrey, if

you court his acquaintance. But what, after all, if it should prove

but a mummery got up by Vankarp, or some such wag? I wish you had

run all risks, and cudgelled the old burgomaster soundly. I'd wager

a dozen of Rhenish, his worship would have unmasked, and pleaded

old acquaintance in a trice."


"Here he comes, sir," said Schalken, in a low monitory tone; and

instantly, upon turning towards the door, Gerard Douw observed the

same figure which had, on the day before, so unexpectedly greeted

his pupil Schalken.


There was something in the air of the figure which at once

satisfied the painter that there was no masquerading in the case,

and that he really stood in the presence of a man of worship; and

so, without hesitation, he doffed his cap, and courteously saluting

the stranger, requested him to be seated. The visitor waved his

hand slightly, as if in acknowledgment of the courtesy, but

remained standing.


"I have the honour to see Minheer Vanderhausen of Rotterdam?"

said Gerard Douw.


"The same," was the laconic reply of his visitor.


"I understand your worship desires to speak with me," continued

Douw, "and I am here by appointment to wait your commands."


"Is that a man of trust?" said Vanderhausen, turning towards

Schalken, who stood at a little distance behind his master.


"Certainly," replied Gerard.


"Then let him take this box, and get the nearest jeweller or

goldsmith to value its contents, and let him return hither with a

certificate of the valuation."


At the same time, he placed a small case about nine inches

square in the hands of Gerard Douw, who was as much amazed at its

weight as at the strange abruptness with which it was handed to

him. In accordance with the wishes of the stranger, he delivered it

into the hands of Schalken, and repeating his direction, despatched

him upon the mission.


Schalken disposed his precious charge securely beneath the folds

of his cloak, and rapidly traversing two or three narrow streets,

he stopped at a corner house, the lower part of which was then

occupied by the shop of a Jewish goldsmith. He entered the shop,

and calling the little Hebrew into the obscurity of its back

recesses, he proceeded to lay before him Vanderhausen's casket. On

being examined by the light of a lamp, it appeared entirely cased

with lead, the outer surface of which was much scraped and soiled,

and nearly white with age. This having been partially removed,

there appeared beneath a box of some hard wood; which also they

forced open and after the removal of two or three folds of linen,

they discovered its contents to be a mass of golden ingots, closely

packed, and, as the Jew declared, of the most perfect quality.

Every ingot underwent the scrutiny of the little Jew, who seemed to

feel an epicurean delight in touching and testing these morsels of

the glorious metal; and each one of them was replaced in its berth

with the exclamation: "Mein Gott, how very perfect! not

one grain of alloy—beautiful, beautiful!" The task was at length

finished, and the Jew certified under his hand the value of the

ingots submitted to his examination, to amount to many thousand

rix-dollars. With the desired document in his pocket, and the rich

box of gold carefully pressed under his arm, and concealed by his

cloak, he retraced his way, and entering the studio, found his

master and the stranger in close conference. Schalken had no sooner

left the room, in order to execute the commission he had taken in

charge, than Vanderhausen addressed Gerard Douw in the following

terms:——


"I cannot tarry with you to-night more than a few minutes, and

so I shall shortly tell you the matter upon which I come. You

visited the town of Rotterdam some four months ago, and then I saw

in the church of St. Lawrence your niece, Rose Velderkaust. I

desire to marry her; and if I satisfy you that I am wealthier than

any husband you can dream of for her, I expect that you will

forward my suit with your authority. If you approve my proposal,

you must close with it here and now, for I cannot wait for

calculations and delays."


Gerard Douw was hugely astonished by the nature of Minheer

Vanderhausen's communication, but he did not venture to express

surprise; for besides the motives supplied by prudence and

politeness, the painter experienced a kind of chill and oppression

like that which is said to intervene when one is placed in

unconscious proximity with the object of a natural antipathy—an

undefined but overpowering sensation, while standing in the

presence of the eccentric stranger, which made him very unwilling

to say anything which might reasonably offend him.


"I have no doubt," said Gerard, after two or three prefatory

hems, "that the alliance which you propose would prove alike

advantageous and honourable to my niece; but you must be aware that

she has a will of her own, and may not acquiesce in what

we may design for her advantage."


"Do not seek to deceive me, sir painter," said Vanderhausen;

"you are her guardian—she is your ward—she is mine if you

like to make her so."


The man of Rotterdam moved forward a little as he spoke, and

Gerard Douw, he scarce knew why, inwardly prayed for the speedy

return of Schalken.


"I desire," said the mysterious gentleman, "to place in your

hands at once an evidence of my wealth, and a security for my

liberal dealing with your niece. The lad will return in a minute or

two with a sum in value five times the fortune which she has a

right to expect from her husband. This shall lie in your hands,

together with her dowry, and you may apply the united sum as suits

her interest best; it shall be all exclusively hers while she

lives: is that liberal?"


Douw assented, and inwardly acknowledged that fortune had been

extraordinarily kind to his niece; the stranger, he thought, must

be both wealthy and generous, and such an offer was not to be

despised, though made by a humourist, and one of no very

prepossessing presence. Rose had no very high pretensions for she

had but a modest dowry, which she owed entirely to the generosity

of her uncle; neither had she any right to raise exceptions on the

score of birth, for her own origin was far from splendid, and as

the other objections, Gerald resolved, and indeed, by the usages of

the time, was warranted in resolving, not to listen to them for a

moment.


"Sir" said he, addressing the stranger, "your offer is liberal,

and whatever hesitation I may feel in closing with it immediately,

arises solely from my not having the honour of knowing anything of

your family or station. Upon these points you can, of course,

satisfy me without difficulty?'


"As to my respectability," said the stranger, drily, "you must

take that for granted at present; pester me with no inquiries; you

can discover nothing more about me than I choose to make known. You

shall have sufficient security for my respectability—my word, if

you are honourable: if you are sordid, my gold."


"A testy old gentleman," thought Douw, "he must have his own

way; but, all things considered, I am not justified to declining

his offer. I will not pledge myself unnecessarily, however."


"You will not pledge yourself unnecessarily," said Vanderhausen,

strangely uttering the very words which had just floated through

the mind of his companion; "but you will do so if it is necessary,

I presume; and I will show you that I consider it indispensable. If

the gold I mean to leave in your hands satisfy you, and if you

don't wish my proposal to be at once withdrawn, you must, before I

leave this room, write your name to this engagement."


Having thus spoken, he placed a paper in the hands of the

master, the contents of which expressed an engagement entered into

by Gerard Douw, to give to Wilken Vanderhausen of Rotterdam, in

marriage, Rose Velderkaust, and so forth, within one week of the

date thereof. While the painter was employed in reading this

covenant, by the light of a twinkling oil lamp in the far wall of

the room, Schalken, as we have stated, entered the studio, and

having delivered the box and the valuation of the Jew, into the

hands of the stranger, he was about to retire, when Vanderhausen

called to him to wait; and, presenting the case and the certificate

to Gerard Douw, he paused in silence until he had satisfied

himself, by an inspection of both, respecting the value of the

pledge left in his hands. At length he said——


"Are you content?"


The painter said he would fain have another day to consider.


"Not an hour," said the suitor, apathetically.


"Well then," said Douw, with a sore effort, "I am content, it is

a bargain."


"Then sign at once," said Vanderhausen, "for I am weary."


At the same time he produced a small case of writing materials,

and Gerard signed the important document.


"Let this youth witness the covenant," said the old man; and

Godfrey Schalken unconsciously attested the instrument which for

ever bereft him of his dear Rose Velderkaust.


The compact being thus completed, the strange visitor folded up

the paper, and stowed it safely in an inner pocket.


"I will visit you to-morrow night at nine o'clock, at your own

house, Gerard Douw, and will see the object of our contract;" and

so saying Wilken Vanderhausen moved stiffly, but rapidly, out of

the room.


Schalken, eager to resolve his doubts, had placed himself by the

window, in order to watch the street entrance; but the experiment

served only to support his suspicions, for the old man did not

issue from the door. This was very strange, odd, nay

fearful. He and his master returned together, and talked but little

on the way, for each had his own subjects of reflection, of

anxiety, and of hope. Schalken, however, did not know the ruin

which menaced his dearest projects.


Gerard Douw knew nothing of the attachment which had sprung up

between his pupil and his niece; and even if he had, it is doubtful

whether he would have regarded its existence as any serious

obstruction to the wishes of Minheer Vanderhausen. Marriages were

then and there matters of traffic and calculation; and it would

have appeared as absurd in the eyes of the guardian to make a

mutual attachment an essential element in a contract of the sort,

as it would have been to draw up his bonds and receipts in the

language of romance.


The painter, however, did not communicate to his niece the

important step which he had taken in her behalf, a forebearance

caused not by any anticipated opposition on her part, but solely by

a ludicrous consciousness that if she were to ask him for a

description of her destined bridegroom, he would be forced to

confess that he had not once seen his face, and if called upon,

would find it absolutely impossible to identify him. Upon the next

day, Gerard Douw, after dinner, called his niece to him and having

scanned her person with an air of satisfaction, he took her hand,

and looking upon her pretty innocent face with a smile of kindness,

he said:——


"Rose, my girl, that face of yours will make your fortune." Rose

blushed and smiled. "Such faces and such tempers seldom go

together, and when they do, the compound is a love charm, few heads

or hearts can resist; trust me, you will soon be a bride, girl. But

this is trifling, and I am pressed for time, so make ready the

large room by eight o'clock to-night, and give directions for

supper at nine. I expect a friend; and observe me, child, do you

trick yourself out handsomely. I will not have him think us poor or

sluttish."


With these words he left her, and took his way to the room in

which his pupils worked.


When the evening closed in, Gerard called Schalken, who was

about to take his departure to his own obscure and comfortless

lodgings, and asked him to come home and sup with Rose and

Vanderhausen. The invitation was, of course, accepted and Gerard

Douw and his pupil soon found themselves in the handsome and, even

then, antique chamber, which had been prepared for the reception of

the stranger. A cheerful wood fire blazed in the hearth, a little

at one side of which an old-fashioned table, which shone in the

fire-light like burnished gold, was awaiting the supper, for which

preparations were going forward; and ranged with exact regularity,

stood the tall-backed chairs, whose ungracefulness was more than

compensated by their comfort. The little party, consisting of Rose,

her uncle, and the artist, awaited the arrival of the expected

visitor with considerable impatience. Nine o'clock at length came,

and with it a summons at the street door, which being speedily

answered, was followed by a slow and emphatic tread upon the

staircase; the steps moved heavily across the lobby, the door of

the room in which the party we have described were assembled slowly

opened, and there entered a figure which startled, almost appalled,

the phlegmatic Dutchmen, and nearly made Rose scream with terror.

It was the form, and arrayed in the garb of Minheer Vanderhausen;

the air, the gait, the height were the same, but the features had

never been seen by any of the party before. The stranger stopped at

the door of the room, and displayed his form and face completely.

He wore a dark-coloured cloth cloak, which was short and full, not

falling quite to his knees; his legs were cased in dark purple silk

stockings, and his shoes were adorned with roses of the same

colour. The opening of the cloak in front showed the under-suit to

consist of some very dark, perhaps sable material, and his hands

were enclosed in a pair of heavy leather gloves, which ran up

considerably above the wrist, in the manner of a gauntlet. In one

hand he carried his walking-stick and his hat, which he had

removed, and the other hung heavily by his side. A quantity of

grizzled hair descended in long tresses from his head, and rested

upon the plaits of a stiff ruff, which effectually concealed his

neck. So far all was well; but the face!—all the flesh of the face

was coloured with the bluish leaden hue, which is sometimes

produced by metallic medicines, administered in excessive

quantities; the eyes showed an undue proportion of muddy white, and

had a certain indefinable character of insanity; the hue of the

lips bearing the usual relation to that of the face, was,

consequently, nearly black; and the entire character of the face

was sensual, malignant, and even satanic. It was remarkable that

the worshipful stranger suffered as little as possible of his flesh

to appear, and that during his visit he did not once remove his

gloves. Having stood for some moments at the door, Gerard Douw at

length found breath and collectedness to bid him welcome, and with

a mute inclination of the head, the stranger stepped forward into

the room. There was something indescribably odd, even horrible,

about all his motions, something undefinable, that was unnatural,

unhuman; it was as if the limbs were guided and directed by a

spirit unused to the management of bodily machinery. The stranger

spoke hardly at all during his visit, which did not exceed half an

hour; and the host himself could scarcely muster courage enough to

utter the few necessary salutations and courtesies; and, indeed,

such was the nervous terror which the presence of Vanderhausen

inspired, that very little would have made all his entertainers fly

in downright panic from the room. They had not so far lost all

self-possession, however, as to fail to observe two strange

peculiarities of their visitor. During his stay his eyelids did not

once close, or, indeed, move in the slightest degree; and farther,

there was a deathlike stillness in his whole person, owing to the

absence of the heaving motion of the chest, caused by the process

of respiration. These two peculiarities, though when told they may

appear trifling, produced a very striking and unpleasant effect

when seen and observed. Vanderhausen at length relieved the painter

of Leyden of his inauspicious presence; and with no trifling sense

of relief the little party heard the street door close after

him.


"Dear uncle," said Rose, "what a frightful man! I would not see

him again for the wealth of the States."


"Tush, foolish girl," said Douw, whose sensations were anything

but comfortable. "A man may be as ugly as the devil, and yet, if

his heart and actions are good, he is worth all the pretty-faced

perfumed puppies that walk the Mall. Rose, my girl, it is very true

he has not thy pretty face, but I know him to be wealthy and

liberal; and were he ten times more ugly, these two virtues would

be enough to counter balance all his deformity, and if not

sufficient actually to alter the shape and hue of his features, at

least enough to prevent one thinking them so much amiss."


"Do you know, uncle," said Rose, "when I saw him standing at the

door, I could not get it out of my head that I saw the old painted

wooden figure that used to frighten me so much in the Church of St.

Laurence at Rotterdam."


Gerard laughed, though he could not help inwardly acknowledging

the justness of the comparison. He was resolved, however, as far as

he could, to check his niece's disposition to dilate upon the

ugliness of her intended bridegroom, although he was not a little

pleased, as well as puzzled, to observe that she appeared totally

exempt from that mysterious dread of the stranger which, he could

not disguise it from himself, considerably affected him, as also

his pupil Godfrey Schalken.


Early on the next day there arrived, from various quarters of

the town, rich presents of silks, velvets, jewellery, and so forth,

for Rose; and also a packet directed to Gerard Douw, which on being

opened, was found to contain a contract of marriage, formally drawn

up, between Wilken Vanderhausen of the Boom-quay, in

Rotterdam, and Rose Velderkaust of Leyden, niece to Gerard Douw,

master in the art of painting, also of the same city; and

containing engagements on the part of Vanderhausen to make

settlements upon his bride, far more splendid than he had before

led her guardian to believe likely, and which were to be secured to

her use in the most unexceptionable manner possible—the money being

placed in the hand of Gerard Douw himself.


I have no sentimental scenes to describe, no cruelty of

guardians, no magnanimity of wards, no agonies, or transport of

lovers. The record I have to make is one of sordidness, levity, and

heartlessness. In less than a week after the first interview which

we have just described, the contract of marriage was fulfilled, and

Schalken saw the prize which he would have risked existence to

secure, carried off in solemn pomp by his repulsive rival. For two

or three days he absented himself from the school; he then returned

and worked, if with less cheerfulness, with far more dogged

resolution than before; the stimulus of love had given place to

that of ambition. Months passed away, and, contrary to his

expectation, and, indeed, to the direct promise of the parties,

Gerard Douw heard nothing of his niece or her worshipful spouse.

The interest of the money, which was to have been demanded in

quarterly sums, lay unclaimed in his hands.


He began to grow extremely uneasy. Minheer Vanderhausen's

direction in Rotterdam he was fully possessed of; after some

irresolution he finally determined to journey thither—a trifling

undertaking, and easily accomplished—and thus to satisfy himself of

the safety and comfort of his ward, for whom he entertained an

honest and strong affection. His search was in vain, however; no

one in Rotterdam had ever heard of Minheer Vanderhausen. Gerard

Douw left not a house in the Boom-quay untried, but all in

vain. No one could give him any information whatever touching the

object of his inquiry, and he was obliged to return to Leyden

nothing wiser and far more anxious, than when he had left it.


On his arrival he hastened to the establishment from which

Vanderhausen had hired the lumbering, though, considering the

times, most luxurious vehicle, which the bridal party had employed

to convey them to Rotterdam. From the driver of this machine he

learned, that having proceeded by slow stages, they had late in the

evening approached Rotterdam; but that before they entered the

city, and while yet nearly a mile from it, a small party of men,

soberly clad, and after the old fashion, with peaked beards and

moustaches, standing in the centre of the road, obstructed the

further progress of the carriage. The driver reined in his horses,

much fearing, from the obscurity of the hour, and the loneliness,

of the road, that some mischief was intended. His fears were,

however, somewhat allayed by his observing that these strange men

carried a large litter, of an antique shape, and which they

immediately set down upon the pavement, whereupon the bridegroom,

having opened the coach-door from within, descended, and having

assisted his bride to do likewise, led her, weeping bitterly, and

wringing her hands, to the litter, which they both entered. It was

then raised by the men who surrounded it, and speedily carried

towards the city, and before it had proceeded very far, the

darkness concealed it from the view of the Dutch coachman. In the

inside of the vehicle he found a purse, whose contents more than

thrice paid the hire of the carriage and man. He saw and could tell

nothing more of Minheer Vanderhausen and his beautiful lady.


This mystery was a source of profound anxiety and even grief to

Gerard Douw. There was evidently fraud in the dealing of

Vanderhausen with him, though for what purpose committed he could

not imagine. He greatly doubted how far it was possible for a man

possessing such a countenance to be anything but a villain, and

every day that passed without his hearing from or of his niece,

instead of inducing him to forget his fears, on the contrary tended

more and more to aggravate them. The loss of her cheerful society

tended also to depress his spirits; and in order to dispel the

gloom, which often crept upon his mind after his daily occupations

were over, he was wont frequently to ask Schalken to accompany him

home, and share his otherwise solitary supper.


One evening, the painter and his pupil were sitting by the fire,

having accomplished a comfortable meal, and had yielded to the

silent and delicious melancholy of digestion, when their

ruminations were disturbed by a loud sound at the street door, as

if occasioned by some person rushing and scrambling vehemently

against it. A domestic had run without delay to ascertain the cause

of the disturbance, and they heard him twice or thrice interrogate

the applicant for admission, but without eliciting any other answer

but a sustained reiteration of the sounds. They heard him then open

the hall-door, and immediately there followed a light and rapid

tread on the staircase. Schalken advanced towards the door. It

opened before he reached it, and Rose rushed into the room. She

looked wild, fierce and haggard with terror and exhaustion, but her

dress surprised them as much as even her unexpected appearance. It

consisted of a kind of white woollen wrapper, made close about the

neck, and descending to the very ground. It was much deranged and

travel-soiled. The poor creature had hardly entered the chamber

when she fell senseless on the floor. With some difficulty they

succeeded in reviving her, and on recovering her senses, she

instantly exclaimed, in a tone of terror rather than mere

impatience:——


"Wine! wine! quickly, or I'm lost!"


Astonished and almost scared at the strange agitation in which

the call was made, they at once administered to her wishes, and she

drank some wine with a haste and eagerness which surprised them.

She had hardly swallowed it, when she exclaimed, with the same

urgency:


"Food, for God's sake, food, at once, or I perish."


A considerable fragment of a roast joint was upon the table, and

Schalken immediately began to cut some, but he was anticipated, for

no sooner did she see it than she caught it, a more than mortal

image of famine, and with her hands, and even with her teeth, she

tore off the flesh, and swallowed it. When the paroxysm of hunger

had been a little appeased, she appeared on a sudden overcome with

shame, or it may have been that other more agitating thoughts

overpowered and scared her, for she began to weep bitterly and to

wring her hands.


"Oh, send for a minister of God," said she; "I am not safe till

he comes; send for him speedily."


Gerard Douw despatched a messenger instantly, and prevailed on

his niece to allow him to surrender his bed chamber to her use. He

also persuaded her to retire to it at once to rest; her consent was

extorted upon the condition that they would not leave her for a

moment.


"Oh that the holy man were here," she said; "he can deliver me:

the dead and the living can never be one: God has forbidden

it."


With these mysterious words she surrendered herself to their

guidance, and they proceeded to the chamber which Gerard Douw had

assigned to her use.


"Do not, do not leave me for a moment," said she; "I am lost for

ever if you do."


Gerard Douw's chamber was approached through a spacious

apartment, which they were now about to enter. He and Schalken each

carried a candle, so that a sufficiency of light was cast upon all

surrounding objects. They were now entering the large chamber,

which as I have said, communicated with Douw's apartment, when Rose

suddenly stopped, and, in a whisper which thrilled them both with

horror, she said:——


"Oh, God! he is here! he is here! See, see! there he goes!"


She pointed towards the door of the inner room, and Schalken

thought he saw a shadowy and ill-defined form gliding into that

apartment. He drew his sword, and, raising the candle so as to

throw its light with increased distinctness upon the objects in the

room, he entered the chamber into which the shadow had glided. No

figure was there—nothing but the furniture which belonged to the

room, and yet he could not be deceived as to the fact that

something had moved before them into the chamber. A sickening dread

came upon him, and the cold perspiration broke out in heavy drops

upon his forehead; nor was he more composed, when he heard the

increased urgency and agony of entreaty, with which Rose implored

them not to leave her for a moment.


"I saw him," said she; "he's here. I cannot be deceived; I know

him; he's by me; he is with me; he's in the room. Then, for God's

sake, as you would save me, do not stir from beside me."


They at length prevailed upon her to lie down upon the bed,

where she continued to urge them to stay by her. She frequently

uttered incoherent sentences, repeating, again and again, "the dead

and the living cannot be one: God has forbidden it." And then

again, "Rest to the wakeful—sleep to the sleep-walkers." These and

such mysterious and broken sentences, she continued to utter until

the clergyman arrived. Gerard Douw began to fear, naturally enough,

that terror or ill-treatment, had unsettled the poor girl's

intellect, and he half suspected, by the suddenness of her

appearance, the unseasonableness of the hour, and above all, from

the wildness and terror of her manner, that she had made her escape

from some place of confinement for lunatics, and was in imminent

fear of pursuit. He resolved to summon medical advice as soon as

the mind of his niece had been in some measure set at rest by the

offices of the clergyman whose attendance she had so earnestly

desired; and until this object had been attained, he did not

venture to put any questions to her, which might possibly, by

reviving painful or horrible recollections, increase her agitation.

The clergyman soon arrived—a man of ascetic countenance and

venerable age—one whom Gerard Douw respected very much, forasmuch

as he was a veteran polemic, though one perhaps more dreaded as a

combatant than beloved as a Christian—of pure morality, subtle

brain, and frozen heart. He entered the chamber which communicated

with that in which Rose reclined and immediately on his arrival,

she requested him to pray for her, as for one who lay in the hands

of Satan, and who could hope for deliverance only from heaven.


That you may distinctly understand all the circumstances of the

event which I am going to describe, it is necessary to state the

relative position of the parties who were engaged in it. The old

clergyman and Schalken were in the anteroom of which I have already

spoken; Rose lay in the inner chamber, the door of which was open;

and by the side of the bed, at her urgent desire, stood her

guardian; a candle burned in the bedchamber, and three were lighted

in the outer apartment. The old man now cleared his voice as if

about to commence, but before he had time to begin, a sudden gust

of air blew out the candle which served to illuminate the room in

which the poor girl lay, and she, with hurried alarm,

exclaimed:——


"Godfrey, bring in another candle; the darkness is unsafe."


Gerard Douw forgetting for the moment her repeated injunctions,

in the immediate impulse, stepped from the bedchamber into the

other, in order to supply what she desired.


"Oh God! do not go, dear uncle," shrieked the unhappy girl—and

at the same time she sprung from the bed, and darted after him, in

order, by her grasp, to detain him. But the warning came too late,

for scarcely had he passed the threshold, and hardly had his niece

had time to utter the startling exclamation, when the door which

divided the two rooms closed violently after him, as if swung by a

strong blast of wind. Schalken and he both rushed to the door, but

their united and desperate efforts could not avail so much as to

shake it. Shriek after shriek burst from the inner chamber, with

all the piercing loudness of despairing terror. Schalken and Douw

applied every nerve to force open the door; but all in vain. There

was no sound of struggling from within, but the screams seemed to

increase in loudness, and at the same time they heard the bolts of

the latticed window withdrawn, and the window itself grated upon

the sill as if thrown open. One last shriek, so long and

piercing and agonized as to be scarcely human, swelled from the

room, and suddenly there followed a death-like silence. A light

step was heard crossing the floor, as if from the bed to the

window; and almost at the same instant the door gave way, and,

yielding to the pressure of the external applicants, nearly

precipitated them into the room. It was empty. The window was open,

and Schalken sprung to a chair and gazed out upon the street and

canal below. He saw no form, but he saw, or thought he saw, the

waters of the broad canal beneath settling ring after ring in heavy

circles, as if a moment before disturbed by the submission of some

ponderous body.


No trace of Rose was ever after found, nor was anything certain

respecting her mysterious wooer discovered or even suspected—no

clue whereby to trace the intricacies of the labyrinth and to

arrive at its solution, presented itself. But an incident occurred,

which, though it will not be received by our rational readers in

lieu of evidence, produced nevertheless a strong and a lasting

impression upon the mind of Schalken. Many years after the events

which we have detailed, Schalken, then residing far away received

an intimation of his father's death, and of his intended burial

upon a fixed day in the church of Rotterdam. It was necessary that

a very considerable journey should be performed by the funeral

procession, which as it will be readily believed, was not very

numerously attended. Schalken with difficulty arrived in Rotterdam

late in the day upon which the funeral was appointed to take place.

It had not then arrived. Evening closed in, and still it did not

appear.


Schalken strolled down to the church; he found it open; notice

of the arrival of the funeral had been given, and the vault in

which the body was to be laid had been opened. The sexton, on

seeing a well-dressed gentleman, whose object was to attend the

expected obsequies, pacing the aisle of the church, hospitably

invited him to share with him the comforts of a blazing fire,

which, as was his custom in winter time upon such occasions, he had

kindled in the hearth of a chamber in which he was accustomed to

await the arrival of such grisly guests and which communicated, by

a flight of steps, with the vault below. In this chamber, Schalken

and his entertainer seated themselves; and the sexton, after some

fruitless attempts to engage his guest in conversation, was obliged

to apply himself to his tobacco-pipe and can, to solace his

solitude. In spite of his grief and cares, the fatigues of a rapid

journey of nearly forty hours gradually overcame the mind and body

of Godfrey Schalken, and he sank into a deep sleep, from which he

awakened by someone's shaking him gently by the shoulder. He first

thought that the old sexton had called him, but he was no

longer in the room. He roused himself, and as soon as he could

clearly see what was around him, he perceived a female form,

clothed in a kind of light robe of white, part of which was so

disposed as to form a veil, and in her hand she carried a lamp. She

was moving rather away from him, in the direction of the flight of

steps which conducted towards the vaults. Schalken felt a vague

alarm at the sight of this figure and at the same time an

irresistible impulse to follow its guidance. He followed it towards

the vaults, but when it reached the head of the stairs, he paused;

the figure paused also, and, turning gently round, displayed, by

the light of the lamp it carried, the face and features of his

first love, Rose Velderkaust. There was nothing horrible, or even

sad, in the countenance. On the contrary, it wore the same arch

smile which used to enchant the artist long before in his happy

days. A feeling of awe and interest, too intense to be resisted,

prompted him to follow the spectre, if spectre it were. She

descended the stairs—he followed—and turning to the left, through a

narrow passage, she led him, to his infinite surprise, into what

appeared to be an old-fashioned Dutch apartment, such as the

pictures of Gerard Douw have served to immortalize. Abundance of

costly antique furniture was disposed about the room, and in one

corner stood a four-post bed, with heavy black cloth curtains

around it; the figure frequently turned towards him with the same

arch smile; and when she came to the side of the bed, she drew the

curtains, and, by the light of the lamp, which she held towards its

contents, she disclosed to the horror-stricken painter, sitting

bolt upright in the bed, the livid and demoniac form of

Vanderhausen. Schalken had hardly seen him, when he fell senseless

upon the floor, where he lay until discovered, on the next morning,

by persons employed in closing the passages into the vaults. He was

lying in a cell of considerable size, which had not been disturbed

for a long time, and he had fallen beside a large coffin, which was

supported upon small pillars, a security against the attacks of

vermin.


To his dying day Schalken was satisfied of the reality of the

vision which he had witnessed, and he has left behind him a curious

evidence of the impression which it wrought upon his fancy, in a

painting executed shortly after the event I have narrated, and

which is valuable as exhibiting not only the peculiarities which

have made Schalken's pictures sought after, but even more so as

presenting a portrait of his early love, Rose Velderkaust, whose

mysterious fate must always remain matter of speculation.
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It is not worth telling, this story of mine—at least, not worth

writing. Told, indeed, as I have sometimes been called upon to tell

it, to a circle of intelligent and eager faces, lighted up by a

good after-dinner fire on a winter's evening, with a cold wind

rising and wailing outside, and all snug and cosy within, it has

gone off—though I say it, who should not—indifferent well. But it

is a venture to do as you would have me. Pen, ink, and paper are

cold vehicles for the marvellous, and a "reader" decidedly a more

critical animal than a "listener." If, however, you can induce your

friends to read it after nightfall, and when the fireside talk has

run for a while on thrilling tales of shapeless terror; in short,

if you will secure me the mollia tempora fandi, I will go

to my work, and say my say, with better heart. Well, then, these

conditions presupposed, I shall waste no more words, but tell you

simply how it all happened.


My cousin (Tom Ludlow) and I studied medicine together. I think

he would have succeeded, had he stuck to the profession; but he

preferred the Church, poor fellow, and died early, a sacrifice to

contagion, contracted in the noble discharge of his duties. For my

present purpose, I say enough of his character when I mention that

he was of a sedate but frank and cheerful nature; very exact in his

observance of truth, and not by any means like myself—of an

excitable or nervous temperament.


My Uncle Ludlow—Tom's father—while we were attending lectures,

purchased three or four old houses in Aungier Street, one of which

was unoccupied. He resided in the country, and Tom

proposed that we should take up our abode in the untenanted house,

so long as it should continue unlet; a move which would accomplish

the double end of settling us nearer alike to our lecture-rooms and

to our amusements, and of relieving us from the weekly charge of

rent for our lodgings.


Our furniture was very scant—our whole equipage remarkably

modest and primitive; and, in short, our arrangements pretty nearly

as simple as those of a bivouac. Our new plan was, therefore,

executed almost as soon as conceived. The front drawing-room was

our sitting-room. I had the bedroom over it, and Tom the back

bedroom on the same floor, which nothing could have induced me to

occupy.


The house, to begin with, was a very old one. It had been, I

believe, newly fronted about fifty years before; but with this

exception, it had nothing modern about it. The agent who bought it

and looked into the titles for my uncle, told me that it was sold,

along with much other forfeited property, at Chichester House, I

think, in 1702; and had belonged to Sir Thomas Hacket, who was Lord

Mayor of Dublin in James II.'s time. How old it was then,

I can't say; but, at all events, it had seen years and changes

enough to have contracted all that mysterious and saddened air, at

once exciting and depressing, which belongs to most old

mansions.


There had been very little done in the way of modernising

details; and, perhaps, it was better so; for there was something

queer and by-gone in the very walls and ceilings—in the shape of

doors and windows—in the odd diagonal site of the chimney-pieces—in

the beams and ponderous cornices—not to mention the singular

solidity of all the woodwork, from the banisters to the

window-frames, which hopelessly defied disguise, and would have

emphatically proclaimed their antiquity through any conceivable

amount of modern finery and varnish.


An effort had, indeed, been made, to the extent of papering the

drawing-rooms; but somehow, the paper looked raw and out of

keeping; and the old woman, who kept a little dirt-pie of a shop in

the lane, and whose daughter—a girl of two and fifty—was our

solitary handmaid, coming in at sunrise, and chastely receding

again as soon as she had made all ready for tea in our state

apartment;—this woman, I say, remembered it, when old Judge

Horrocks (who, having earned the reputation of a particularly

"hanging judge," ended by hanging himself, as the coroner's jury

found, under an impulse of "temporary insanity," with a child's

skipping-rope, over the massive old bannisters) resided there,

entertaining good company, with fine venison and rare old port. In

those halcyon days, the drawing-rooms were hung with gilded

leather, and, I dare say, cut a good figure, for they were really

spacious rooms.


The bedrooms were wainscoted, but the front one was not gloomy;

and in it the cosiness of antiquity quite overcame its sombre

associations. But the back bedroom, with its two queerly-placed

melancholy windows, staring vacantly at the foot of the bed, and

with the shadowy recess to be found in most old houses in Dublin,

like a large ghostly closet, which, from congeniality of

temperament, had amalgamated with the bedchamber, and dissolved the

partition. At night-time, this "alcove"—as our "maid" was wont to

call it—had, in my eyes, a specially sinister and suggestive

character. Tom's distant and solitary candle glimmered vainly into

its darkness. There it was always overlooking him—always

itself impenetrable. But this was only part of the effect. The

whole room was, I can't tell how, repulsive to me. There was, I

suppose, in its proportions and features, a latent discord—a

certain mysterious and indescribable relation, which jarred

indistinctly upon some secret sense of the fitting and the safe,

and raised indefinable suspicions and apprehensions of the

imagination. On the whole, as I began by saying, nothing could have

induced me to pass a night alone in it.


I had never pretended to conceal from poor Tom my superstitious

weakness; and he, on the other hand, most unaffectedly ridiculed my

tremors. The sceptic was, however, destined to receive a lesson, as

you shall hear.


We had not been very long in occupation of our respective

dormitories, when I began to complain of uneasy nights and

disturbed sleep. I was, I suppose, the more impatient under this

annoyance, as I was usually a sound sleeper, and by no means prone

to nightmares. It was now, however, my destiny, instead of enjoying

my customary repose, every night to "sup full of horrors." After a

preliminary course of disagreeable and frightful dreams, my

troubles took a definite form, and the same vision, without an

appreciable variation in a single detail, visited me at least (on

an average) every second night in the week.


Now, this dream, nightmare, or infernal illusion—which you

please—of which I was the miserable sport, was on this wise:——


I saw, or thought I saw, with the most abominable distinctness,

although at the time in profound darkness, every article of

furniture and accidental arrangement of the chamber in which I lay.

This, as you know, is incidental to ordinary nightmare. Well, while

in this clairvoyant condition, which seemed but the lighting up of

the theatre in which was to be exhibited the monotonous tableau of

horror, which made my nights insupportable, my attention invariably

became, I know not why, fixed upon the windows opposite the foot of

my bed; and, uniformly with the same effect, a sense of dreadful

anticipation always took slow but sure possession of me. I became

somehow conscious of a sort of horrid but undefined preparation

going forward in some unknown quarter, and by some unknown agency,

for my torment; and, after an interval, which always seemed to me

of the same length, a picture suddenly flew up to the window, where

it remained fixed, as if by an electrical attraction, and my

discipline of horror then commenced, to last perhaps for hours. The

picture thus mysteriously glued to the window-panes, was the

portrait of an old man, in a crimson flowered silk dressing-gown,

the folds of which I could now describe, with a countenance

embodying a strange mixture of intellect, sensuality, and power,

but withal sinister and full of malignant omen. His nose was

hooked, like the beak of a vulture; his eyes large, grey, and

prominent, and lighted up with a more than mortal cruelty and

coldness. These features were surmounted by a crimson velvet cap,

the hair that peeped from under which was white with age, while the

eyebrows retained their original blackness. Well I remember every

line, hue, and shadow of that stony countenance, and well I may!

The gaze of this hellish visage was fixed upon me, and mine

returned it with the inexplicable fascination of nightmare, for

what appeared to me to be hours of agony. At last——


The cock he crew, away then flew


the fiend who had enslaved me through the awful watches of the

night; and, harassed and nervous, I rose to the duties of the

day.


I had—I can't say exactly why, but it may have been from the

exquisite anguish and profound impressions of unearthly horror,

with which this strange phantasmagoria was associated—an

insurmountable antipathy to describing the exact nature of my

nightly troubles to my friend and comrade. Generally, however, I

told him that I was haunted by abominable dreams; and, true to the

imputed materialism of medicine, we put our heads together to

dispel my horrors, not by exorcism, but by a tonic.


I will do this tonic justice, and frankly admit that the

accursed portrait began to intermit its visits under its influence.

What of that? Was this singular apparition—as full of character as

of terror—therefore the creature of my fancy, or the invention of

my poor stomach? Was it, in short, subjective (to borrow

the technical slang of the day) and not the palpable aggression and

intrusion of an external agent? That, good friend, as we will both

admit, by no means follows. The evil spirit, who enthralled my

senses in the shape of that portrait, may have been just as near

me, just as energetic, just as malignant, though I saw him not.

What means the whole moral code of revealed religion regarding the

due keeping of our own bodies, soberness, temperance, etc.? here is

an obvious connexion between the material and the invisible; the

healthy tone of the system, and its unimpaired energy, may, for

aught we can tell, guard us against influences which would

otherwise render life itself terrific. The mesmerist and the

electro-biologist will fail upon an average with nine patients out

of ten—so may the evil spirit. Special conditions of the corporeal

system are indispensable to the production of certain spiritual

phenomena. The operation succeeds sometimes—sometimes fails—that is

all.


I found afterwards that my would-be sceptical companion had his

troubles too. But of these I knew nothing yet. One night, for a

wonder, I was sleeping soundly, when I was roused by a step on the

lobby outside my room, followed by the loud clang of what turned

out to be a large brass candlestick, flung with all his force by

poor Tom Ludlow over the banisters, and rattling with a rebound

down the second flight of stairs; and almost concurrently with

this, Tom burst open my door, and bounced into my room backwards,

in a state of extraordinary agitation.


I had jumped out of bed and clutched him by the arm before I had

any distinct idea of my own whereabouts. There we were—in our

shirts—standing before the open door—staring through the great old

banister opposite, at the lobby window, through which the sickly

light of a clouded moon was gleaming.


"What's the matter, Tom? What's the matter with you? What the

devil's the matter with you, Tom?" I demanded shaking him with

nervous impatience.


He took a long breath before he answered me, and then it was not

very coherently.


"It's nothing, nothing at all—did I speak?—what did I

say?—where's the candle, Richard? It's dark; I—I had a candle!"


"Yes, dark enough," I said; "but what's the matter?—what

is it?—why don't you speak, Tom?—have you lost your

wits?—what is the matter?"


"The matter?—oh, it is all over. It must have been a

dream—nothing at all but a dream—don't you think so? It could not

be anything more than a dream."


"Of course" said I, feeling uncommonly nervous, "it

was a dream."


"I thought," he said, "there was a man in my room, and—and I

jumped out of bed; and—and—where's the candle?"


"In your room, most likely," I said, "shall I go and bring

it?"


"No; stay here—don't go; it's no matter—don't, I tell you; it

was all a dream. Bolt the door, Dick; I'll stay here with you—I

feel nervous. So, Dick, like a good fellow, light your candle and

open the window—I am in a shocking state."


I did as he asked me, and robing himself like Granuaile in one

of my blankets, he seated himself close beside my bed.


Every body knows how contagious is fear of all sorts, but more

especially that particular kind of fear under which poor Tom was at

that moment labouring. I would not have heard, nor I believe would

he have recapitulated, just at that moment, for half the world, the

details of the hideous vision which had so unmanned him.


"Don't mind telling me anything about your nonsensical dream,

Tom," said I, affecting contempt, really in a panic; "let us talk

about something else; but it is quite plain that this dirty old

house disagrees with us both, and hang me if I stay here any

longer, to be pestered with indigestion and—and—bad nights, so we

may as well look out for lodgings—don't you think so?—at once."


Tom agreed, and, after an interval, said——


"I have been thinking, Richard, that it is a long time since I

saw my father, and I have made up my mind to go down to-morrow and

return in a day or two, and you can take rooms for us in the

meantime."


I fancied that this resolution, obviously the result of the

vision which had so profoundly scared him, would probably vanish

next morning with the damps and shadows of night. But I was

mistaken. Off went Tom at peep of day to the country, having agreed

that so soon as I had secured suitable lodgings, I was to recall

him by letter from his visit to my Uncle Ludlow.


Now, anxious as I was to change my quarters, it so happened,

owing to a series of petty procrastinations and accidents, that

nearly a week elapsed before my bargain was made and my letter of

recall on the wing to Tom; and, in the meantime, a trifling

adventure or two had occurred to your humble servant, which, absurd

as they now appear, diminished by distance, did certainly at the

time serve to whet my appetite for change considerably.


A night or two after the departure of my comrade, I was sitting

by my bedroom fire, the door locked, and the ingredients of a

tumbler of hot whisky-punch upon the crazy spider-table; for, as

the best mode of keeping the


Black spirits and white,


Blue spirits and grey,


with which I was environed, at bay, I had adopted the practice

recommended by the wisdom of my ancestors, and "kept my spirits up

by pouring spirits down." I had thrown aside my volume of Anatomy,

and was treating myself by way of a tonic, preparatory to my punch

and bed, to half-a-dozen pages of the Spectator, when I

heard a step on the flight of stairs descending from the attics. It

was two o'clock, and the streets were as silent as a churchyard—the

sounds were, therefore, perfectly distinct. There was a slow, heavy

tread, characterised by the emphasis and deliberation of age,

descending by the narrow staircase from above; and, what made the

sound more singular, it was plain that the feet which produced it

were perfectly bare, measuring the descent with something between a

pound and a flop, very ugly to hear.


I knew quite well that my attendant had gone away many hours

before, and that nobody but myself had any business in the house.

It was quite plain also that the person who was coming down stairs

had no intention whatever of concealing his movements; but, on the

contrary, appeared disposed to make even more noise, and proceed

more deliberately, than was at all necessary. When the step reached

the foot of the stairs outside my room, it seemed to stop; and I

expected every moment to see my door open spontaneously, and give

admission to the original of my detested portrait. I was, however,

relieved in a few seconds by hearing the descent renewed, just in

the same manner, upon the staircase leading down to the

drawing-rooms, and thence, after another pause, down the next

flight, and so on to the hall, whence I heard no more.


Now, by the time the sound had ceased, I was wound up, as they

say, to a very unpleasant pitch of excitement. I listened, but

there was not a stir. I screwed up my courage to a decisive

experiment—opened my door, and in a stentorian voice bawled over

the banisters, "Who's there?" There was no answer but the ringing

of my own voice through the empty old house,—no renewal of the

movement; nothing, in short, to give my unpleasant sensations a

definite direction. There is, I think, something most disagreeably

disenchanting in the sound of one's own voice under such

circumstances, exerted in solitude, and in vain. It redoubled my

sense of isolation, and my misgivings increased on perceiving that

the door, which I certainly thought I had left open, was closed

behind me; in a vague alarm, lest my retreat should be cut off, I

got again into my room as quickly as I could, where I remained in a

state of imaginary blockade, and very uncomfortable indeed, till

morning.


Next night brought no return of my barefooted fellow-lodger; but

the night following, being in my bed, and in the dark—somewhere, I

suppose, about the same hour as before, I distinctly heard the old

fellow again descending from the garrets.


This time I had had my punch, and the morale of the

garrison was consequently excellent. I jumped out of bed, clutched

the poker as I passed the expiring fire, and in a moment was upon

the lobby. The sound had ceased by this time—the dark and chill

were discouraging; and, guess my horror, when I saw, or thought I

saw, a black monster, whether in the shape of a man or a bear I

could not say, standing, with its back to the wall, on the lobby,

facing me, with a pair of great greenish eyes shining dimly out.

Now, I must be frank, and confess that the cupboard which displayed

our plates and cups stood just there, though at the moment I did

not recollect it. At the same time I must honestly say, that making

every allowance for an excited imagination, I never could satisfy

myself that I was made the dupe of my own fancy in this matter; for

this apparition, after one or two shiftings of shape, as if in the

act of incipient transformation, began, as it seemed on second

thoughts, to advance upon me in its original form. From an instinct

of terror rather than of courage, I hurled the poker, with all my

force, at its head; and to the music of a horrid crash made my way

into my room, and double-locked the door. Then, in a minute more, I

heard the horrid bare feet walk down the stairs, till the sound

ceased in the hall, as on the former occasion.


If the apparition of the night before was an ocular delusion of

my fancy sporting with the dark outlines of our cupboard, and if

its horrid eyes were nothing but a pair of inverted teacups, I had,

at all events, the satisfaction of having launched the poker with

admirable effect, and in true "fancy" phrase, "knocked its two

daylights into one," as the commingled fragments of my tea-service

testified. I did my best to gather comfort and courage from these

evidences; but it would not do. And then what could I say of those

horrid bare feet, and the regular tramp, tramp, tramp, which

measured the distance of the entire staircase through the solitude

of my haunted dwelling, and at an hour when no good influence was

stirring? Confound it!—the whole affair was abominable. I was out

of spirits, and dreaded the approach of night.


It came, ushered ominously in with a thunder-storm and dull

torrents of depressing rain. Earlier than usual the streets grew

silent; and by twelve o'clock nothing but the comfortless pattering

of the rain was to be heard.


I made myself as snug as I could. I lighted two candles

instead of one. I forswore bed, and held myself in readiness for a

sally, candle in hand; for, coûte qui coûte, I was

resolved to see the being, if visible at all, who troubled

the nightly stillness of my mansion. I was fidgetty and nervous and

tried in vain to interest myself with my books. I walked up and

down my room, whistling in turn martial and hilarious music, and

listening ever and anon for the dreaded noise. I sate down and

stared at the square label on the solemn and reserved-looking black

bottle, until "FLANAGAN & CO'S BEST OLD MALT WHISKY" grew into

a sort of subdued accompaniment to all the fantastic and horrible

speculations which chased one another through my brain.


Silence, meanwhile, grew more silent, and darkness darker. I

listened in vain for the rumble of a vehicle, or the dull clamour

of a distant row. There was nothing but the sound of a rising wind,

which had succeeded the thunder-storm that had travelled over the

Dublin mountains quite out of hearing. In the middle of this great

city I began to feel myself alone with nature, and Heaven knows

what beside. My courage was ebbing. Punch, however, which makes

beasts of so many, made a man of me again—just in time to hear with

tolerable nerve and firmness the lumpy, flabby, naked feet

deliberately descending the stairs again.


I took a candle, not without a tremour. As I crossed the floor I

tried to extemporise a prayer, but stopped short to listen, and

never finished it. The steps continued. I confess I hesitated for

some seconds at the door before I took heart of grace and opened

it. When I peeped out the lobby was perfectly empty—there was no

monster standing on the staircase; and as the detested sound

ceased, I was reassured enough to venture forward nearly to the

banisters. Horror of horrors! within a stair or two beneath the

spot where I stood the unearthly tread smote the floor. My eye

caught something in motion; it was about the size of Goliah's

foot—it was grey, heavy, and flapped with a dead weight from one

step to another. As I am alive, it was the most monstrous grey rat

I ever beheld or imagined.


Shakespeare says—"Some men there are cannot abide a gaping pig,

and some that are mad if they behold a cat." I went well-nigh out

of my wits when I beheld this rat; for, laugh at me as you

may, it fixed upon me, I thought, a perfectly human expression of

malice; and, as it shuffled about and looked up into my face almost

from between my feet, I saw, I could swear it—I felt it then, and

know it now, the infernal gaze and the accursed countenance of my

old friend in the portrait, transfused into the visage of the

bloated vermin before me.


I bounced into my room again with a feeling of loathing and

horror I cannot describe, and locked and bolted my door as if a

lion had been at the other side. D—n him or it; curse the

portrait and its original! I felt in my soul that the rat—yes, the

rat, the RAT I had just seen, was that evil being in

masquerade, and rambling through the house upon some infernal night

lark.


Next morning I was early trudging through the miry streets; and,

among other transactions, posted a peremptory note recalling Tom.

On my return, however, I found a note from my absent "chum,"

announcing his intended return next day. I was doubly rejoiced at

this, because I had succeeded in getting rooms; and because the

change of scene and return of my comrade were rendered specially

pleasant by the last night's half ridiculous half horrible

adventure.


I slept extemporaneously in my new quarters in Digges' Street

that night, and next morning returned for breakfast to the haunted

mansion, where I was certain Tom would call immediately on his

arrival.


I was quite right—he came; and almost his first question

referred to the primary object of our change of residence.


"Thank God," he said with genuine fervour, on hearing that all

was arranged. "On your account I am delighted. As to

myself, I assure you that no earthly consideration could have

induced me ever again to pass a night in this disastrous old

house."


"Confound the house!" I ejaculated, with a genuine mixture of

fear and detestation, "we have not had a pleasant hour since we

came to live here"; and so I went on, and related incidentally my

adventure with the plethoric old rat.


"Well, if that were all," said my cousin, affecting to

make light of the matter, "I don't think I should have minded it

very much."


"Ay, but its eye—its countenance, my dear Tom," urged I; "if you

had seen that, you would have felt it might be

anything but what it seemed."


"I inclined to think the best conjurer in such a case would be

an able-bodied cat," he said, with a provoking chuckle.


"But let us hear your own adventure," I said tartly.


At this challenge he looked uneasily round him. I had poked up a

very unpleasant recollection.


"You shall hear it, Dick; I'll tell it to you," he said. "Begad,

sir, I should feel quite queer, though, telling it here,

though we are too strong a body for ghosts to meddle with just

now."


Though he spoke this like a joke, I think it was serious

calculation. Our Hebe was in a corner of the room, packing our

cracked delft tea and dinner-services in a basket. She soon

suspended operations, and with mouth and eyes wide open became an

absorbed listener. Tom's experiences were told nearly in these

words:——


"I saw it three times, Dick—three distinct times; and I am

perfectly certain it meant me some infernal harm. I was, I say, in

danger—in extreme danger; for, if nothing else had

happened, my reason would most certainly have failed me, unless I

had escaped so soon. Thank God. I did escape.


"The first night of this hateful disturbance, I was lying in the

attitude of sleep, in that lumbering old bed. I hate to think of

it. I was really wide awake, though I had put out my candle, and

was lying as quietly as if I had been asleep; and although

accidentally restless, my thoughts were running in a cheerful and

agreeable channel.


"I think it must have been two o'clock at least when I thought I

heard a sound in that—that odious dark recess at the far end of the

bedroom. It was as if someone was drawing a piece of cord slowly

along the floor, lifting it up, and dropping it softly down again

in coils. I sate up once or twice in my bed, but could see nothing,

so I concluded it must be mice in the wainscot. I felt no emotion

graver than curiosity, and after a few minutes ceased to observe

it.


"While lying in this state, strange to say; without at first a

suspicion of anything supernatural, on a sudden I saw an old man,

rather stout and square, in a sort of roan-red dressing-gown, and

with a black cap on his head, moving stiffly and slowly in a

diagonal direction, from the recess, across the floor of the

bedroom, passing my bed at the foot, and entering the lumber-closet

at the left. He had something under his arm; his head hung a little

at one side; and, merciful God! when I saw his face."


Tom stopped for a while, and then said——


"That awful countenance, which living or dying I never can

forget, disclosed what he was. Without turning to the right or

left, he passed beside me, and entered the closet by the bed's

head.


"While this fearful and indescribable type of death and guilt

was passing, I felt that I had no more power to speak or stir than

if I had been myself a corpse. For hours after it had disappeared,

I was too terrified and weak to move. As soon as daylight came, I

took courage, and examined the room, and especially the course

which the frightful intruder had seemed to take, but there was not

a vestige to indicate anybody's having passed there; no sign of any

disturbing agency visible among the lumber that strewed the floor

of the closet.


"I now began to recover a little. I was fagged and exhausted,

and at last, overpowered by a feverish sleep. I came down late; and

finding you out of spirits, on account of your dreams about the

portrait, whose original I am now certain disclosed

himself to me, I did not care to talk about the infernal vision. In

fact, I was trying to persuade myself that the whole thing was an

illusion, and I did not like to revive in their intensity the hated

impressions of the past night—or to risk the constancy of my

scepticism, by recounting the tale of my sufferings.


"It required some nerve, I can tell you, to go to my haunted

chamber next night, and lie down quietly in the same bed,"

continued Tom. "I did so with a degree of trepidation, which, I am

not ashamed to say, a very little matter would have sufficed to

stimulate to downright panic. This night, however, passed off

quietly enough, as also the next; and so too did two or three more.

I grew more confident, and began to fancy that I believed in the

theories of spectral illusions, with which I had at first vainly

tried to impose upon my convictions.


"The apparition had been, indeed, altogether anomalous. It had

crossed the room without any recognition of my presence: I had not

disturbed it, and it had no mission to

me. What, then, was the imaginable use of its crossing the

room in a visible shape at all? Of course it might have

been in the closet instead of going there, as

easily as it introduced itself into the recess without entering the

chamber in a shape discernible by the senses. Besides, how the

deuce had I seen it? It was a dark night; I had no candle;

there was no fire; and yet I saw it as distinctly, in colouring and

outline, as ever I beheld human form! A cataleptic dream would

explain it all; and I was determined that a dream it should be.


"One of the most remarkable phenomena connected with the

practice of mendacity is the vast number of deliberate lies we tell

ourselves, whom, of all persons, we can least expect to deceive. In

all this, I need hardly tell you, Dick, I was simply lying to

myself, and did not believe one word of the wretched humbug. Yet I

went on, as men will do, like persevering charlatans and impostors,

who tire people into credulity by the mere force of reiteration; so

I hoped to win myself over at last to a comfortable scepticism

about the ghost.


"He had not appeared a second time—that certainly was a comfort;

and what, after all, did I care for him, and his queer old toggery

and strange looks? Not a fig! I was nothing the worse for having

seen him, and a good story the better. So I tumbled into bed, put

out my candle, and, cheered by a loud drunken quarrel in the back

lane, went fast asleep.


"From this deep slumber I awoke with a start. I knew I had had a

horrible dream; but what it was I could not remember. My heart was

thumping furiously; I felt bewildered and feverish; I sate up in

the bed and looked about the room. A broad flood of moonlight came

in through the curtainless window; everything was as I had last

seen it; and though the domestic squabble in the back lane was,

unhappily for me, allayed, I yet could hear a pleasant fellow

singing, on his way home, the then popular comic ditty called,

'Murphy Delany.' Taking advantage of this diversion I lay down

again, with my face towards the fireplace, and closing my eyes, did

my best to think of nothing else but the song, which was every

moment growing fainter in the distance:——


"'Twas Murphy Delany, so funny and frisky,


Stept into a shebeen shop to get his skin full;


He reeled out again pretty well lined with whiskey,


As fresh as a shamrock, as blind as a bull.


"The singer, whose condition I dare say resembled that of his

hero, was soon too far off to regale my ears any more; and as his

music died away, I myself sank into a doze, neither sound nor

refreshing. Somehow the song had got into my head, and I went

meandering on through the adventures of my respectable

fellow-countryman, who, on emerging from the 'shebeen shop,' fell

into a river, from which he was fished up to be 'sat upon' by a

coroner's jury, who having learned from a 'horse-doctor' that he

was 'dead as a door-nail, so there was an end,' returned their

verdict accordingly, just as he returned to his senses, when an

angry altercation and a pitched battle between the body and the

coroner winds up the lay with due spirit and pleasantry.


"Through this ballad I continued with a weary monotony to plod,

down to the very last line, and then da capo, and so on,

in my uncomfortable half-sleep, for how long, I can't conjecture. I

found myself at last, however, muttering, 'dead as a

door-nail, so there was an end'; and something like another voice

within me, seemed to say, very faintly, but sharply, 'dead! dead!

dead! and may the Lord have mercy on your soul!' and

instantaneously I was wide awake, and staring right before me from

the pillow.


"Now—will you believe it, Dick?—I saw the same accursed figure

standing full front, and gazing at me with its stony and fiendish

countenance, not two yards from the bedside."


Tom stopped here, and wiped the perspiration from his face. I

felt very queer. The girl was as pale as Tom; and, assembled as we

were in the very scene of these adventures, we were all, I dare

say, equally grateful for the clear daylight and the resuming

bustle out of doors.


"For about three seconds only I saw it plainly; then it grew

indistinct; but, for a long time, there was something like a column

of dark vapour where it had been standing, between me and the wall;

and I felt sure that he was still there. After a good while, this

appearance went too. I took my clothes downstairs to the hall, and

dressed there, with the door half open; then went out into the

street, and walked about the town till morning, when I came back,

in a miserable state of nervousness and exhaustion. I was such a

fool, Dick, as to be ashamed to tell you how I came to be so upset.

I thought you would laugh at me; especially as I had always talked

philosophy, and treated your ghosts with contempt. I

concluded you would give me no quarter; and so kept my tale of

horror to myself.


"Now, Dick, you will hardly believe me, when I assure you, that

for many nights after this last experience, I did not go to my room

at all. I used to sit up for a while in the drawing-room after you

had gone up to your bed; and then steal down softly to the

hall-door, let myself out, and sit in the 'Robin Hood' tavern until

the last guest went off; and then I got through the night like a

sentry, pacing the streets till morning.


"For more than a week I never slept in bed. I sometimes had a

snooze on a form in the 'Robin Hood,' and sometimes a nap in a

chair during the day; but regular sleep I had absolutely none.


"I was quite resolved that we should get into another house; but

I could not bring myself to tell you the reason, and I somehow put

it off from day to day, although my life was, during every hour of

this procrastination, rendered as miserable as that of a felon with

the constables on his track. I was growing absolutely ill from this

wretched mode of life.


"One afternoon I determined to enjoy an hour's sleep upon your

bed. I hated mine; so that I had never, except in a stealthy visit

every day to unmake it, lest Martha should discover the secret of

my nightly absence, entered the ill-omened chamber.


"As ill-luck would have it, you had locked your bedroom, and

taken away the key. I went into my own to unsettle the bedclothes,

as usual, and give the bed the appearance of having been slept in.

Now, a variety of circumstances concurred to bring about the

dreadful scene through which I was that night to pass. In the first

place, I was literally overpowered with fatigue, and longing for

sleep; in the next place, the effect of this extreme exhaustion

upon my nerves resembled that of a narcotic, and rendered me less

susceptible than, perhaps, I should in any other condition have

been, of the exciting fears which had become habitual to me. Then

again, a little bit of the window was open, a pleasant freshness

pervaded the room, and, to crown all, the cheerful sun of day was

making the room quite pleasant. What was to prevent my enjoying an

hour's nap here? The whole air was resonant with the

cheerful hum of life, and the broad matter-of-fact light of day

filled every corner of the room.


"I yielded—stifling my qualms—to the almost overpowering

temptation; and merely throwing off my coat, and loosening my

cravat, I lay down, limiting myself to half-an-hour's doze

in the unwonted enjoyment of a feather bed, a coverlet, and a

bolster.


"It was horribly insidious; and the demon, no doubt, marked my

infatuated preparations. Dolt that I was, I fancied, with mind and

body worn out for want of sleep, and an arrear of a full week's

rest to my credit, that such measure as half-an-hour's

sleep, in such a situation, was possible. My sleep was death-like,

long, and dreamless.


"Without a start or fearful sensation of any kind, I waked

gently, but completely. It was, as you have good reason to

remember, long past midnight—I believe, about two o'clock. When

sleep has been deep and long enough to satisfy nature thoroughly,

one often wakens in this way, suddenly, tranquilly, and

completely.


"There was a figure seated in that lumbering, old sofa-chair,

near the fireplace. Its back was rather towards me, but I could not

be mistaken; it turned slowly round, and, merciful heavens! there

was the stony face, with its infernal lineaments of malignity and

despair, gloating on me. There was now no doubt as to its

consciousness of my presence, and the hellish malice with which it

was animated, for it arose, and drew close to the bedside. There

was a rope about its neck, and the other end, coiled up, it held

stiffly in its hand.


"My good angel nerved me for this horrible crisis. I remained

for some seconds transfixed by the gaze of this tremendous phantom.

He came close to the bed, and appeared on the point of mounting

upon it. The next instant I was upon the floor at the far side, and

in a moment more was, I don't know how, upon the lobby.


"But the spell was not yet broken; the valley of the shadow of

death was not yet traversed. The abhorred phantom was before me

there; it was standing near the banisters, stooping a little, and

with one end of the rope round its own neck, was poising a noose at

the other, as if to throw over mine; and while engaged in this

baleful pantomime, it wore a smile so sensual, so unspeakably

dreadful, that my senses were nearly overpowered. I saw and

remember nothing more, until I found myself in your room.


"I had a wonderful escape, Dick—there is no disputing

that—an escape for which, while I live, I shall bless the

mercy of heaven. No one can conceive or imagine what it is for

flesh and blood to stand in the presence of such a thing, but one

who has had the terrific experience. Dick, Dick, a shadow has

passed over me—a chill has crossed my blood and marrow, and I will

never be the same again—never, Dick—never!"


Our handmaid, a mature girl of two-and-fifty, as I have said,

stayed her hand, as Tom's story proceeded, and by little and little

drew near to us, with open mouth, and her brows contracted over her

little, beady black eyes, till stealing a glance over her shoulder

now and then, she established herself close behind us. During the

relation, she had made various earnest comments, in an undertone;

but these and her ejaculations, for the sake of brevity and

simplicity, I have omitted in my narration.


"It's often I heard tell of it," she now said, "but I never

believed it rightly till now—though, indeed, why should not I? Does

not my mother, down there in the lane, know quare stories, God

bless us, beyant telling about it? But you ought not to have slept

in the back bedroom. She was loath to let me be going in and out of

that room even in the day time, let alone for any Christian to

spend the night in it; for sure she says it was his own

bedroom."


"Whose own bedroom?" we asked, in a breath.


"Why, his—the ould Judge's—Judge Horrock's, to be sure,

God rest his sowl"; and she looked fearfully round.


"Amen!" I muttered. "But did he die there?"


"Die there! No, not quite there," she said. "Shure, was

not it over the banisters he hung himself, the ould sinner, God be

merciful to us all? and was not it in the alcove they found the

handles of the skipping-rope cut off, and the knife where he was

settling the cord, God bless us, to hang himself with? It was his

housekeeper's daughter owned the rope, my mother often told me, and

the child never throve after, and used to be starting up out of her

sleep, and screeching in the night time, wid dhrames and frights

that cum an her; and they said how it was the speerit of the ould

Judge that was tormentin' her; and she used to be roaring and

yelling out to hould back the big ould fellow with the crooked

neck; and then she'd screech 'Oh, the master! the master! he's

stampin' at me, and beckoning to me! Mother, darling, don't let me

go!' And so the poor crathure died at last, and the docthers said

it was wather on the brain, for it was all they could say."


"How long ago was all this?" I asked.


"Oh, then, how would I know?" she answered. "But it must be a

wondherful long time ago, for the housekeeper was an ould woman,

with a pipe in her mouth, and not a tooth left, and better nor

eighty years ould when my mother was first married; and they said

she was a rale buxom, fine-dressed woman when the ould Judge come

to his end; an', indeed, my mother's not far from eighty years ould

herself this day; and what made it worse for the unnatural ould

villain, God rest his soul, to frighten the little girl out of the

world the way he did, was what was mostly thought and believed by

every one. My mother says how the poor little crathure was his own

child; for he was by all accounts an ould villain every way, an'

the hangin'est judge that ever was known in Ireland's ground."


"From what you said about the danger of sleeping in that

bedroom," said I, "I suppose there were stories about the ghost

having appeared there to others."


"Well, there was things said—quare things, surely," she

answered, as it seemed, with some reluctance. "And why would not

there? Sure was it not up in that same room he slept for more than

twenty years? and was it not in the alcove he got the rope

ready that done his own business at last, the way he done many a

betther man's in his lifetime?—and was not the body lying in the

same bed after death, and put in the coffin there, too, and carried

out to his grave from it in Pether's churchyard, after the coroner

was done? But there was quare stories—my mother has them all—about

how one Nicholas Spaight got into trouble on the head of it."


"And what did they say of this Nicholas Spaight?" I asked.


"Oh, for that matther, it's soon told," she answered.


And she certainly did relate a very strange story, which so

piqued my curiosity, that I took occasion to visit the ancient

lady, her mother, from whom I learned many very curious

particulars. Indeed, I am tempted to tell the tale, but my fingers

are weary, and I must defer it. But if you wish to hear it another

time, I shall do my best.


When we had heard the strange tale I have not told you,

we put one or two further questions to her about the alleged

spectral visitations, to which the house had, ever since the death

of the wicked old Judge, been subjected.


"No one ever had luck in it," she told us. "There was always

cross accidents, sudden deaths, and short times in it. The first

that tuck, it was a family—I forget their name—but at any rate

there was two young ladies and their papa. He was about sixty, and

a stout healthy gentleman as you'd wish to see at that age. Well,

he slept in that unlucky back bedroom; and, God between us an'

harm! sure enough he was found dead one morning, half out of the

bed, with his head as black as a sloe, and swelled like a puddin',

hanging down near the floor. It was a fit, they said. He was as

dead as a mackerel, and so he could not say what it was;

but the ould people was all sure that it was nothing at all but the

ould Judge, God bless us! that frightened him out of his senses and

his life together.


"Some time after there was a rich old maiden lady took the

house. I don't know which room she slept in, but she lived

alone; and at any rate, one morning, the servants going down early

to their work, found her sitting on the passage-stairs, shivering

and talkin' to herself, quite mad; and never a word more could any

of them or her friends get from her ever afterwards but,

'Don't ask me to go, for I promised to wait for him.' They never

made out from her who it was she meant by him, but of

course those that knew all about the ould house were at no loss for

the meaning of all that happened to her.


"Then afterwards, when the house was let out in lodgings, there

was Micky Byrne that took the same room, with his wife and three

little children; and sure I heard Mrs. Byrne myself telling how the

children used to be lifted up in the bed at night, she could not

see by what mains; and how they were starting and screeching every

hour, just all as one as the housekeeper's little girl that died,

till at last one night poor Micky had a dhrop in him, the way he

used now and again; and what do you think in the middle of the

night he thought he heard a noise on the stairs, and being in

liquor, nothing less id do him but out he must go himself to see

what was wrong. Well, after that, all she ever heard of him was

himself sayin', 'Oh, God!' and a tumble that shook the very house;

and there, sure enough, he was lying on the lower stairs, under the

lobby, with his neck smashed double undher him, where he was flung

over the banisters."


Then the handmaiden added——


"I'll go down to the lane, and send up Joe Gavvey to pack up the

rest of the taythings, and bring all the things across to your new

lodgings."


And so we all sallied out together, each of us breathing more

freely, I have no doubt, as we crossed that ill-omened threshold

for the last time.


Now, I may add thus much, in compliance with the immemorial

usage of the realm of fiction, which sees the hero not only through

his adventures, but fairly out of the world. You must have

perceived that what the flesh, blood, and bone hero of romance

proper is to the regular compounder of fiction, this old house of

brick, wood, and mortar is to the humble recorder of this true

tale. I, therefore, relate, as in duty bound, the catastrophe which

ultimately befell it, which was simply this—that about two years

subsequently to my story it was taken by a quack doctor, who called

himself Baron Duhlstoerf, and filled the parlour windows with

bottles of indescribable horrors preserved in brandy, and the

newspapers with the usual grandiloquent and mendacious

advertisements. This gentleman among his virtues did not reckon

sobriety, and one night, being overcome with much wine, he set fire

to his bed curtains, partially burned himself, and totally consumed

the house. It was afterwards rebuilt, and for a time an undertaker

established himself in the premises.


I have now told you my own and Tom's adventures, together with

some valuable collateral particulars; and having acquitted myself

of my engagement, I wish you a very good night, and pleasant

dreams.
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The Old Nurse's Story














You know, my dears, that your mother was an orphan, and an only

child; and I daresay you have heard that your grandfather was a

clergyman up in Westmoreland, where I come from. I was just a girl

in the village school, when, one day, your grandmother came in to

ask the mistress if there was any scholar there who would do for a

nurse-maid; and mighty proud I was, I can tell ye, when the

mistress called me up, and spoke of me being a good girl at my

needle, and a steady, honest girl, and one whose parents were very

respectable, though they might be poor. I thought I should like

nothing better than to serve the pretty young lady, who was

blushing as deep as I was, as she spoke of the coming baby, and

what I should have to do with it. However, I see you don't care so

much for this part of my story, as for what you think is to come,

so I'll tell you at once. I was engaged and settled at the

parsonage before Miss Rosamond (that was the baby, who is now your

mother) was born. To be sure, I had little enough to do with her

when she came, for she was never out of her mother's arms, and

slept by her all night long; and proud enough was I sometimes when

missis trusted her to me. There never was such a baby before or

since, though you've all of you been fine enough in your turns; but

for sweet, winning ways, you've none of you come up to your mother.

She took after her mother, who was a real lady born; a Miss

Furnivall, a grand-daughter of Lord Furnivall's, in Northumberland.

I believe she had neither brother nor sister, and had been brought

up in my lord's family till she had married your grandfather, who

was just a curate, son to a shopkeeper in Carlisle — but a clever,

fine gentleman as ever was — and one who was a right-down hard

worker in his parish, which was very wide, and scattered all abroad

over the Westmoreland Fells. When your mother, little Miss

Rosamond, was about four or five years old, both her parents died

in a fortnight — one after the other. Ah! that was a sad time. My

pretty young mistress and me was looking for another baby, when my

master came home from one of his long rides, wet and tired, and

took the fever he died of; and then she never held up her head

again, but just lived to see her dead baby, and have it laid on her

breast, before she sighed away her life. My mistress had asked me,

on her death-bed, never to leave Miss Rosamond; but if she had

never spoken a word, I would have gone with the little child to the

end of the world.


The next thing, and before we had well stilled our sobs, the

executors and guardians came to settle the affairs. They were my

poor young mistress's own cousin, Lord Furnivall, and Mr.

Esthwaite, my master's brother, a shopkeeper in Manchester; not so

well to do then as he was afterwards, and with a large family

rising about him. Well! I don't know if it were their settling, or

because of a letter my mistress wrote on her death-bed to her

cousin, my lord; but somehow it was settled that Miss Rosamond and

me were to go to Furnivall Manor House, in Northumberland, and my

lord spoke as if it had been her mother's wish that she should live

with his family, and as if he had no objections, for that one or

two more or less could make no difference in so grand a household.

So, though that was not the way in which I should have wished the

coming of my bright and pretty pet to have been looked at — who was

like a sunbeam in any family, be it never so grand — I was well

pleased that all the folks in the Dale should stare and admire,

when they heard I was going to be young lady's maid at my Lord

Furnivall's at Furnivall Manor.


But I made a mistake in thinking we were to go and live where my

lord did. It turned out that the family had left Furnivall Manor

House fifty years or more. I could not hear that my poor young

mistress had never been there, though she had been brought up in

the family; and I was sorry for that, for I should have liked Miss

Rosamond's youth to have passed where her mother's had been.


My lord's gentleman, from whom I asked as many questions as I

durst, said that the Manor House was at the foot of the Cumberland

Fells, and a very grand place; that an old Miss Furnivall, a

great-aunt of my lord's, lived there, with only a few servants; but

that it was a very healthy place, and my lord had thought that it

would suit Miss Rosamond very well for a few years, and that her

being there might perhaps amuse his old aunt.


I was bidden by my lord to have Miss Rosamond's things ready by

a certain day. He was a stern, proud man, as they say all the Lords

Furnivall were; and he never spoke a word more than was necessary.

Folk did say he had loved my young mistress; but that, because she

knew that his father would object, she would never listen to him,

and married Mr. Esthwaite; but I don't know. He never married, at

any rate. But he never took much notice of Miss Rosamond; which I

thought he might have done if he had cared for her dead mother. He

sent his gentleman with us to the Manor House, telling him to join

him at Newcastle that same evening; so there was no great length of

time for him to make us known to all the strangers before he, too,

shook us off; and we were left, two lonely young things (I was not

eighteen) in the great old Manor House. It seems like yesterday

that we drove there. We had left our own dear parsonage very early,

and we had both cried as if our hearts would break, though we were

travelling in my lord's carriage, which I thought so much of once.

And now it was long past noon on a September day, and we stopped to

change horses for the last time at a little smoky town, all full of

colliers and miners. Miss Rosamond had fallen asleep, but Mr. Henry

told me to waken her, that she might see the park and the Manor

House as we drove up. I thought it rather a pity; but I did what he

bade me, for fear he should complain of me to my lord. We had left

all signs of a town, or even a village, and were then inside the

gates of a large wild park — not like the parks here in the south,

but with rocks, and the noise of running water, and gnarled

thorn-trees, and old oaks, all white and peeled with age.


The road went up about two miles, and then we saw a great and

stately house, with many trees close around it, so close that in

some places their branches dragged against the walls when the wind

blew; and some hung broken down; for no one seemed to take much

charge of the place; — to lop the wood, or to keep the moss-covered

carriage-way in order. Only in front of the house all was clear.

The great oval drive was without a weed; and neither tree nor

creeper was allowed to grow over the long, many-windowed front; at

both sides of which a wing protected, which were each the ends of

other side fronts; for the house, although it was so desolate, was

even grander than I expected. Behind it rose the Fells; which

seemed unenclosed and bare enough; and on the left hand of the

house, as you stood facing it, was a little, old-fashioned

flower-garden, as I found out afterwards. A door opened out upon it

from the west front; it had been scooped out of the thick, dark

wood for some old Lady Furnivall; but the branches of the great

forest-trees had grown and overshadowed it again, and there were

very few flowers that would live there at that time.


When we drove up to the great front entrance, and went into the

hall, I thought we would be lost — it was so large, and vast and

grand. There was a chandelier all of bronze, hung down from the

middle of the ceiling; and I had never seen one before, and looked

at it all in amaze. Then, at one end of the hall, was a great

fire-place, as large as the sides of the houses in my country, with

massy andirons and dogs to hold the wood; and by it were heavy,

old-fashioned sofas. At the opposite end of the hall, to the left

as you went in — on the western side — was an organ built into the

wall, and so large that it filled up the best part of that end.

Beyond it, on the same side, was a door; and opposite, on each side

of the fire-place, were also doors leading to the east front; but

those I never went through as long as I stayed in the house, so I

can't tell you what lay beyond.


The afternoon was closing in, and the hall, which had no fire

lighted in it, looked dark and gloomy, but we did not stay there a

moment. The old servant, who had opened the door for us, bowed to

Mr. Henry, and took us in through the door at the further side of

the great organ, and led us through several smaller halls and

passages into the west drawing-room, where he said that Miss

Furnivall was sitting. Poor little Miss Rosamond held very tight to

me, as if she were scared and lost in that great place; and as for

myself, I was not much better. The west drawing-room was very

cheerful-looking, with a warm fire in it, and plenty of good,

comfortable furniture about. Miss Furnivall was an old lady not far

from eighty, I should think, but I do not know. She was thin and

tall, and had a face as full of fine wrinkles as if they had been

drawn all over it with a needle's point. Her eyes were very

watchful, to make up, I suppose, for her being so deaf as to be

obliged to use a trumpet. Sitting with her, working at the same

great piece of tapestry, was Mrs. Stark, her maid and companion,

and almost as old as she was. She had lived with Miss Furnivall

ever since they both were young, and now she seemed more like a

friend than a servant; she looked so cold, and grey, and stony, as

if she had never loved or cared for any one; and I don't suppose

she did care for any one, except her mistress; and, owing to the

great deafness of the latter, Mrs. Stark treated her very much as

if she were a child. Mr. Henry gave some message from my lord, and

then he bowed good-by to us all, — taking no notice of my sweet

little Miss Rosamond's outstretched hand — and left us standing

there, being looked at by the two old ladies through their

spectacles.


I was right glad when they rung for the old footman who had

shown us in at first, and told him to take us to our rooms. So we

went out of that great drawing-room and into another sitting-room,

and out of that, and then up a great flight of stairs, and along a

broad gallery — which was something like a library, having books

all down one side, and windows and writing-tables all down the

other — till we came to our rooms, which I was not sorry to hear

were just over the kitchens; for I began to think I should be lost

in that wilderness of a house. There was an old nursery, that had

been used for all the little lords and ladies long ago, with a

pleasant fire burning in the grate, and the kettle boiling on the

hob, and tea-things spread out on the table; and out of that room

was the night-nursery, with a little crib for Miss Rosamond close

to my bed. And old James called up Dorothy, his wife, to bid us

welcome; and both he and she were so hospitable and kind, that

by-and-by Miss Rosamond and me felt quite at home; and by the time

tea was over, she was sitting on Dorothy's knee, and chattering

away as fast as her little tongue could go. I soon found out that

Dorothy was from Westmoreland, and that bound her and me together,

as it were; and I would never wish to meet with kinder people than

were old James and his wife. James had lived pretty nearly all his

life in my lord's family, and thought there was no one so grand as

they. He even looked down a little on his wife; because, till he

had married her, she had never lived in any but a farmer's

household. But he was very fond of her, as well he might be. They

had one servant under them, to do all the rough work. Agnes they

called her; and she and me, and James and Dorothy, with Miss

Furnivall and Mrs. Stark, made up the family; always remembering my

sweet little Miss Rosamond! I used to wonder what they had done

before she came, they thought so much of her now. Kitchen and

drawing-room, it was all the same. The hard, sad Miss Furnivall,

and the cold Mrs. Stark, looked pleased when she came fluttering in

like a bird, playing and pranking hither and thither, with a

continual murmur, and pretty prattle of gladness. I am sure, they

were sorry many a time when she flitted away into the kitchen,

though they were too proud to ask her to stay with them, and were a

little surprised at her taste; though to be sure, as Mrs. Stark

said, it was not to be wondered at, remembering what stock her

father had come of. The great, old rambling house was a famous

place for little Miss Rosamond. She made expeditions all over it,

with me at her heels; all, except the east wing, which was never

opened, and whither we never thought of going. But in the western

and northern part was many a pleasant room; full of things that

were curiosities to us, though they might not have been to people

who had seen more. The windows were darkened by the sweeping boughs

of the trees, and the ivy which had overgrown them; but, in the

green gloom, we could manage to see old china jars and carved ivory

boxes, and great heavy books, and, above all, the old pictures!


Once, I remember, my darling would have Dorothy go with us to

tell us who they all were; for they were all portraits of some of

my lord's family, though Dorothy could not tell us the names of

every one. We had gone through most of the rooms, when we came to

the old state drawing-room over the hall, and there was a picture

of Miss Furnivall; or, as she was called in those days, Miss Grace,

for she was the younger sister. Such a beauty she must have been!

but with such a set, proud look, and such scorn looking out of her

handsome eyes, with her eyebrows just a little raised, as if she

wondered how anyone could have the impertinence to look at her, and

her lip curled at us, as we stood there gazing. She had a dress on,

the like of which I had never seen before, but it was all the

fashion when she was young; a hat of some soft white stuff like

beaver, pulled a little over her brows, and a beautiful plume of

feathers sweeping round it on one side; and her gown of blue satin

was open in front to a quilted white stomacher.


'Well, to be sure!' said I, when I had gazed my fill. 'Flesh is

grass, they do say; but who would have thought that Miss Furnivall

had been such an out-and-out beauty, to see her now.'


'Yes,' said Dorothy. 'Folks change sadly. But if what my

master's father used to say was true, Miss Furnivall, the elder

sister, was handsomer than Miss Grace. Her picture is here

somewhere; but, if I show it you, you must never let on, even to

James, that you have seen it. Can the little lady hold her tongue,

think you?' asked she.


I was not so sure, for she was such a little sweet, bold,

open-spoken child, so I set her to hide herself; and then I helped

Dorothy to turn a great picture, that leaned with its face towards

the wall, and was not hung up as the others were. To be sure, it

beat Miss Grace for beauty; and, I think, for scornful pride, too,

though in that matter it might be hard to choose. I could have

looked at it an hour, but Dorothy seemed half frightened at having

shown it to me, and hurried it back again, and bade me run and find

Miss Rosamond, for that there were some ugly places about the

house, where she should like ill for the child to go. I was a

brave, high-spirited girl, and thought little of what the old woman

said, for I liked hide-and-seek as well as any child in the parish;

so off I ran to find my little one.


As winter drew on, and the days grew shorter, I was sometimes

almost certain that I heard a noise as if someone was playing on

the great organ in the hall. I did not hear it every evening; but,

certainly, I did very often, usually when I was sitting with Miss

Rosamond, after I had put her to bed, and keeping quite still and

silent in the bedroom. Then I used to hear it booming and swelling

away in the distance. The first night, when I went down to my

supper, I asked Dorothy who had been playing music, and James said

very shortly that I was a gowk to take the wind soughing among the

trees for music; but I saw Dorothy look at him very fearfully, and

Bessy, the kitchen-maid, said something beneath her breath, and

went quite white. I saw they did not like my question, so I held my

peace till I was with Dorothy alone, when I knew I could get a good

deal out of her. So, the next day, I watched my time, and I coaxed

and asked her who it was that played the organ; for I knew that it

was the organ and not the wind well enough, for all I had kept

silence before James. But Dorothy had had her lesson, I'll warrant,

and never a word could I get from her. So then I tried Bessy,

though I had always held my head rather above her, as I was evened

to James and Dorothy, and she was little better than their servant.

So she said I must never, never tell; and if ever I told, I was

never to say she had told me; but it was a very strange noise, and

she had heard it many a time, but most of all on winter nights, and

before storms; and folks did say it was the old lord playing on the

great organ in the hall, just as he used to do when he was alive;

but who the old lord was, or why he played, and why he played on

stormy winter evenings in particular, she either could not or would

not tell me. Well! I told you I had a brave heart; and I thought it

was rather pleasant to have that grand music rolling about the

house, let who would be the player; for now it rose above the great

gusts of wind, and wailed and triumphed just like a living

creature, and then it fell to a softness most complete, only it was

always music, and tunes, so it was nonsense to call it the wind. I

thought at first, that it might be Miss Furnivall who played,

unknown to Bessy; but one day, when I was in the hall by myself, I

opened the organ and peeped all about it and around it, as I had

done to the organ in Crosthwaite church once before, and I saw it

was all broken and destroyed inside, though it looked so brave and

fine; and then, though it was noon-day, my flesh began to creep a

little, and I shut it up, and run away pretty quickly to my own

bright nursery; and I did not like hearing the music for some time

after that, any more than James and Dorothy did. All this time Miss

Rosamond was making herself more and more beloved. The old ladies

liked her to dine with them at their early dinner. James stood

behind Miss Furnivall's chair, and I behind Miss Rosamond's all in

state; and after dinner, she would play about in a corner of the

great drawing-room as still as any mouse, while Miss Furnivall

slept, and I had my dinner in the kitchen. But she was glad enough

to come to me in the nursery afterwards; for, as she said, Miss

Furnivall was so sad, and Mrs. Stark so dull; but she and I were

merry enough; and by-and-by, I got not to care for that weird

rolling music, which did one no harm, if we did not know where it

came from.


That winter was very cold. In the middle of October the frosts

began, and lasted many, many weeks. I remember one day, at dinner,

Miss Furnivall lifted up her sad, heavy eyes, and said to Mrs.

Stark, 'I am afraid we shall have a terrible winter,' in a strange

kind of meaning way. But Mrs. Stark pretended not to hear, and

talked very loud of something else. My little lady and I did not

care for the frost; not we! As long as it was dry, we climbed up

the steep brows behind the house, and went up on the Fells, which

were bleak and bare enough, and there we ran races in the fresh,

sharp air; and once we came down by a new path, that took us past

the two old gnarled holly-trees, which grew about half-way down by

the east side of the house. But the days grew shorter and shorter,

and the old lord, if it was he, played away, more and more stormily

and sadly, on the great organ. One Sunday afternoon — it must have

been towards the end of November — I asked Dorothy to take charge

of little missy when she came out of the drawing-room, after Miss

Furnivall had had her nap; for it was too cold to take her with me

to church, and yet I wanted to go. And Dorothy was glad enough to

promise, and was so fond of the child, that all seemed well; and

Bessy and I set off very briskly, though the sky hung heavy and

black over the white earth, as if the night had never fully gone

away, and the air, though still, was very biting and keen.


'We shall have a fall of snow,' said Bessy to me. And sure

enough, even while we were in church, it came down thick, in great

large flakes, — so thick, it almost darkened the windows. It had

stopped snowing before we came out, but it lay soft, thick and deep

beneath our feet, as we tramped home. Before we got to the hall,

the moon rose, and I think it was lighter then — what with the

moon, and what with the white dazzling snow — than it had been when

we went to church, between two and three o'clock. I have not told

you that Miss Furnivall and Mrs. Stark never went to church; they

used to read the prayers together, in their quiet, gloomy way; they

seemed to feel the Sunday very long without their tapestry-work to

be busy at. So when I went to Dorothy in the kitchen, to fetch Miss

Rosamond and take her upstairs with me, I did not much wonder when

the old woman told me that the ladies had kept the child with them,

and that she had never come to the kitchen, as I had bidden her,

when she was tired of behaving pretty in the drawing-room. So I

took off my things and went to find her, and bring her to her

supper in the nursery. But when I went into the best drawing-room,

there sat the two old ladies, very still and quiet, dropping out a

word now and then, but looking as if nothing so bright and merry as

Miss Rosamond had ever been near them. Still I thought she might be

hiding from me; it was one of her pretty ways, — and that she had

persuaded them to look as if they knew nothing about her; so I went

softly peeping under this sofa, and behind that chair, making

believe I was sadly frightened at not finding her.


'What's the matter, Hester?' said Mrs. Stark, sharply. I don't

know if Miss Furnivall had seen me, for, as I told you, she was

very deaf, and she sat quite still, idly staring into the fire,

with her hopeless face. 'I'm only looking for my little Rosy Posy,'

replied I, still thinking that the child was there, and near me,

though I could not see her.


'Miss Rosamond is not here,' said Mrs. Stark. 'She went away,

more than an hour ago, to find Dorothy.' And she, too, turned and

went on looking into the fire.


My heart sank at this, and I began to wish I had never left my

darling. I went back to Dorothy and told her. James was gone out

for the day, but she, and me, and Bessy took lights, and went up

into the nursery first; and then we roamed over the great, large

house, calling and entreating Miss Rosamond to come out of her

hiding-place, and not frighten us to death in that way. But there

was no answer; no sound.


'Oh!' said I, at last, 'can she have got into the east wing and

hidden there?'


But Dorothy said it was not possible, for that she herself had

never been in there; that the doors were always locked, and my

lord's steward had the keys, she believed; at any rate, neither she

nor James had ever seen them: so I said I would go back, and see

if, after all, she was not hidden in the drawing-room, unknown to

the old ladies; and if I found her there, I said, I would whip her

well for the fright she had given me; but I never meant to do it.

Well, I went back to the west drawing-room, and I told Mrs. Stark

we could not find her anywhere, and asked for leave to look all

about the furniture there, for I thought now that she might have

fallen asleep in some warm, hidden corner; but no! we looked — Miss

Furnivall got up and looked, trembling all over — and she was

nowhere there; then we set off again, every one in the house, and

looked in all the places we had searched before, but we could not

find her. Miss Furnivall shivered and shook so much, that Mrs.

Stark took her back into the warm drawing-room; but not before they

had made me promise to bring her to them when she was found.

Well-a-day! I began to think she never would be found, when I

bethought me to look into the great front court, all covered with

snow. I was upstairs when I looked out; but, it was such clear

moonlight, I could see, quite plain, two little footprints, which

might be traced from the hall-door and round the corner of the east

wing. I don't know how I got down, but I tugged open the great

stiff hall-door, and, throwing the skirt of my gown over my head

for a cloak, I ran out. I turned the east corner, and there a black

shadow fell on the snow; but when I came again into the moonlight,

there were the little foot-marks going up — up to the Fells. It was

bitter cold; so cold, that the air almost took the skin off my face

as I ran; but I ran on crying to think how my poor little darling

must be perished and frightened. I was within sight of the

holly-trees, when I saw a shepherd coming down the hill, bearing

something in his arms wrapped in his maud. He shouted to me, and

asked me if I had lost a bairn; and, when I could not speak for

crying, he bore towards me, and I saw my wee bairnie, lying still,

and white, and stiff in his arms, as if she had been dead. He told

me he had been up the Fells to gather in his sheep, before the deep

cold of night came on, and that under the holly-trees (black marks

on the hill-side, where no other bush was for miles around) he had

found my little lady — my lamb — my queen — my darling — stiff and

cold in the terrible sleep which is frost-begotten. Oh! the joy and

the tears of having her in my arms once again! for I would not let

him carry her; but took her, maud and all, into my own arms, and

held her near my own warm neck and heart, and felt the life

stealing slowly back again into her little gentle limbs. But she

was still insensible when we reached the hall, and I had no breath

for speech. We went in by the kitchen-door.


'Bring me the warming-pan,' said I; and I carried her upstairs

and began undressing her by the nursery fire, which Bessy had kept

up. I called my little lammie all the sweet and playful names I

could think of, — even while my eyes were blinded by my tears; and

at last, oh! at length she opened her large blue eyes. Then I put

her into her warm bed, and sent Dorothy down to tell Miss Furnivall

that all was well; and I made up my mind to sit by my darling's

bedside the live-long night. She fell away into a soft sleep as

soon as her pretty head had touched the pillow, and I watched by

her till morning light; when she wakened up bright and clear — or

so I thought at first — and, my dears, so I think now.


She said, that she had fancied that she should like to go to

Dorothy, for that both the old ladies were asleep, and it was very

dull in the drawing-room; and that, as she was going through the

west lobby, she saw the snow through the high window falling —

falling — soft and steady; but she wanted to see it lying pretty

and white on the ground; so she made her way into the great hall;

and then, going to the window, she saw it bright and soft upon the

drive; but while she stood there, she saw a little girl, not so old

as she was, 'but so pretty,' said my darling, 'and this little girl

beckoned to me to come out; and oh, she was so pretty and so sweet,

I could not choose but go.' And then this other little girl had

taken her by the hand, and side by side the two had gone round the

east corner.


'Now you are a naughty little girl, and telling stories,' said

I. 'What would your good mamma, that is in heaven, and never told a

story in her life, say to her little Rosamond, if she heard her —

and I daresay she does — telling stories!'


'Indeed, Hester,' sobbed out my child, 'I'm telling you true.

Indeed I am.'


'Don't tell me!' said I, very stern. 'I tracked you by your

foot-marks through the snow; there were only yours to be seen: and

if you had had a little girl to go hand-in-hand with you up the

hill, don't you think the footprints would have gone along with

yours?'


'I can't help it, dear, dear Hester,' said she, crying, 'if they

did not; I never looked at her feet, but she held my hand fast and

tight in her little one, and it was very, very cold. She took me up

the Fell-path, up to the holly-trees; and there I saw a lady

weeping and crying; but when she saw me, she hushed her weeping,

and smiled very proud and grand, and took me on her knee, and began

to lull me to sleep; and that's all, Hester — but that is true; and

my dear mamma knows it is,' said she, crying. So I thought the

child was in a fever, and pretended to believe her, as she went

over her story — over and over again, and always the same. At last

Dorothy knocked at the door with Miss Rosamond's breakfast; and she

told me the old ladies were down in the eating parlour, and that

they wanted to speak to me. They had both been into the

night-nursery the evening before, but it was after Miss Rosamond

was asleep; so they had only looked at her — not asked me any

questions.


'I shall catch it,' thought I to myself, as I went along the

north gallery. 'And yet,' I thought, taking courage, 'it was in

their charge I left her; and it's they that's to blame for letting

her steal away unknown and unwatched.' So I went in boldly, and

told my story. I told it all to Miss Furnivall, shouting it close

to her ear; but when I came to the mention of the other little girl

out in the snow, coaxing and tempting her out, and willing her up

to the grand and beautiful lady by the holly-tree, she threw her

arms up — her old and withered arms — and cried aloud, 'Oh! Heaven

forgive! Have mercy!'


Mrs. Stark took hold of her; roughly enough, I thought; but she

was past Mrs. Stark's management, and spoke to me, in a kind of

wild warning and authority.


'Hester! keep her from that child! It will lure her to her

death! That evil child! Tell her it is a wicked, naughty child.'

Then, Mrs. Stark hurried me out of the room; where, indeed, I was

glad enough to go; but Miss Furnivall kept shrieking out, 'Oh, have

mercy! Wilt Thou never forgive! It is many a long year ago — —

'


I was very uneasy in my mind after that. I durst never leave

Miss Rosamond, night or day, for fear lest she might slip off

again, after some fancy or other; and all the more, because I

thought I could make out that Miss Furnivall was crazy, from their

odd ways about her; and I was afraid lest something of the same

kind (which might be in the family, you know) hung over my darling.

And the great frost never ceased all this time; and, whenever it

was a more stormy night than usual, between the gusts, and through

the wind, we heard the old lord playing on the great organ. But,

old lord, or not, wherever Miss Rosamond went, there I followed;

for my love for her, pretty, helpless orphan, was stronger than my

fear for the grand and terrible sound. Besides, it rested with me

to keep her cheerful and merry, as beseemed her age. So we played

together, and wandered together, here and there, and everywhere;

for I never dared to lose sight of her again in that large and

rambling house. And so it happened, that one afternoon, not long

before Christmas-day, we were playing together on the

billiard-table in the great hall (not that we knew the right way of

playing, but she liked to roll the smooth ivory balls with her

pretty hands, and I liked to do whatever she did); and, by-and-by,

without our noticing it, it grew dusk indoors, though it was still

light in the open air, and I was thinking of taking her back into

the nursery, when, all of a sudden, she cried out,


'Look, Hester! look! there is my poor little girl out in the

snow!'


I turned towards the long narrow windows, and there, sure

enough, I saw a little girl, less than my Miss Rosamond — dressed

all unfit to be out-of-doors such a bitter night — crying, and

beating against the window-panes, as if she wanted to be let in.

She seemed to sob and wail, till Miss Rosamond could bear it no

longer, and was flying to the door to open it, when, all of a

sudden, and close upon us, the great organ pealed out so loud and

thundering, it fairly made me tremble; and all the more, when I

remembered me that, even in the stillness of that dead-cold

weather, I had heard no sound of little battering hands upon the

windowglass, although the phantom child had seemed to put forth all

its force; and, although I had seen it wail and cry, no faintest

touch of sound had fallen upon my ears. Whether I remembered all

this at the very moment, I do not know; the great organ sound had

so stunned me into terror; but this I know, I caught up Miss

Rosamond before she got the hall-door opened, and clutched her, and

carried her away, kicking and screaming, into the large, bright

kitchen, where Dorothy and Agnes were busy with their

mince-pies.


'What is the matter with my sweet one?' cried Dorothy, as I bore

in Miss Rosamond, who was sobbing as if her heart would break.


'She won't let me open the door for my little girl to come in;

and she'll die if she is out on the Fells all night. Cruel, naughty

Hester,' she said, slapping me; but she might have struck harder,

for I had seen a look of ghastly terror on Dorothy's face, which

made my very blood run cold.


'Shut the back-kitchen door fast, and bolt it well,' said she to

Agnes. She said no more; she gave me raisins and almonds to quiet

Miss Rosamond; but she sobbed about the little girl in the snow,

and would not touch any of the good things. I was thankful when she

cried herself to sleep in bed. Then I stole down to the kitchen,

and told Dorothy I had made up my mind. I would carry my darling

back to my father's house in Applethwaite; where, if we lived

humbly, we lived at peace. I said I had been frightened enough with

the old lord's organ-playing; but now that I had seen for myself

this little moaning child, all decked out as no child in the

neighbourhood could be, beating and battering to get in, yet always

without any sound or noise — with the dark wound on its right

shoulder; and that Miss Rosamond had known it again for the phantom

that had nearly lured her to her death (which Dorothy knew was

true); I would stand it no longer.


I saw Dorothy change colour once or twice. When I had done, she

told me she did not think I could take Miss Rosamond with me, for

that she was my lord's ward, and I had no right over her; and she

asked me would I leave the child that I was so fond of just for

sounds and sights that could do me no harm; and that they had all

had to get used to in their turns? I was all in a hot, trembling

passion; and I said it was very well for her to talk; that knew

what these sights and noises betokened, and that had, perhaps, had

something to do with the spectre child while it was alive. And I

taunted her so, that she told me all she knew at last; and then I

wished I had never been told, for it only made me more afraid than

ever.


She said she had heard the tale from old neighbours that were

alive when she was first married; when folks used to come to the

hall sometimes, before it had got such a bad name on the country

side: it might not be true, or it might, what she had been

told.


The old lord was Miss Furnivall's father — Miss Grace, as

Dorothy called her, for Miss Maude was the elder, and Miss

Furnivall by rights. The old lord was eaten up with pride. Such a

proud man was never seen or heard of; and his daughters were like

him. No one was good enough to wed them, although they had choice

enough; for they were the great beauties of their day, as I had

seen by their portraits, where they hung in the state drawing-room.

But, as the old saying is, 'Pride will have a fall;' and these two

haughty beauties fell in love with the same man, and he no better

than a foreign musician, whom their father had down from London to

play music with him at the Manor House. For, above all things, next

to his pride, the old lord loved music. He could play on nearly

every instrument that ever was heard of, and it was a strange thing

it did not soften him; but he was a fierce dour old man, and had

broken his poor wife's heart with his cruelty, they said. He was

mad after music, and would pay any money for it. So he got this

foreigner to come; who made such beautiful music, that they said

the very birds on the trees stopped their singing to listen. And,

by degrees, this foreign gentleman got such a hold over the old

lord, that nothing would serve him but that he must come every

year; and it was he that had the great organ brought from Holland,

and built up in the hall, where it stood now. He taught the old

lord to play on it; but many and many a time, when Lord Furnivall

was thinking of nothing but his fine organ, and his finer music,

the dark foreigner was walking abroad in the woods with one of the

young ladies; now Miss Maude, and then Miss Grace.


Miss Maude won the day and carried off the prize, such as it

was; and he and she were married, all unknown to any one; and

before he made his next yearly visit, she had been confined of a

little girl at a farm-house on the Moors, while her father and Miss

Grace thought she was away at Doncaster Races. But though she was a

wife and a mother, she was not a bit softened, but as haughty and

as passionate as ever; and perhaps more so, for she was jealous of

Miss Grace, to whom her foreign husband paid a deal of court — by

way of blinding her — as he told his wife. But Miss Grace triumphed

over Miss Maude, and Miss Maude grew fiercer and fiercer, both with

her husband and with her sister; and the former — who could easily

shake off what was disagreeable, and hide himself in foreign

countries — went away a month before his usual time that summer,

and half-threatened that he would never come back again. Meanwhile,

the little girl was left at the farm-house, and her mother used to

have her horse saddled and gallop wildly over the hills to see her

once every week, at the very least; for where she loved she loved,

and where she hated she hated. And the old lord went on playing —

playing on his organ; and the servants thought the sweet music he

made had soothed down his awful temper, of which (Dorothy said)

some terrible tales could be told. He grew infirm too, and had to

walk with a crutch; and his son — that was the present Lord

Furnivall's father — was with the army in America, and the other

son at sea; so Miss Maude had it pretty much her own way, and she

and Miss Grace grew colder and bitterer to each other every day;

till at last they hardly ever spoke, except when the old lord was

by. The foreign musician came again the next summer, but it was for

the last time; for they led him such a life with their jealousy and

their passions, that he grew weary, and went away, and never was

heard of again. And Miss Maude, who had always meant to have her

marriage acknowledged when her father should be dead, was left now

a deserted wife, whom nobody knew to have been married, with a

child that she dared not own, although she loved it to distraction;

living with a father whom she feared, and a sister whom she hated.

When the next summer passed over, and the dark foreigner never

came, both Miss Maude and Miss Grace grew gloomy and sad; they had

a haggard look about them, though they looked handsome as ever.

But, by-and-by, Maude brightened; for her father grew more and more

infirm, and more than ever carried away by his music; and she and

Miss Grace lived almost entirely apart, having separate rooms, the

one on the west side, Miss Maude on the east — those very rooms

which were now shut up. So she thought she might have her little

girl with her, and no one need ever know except those who dared not

speak about it, and were bound to believe that it was, as she said,

a cottager's child she had taken a fancy to. All this, Dorothy

said, was pretty well known; but what came afterwards no one knew,

except Miss Grace and Mrs. Stark, who was even then her maid, and

much more of a friend to her than ever her sister had been. But the

servants supposed, from words that were dropped, that Miss Maude

had triumphed over Miss Grace, and told her that all the time the

dark foreigner had been mocking her with pretended love — he was

her own husband. The colour left Miss Grace's cheek and lips that

very day for ever, and she was heard to say many a time that sooner

or later she would have her revenge; and Mrs. Stark was for ever

spying about the east rooms.


One fearful night, just after the New Year had come in, when the

snow was lying thick and deep; and the flakes were still falling —

fast enough to blind any one who might be out and abroad — there

was a great and violent noise heard, and the old lord's voice above

all, cursing and swearing awfully, and the cries of a little child,

and the proud defiance of a fierce woman, and the sound of a blow,

and a dead stillness, and moans and wailings dying away on the

hill-side! Then the old lord summoned all his servants, and told

them, with terrible oaths, and words more terrible, that his

daughter had disgraced herself, and that he had turned her out of

doors — her, and her child — and that if ever they gave her help,

or food, or shelter, he prayed that they might never enter heaven.

And, all the while, Miss Grace stood by him, white and still as any

stone; and, when he had ended, she heaved a great sigh, as much as

to say her work was done, and her end was accomplished. But the old

lord never touched his organ again, and died within the year; and

no wonder! for, on the morrow of that wild and fearful night, the

shepherds, coming down the Fell side, found Miss Maude sitting, all

crazy and smiling, under the holly-trees, nursing a dead child,

with a terrible mark on its right shoulder. 'But that was not what

killed it,' said Dorothy: 'it was the frost and the cold. Every

wild creature was in its hole, and every beast in its fold, while

the child and its mother were turned out to wander on the Fells!

And now you know all! and I wonder if you are less frightened

now?'


I was more frightened than ever; but I said I was not. I wished

Miss Rosamond and myself well out of that dreadful house for ever;

but I would not leave her, and I dared not take her away. But oh,

how I watched her, and guarded her! We bolted the doors, and shut

the window-shutters fast, an hour or more before dark, rather than

leave them open five minutes too late. But my little lady still

heard the weird child crying and mourning; and not all we could do

or say could keep her from wanting to go to her, and let her in

from the cruel wind and the snow. All this time I kept away from

Miss Furnivall and Mrs. Stark, as much as ever I could; for I

feared them — I knew no good could be about them, with their grey,

hard faces, and their dreamy eyes, looking back into the ghastly

years that were gone. But, even in my fear, I had a kind of pity

for Miss Furnivall, at least. Those gone down to the pit can hardly

have a more hopeless look than that which was ever on her face. At

last I even got so sorry for her — who never said a word but what

was quite forced from her — that I prayed for her; and I taught

Miss Rosamond to pray for one who had done a deadly sin; but often

when she came to those words, she would listen, and start up from

her knees, and say, 'I hear my little girl plaining and crying very

sad — oh, let her in, or she will die!'


One night — just after New Year's Day had come at last, and the

long winter had taken a turn, as I hoped — I heard the west

drawing-room bell ring three times, which was the signal for me. I

would not leave Miss Rosamond alone, for all she was asleep — for

the old lord had been playing wilder than ever — and I feared lest

my darling should waken to hear the spectre child; see her, I knew

she could not. I had fastened the windows too well for that. So I

took her out of her bed, and wrapped her up in such outer clothes

as were most handy, and carried her down to the drawing-room, where

the old ladies sat at their tapestry-work as usual. They looked up

when I came in, and Mrs. Stark asked, quite astounded, 'Why did I

bring Miss Rosamond there, out of her warm bed?' I had begun to

whisper, 'Because I was afraid of her being tempted out while I was

away, by the wild child in the snow,' when she stopped me short

(with a glance at Miss Furnivall), and said Miss Furnivall wanted

me to undo some work she had done wrong, and which neither of them

could see to unpick. So I laid my pretty dear on the sofa, and sat

down on a stool by them, and hardened my heart against them, as I

heard the wind rising and howling.


Miss Rosamond slept on sound, for all the wind blew so Miss

Furnivall said never a word, nor looked round when the gusts shook

the windows. All at once she started up to her full height, and put

up one hand, as if to bid us to listen.


'I hear voices!' said she. 'I hear terrible screams — I hear my

father's voice!'


Just at that moment my darling wakened with a sudden start: 'My

little girl is crying, oh, how she is crying!' and she tried to get

up and go to her, but she got her feet entangled in the blanket,

and I caught her up; for my flesh had begun to creep at these

noises, which they heard while we could catch no sound. In a minute

or two the noises came, and gathered fast, and filled our ears; we,

too, heard voices and screams, and no longer heard the winter's

wind that raged abroad. Mrs. Stark looked at me, and I at her, but

we dared not speak. Suddenly Miss Furnivall went towards the door,

out into the ante-room, through the west lobby, and opened the door

into the great hall. Mrs. Stark followed, and I durst not be left,

though my heart almost stopped beating for fear. I wrapped my

darling tight in my arms, and went out with them. In the hall the

screams were louder than ever; they seemed to come from the east

wing — nearer and nearer — close on the other side of the locked-up

doors — close behind them. Then I noticed that the great bronze

chandelier seemed all alight, though the hall was dim, and that a

fire was blazing in the vast hearth-place, though it gave no heat;

and I shuddered up with terror, and folded my darling closer to me.

But as I did so the east door shook, and she, suddenly struggling

to get free from me, cried, 'Hester! I must go. My little girl is

there! I hear her; she is coming! Hester, I must go!'


I held her tight with all my strength; with a set will, I held

her. If I had died, my hands would have grasped her still, I was so

resolved in my mind. Miss Furnivall stood listening, and paid no

regard to my darling, who had got down to the ground, and whom I,

upon my knees now, was holding with both my arms clasped round her

neck; she still striving and crying to get free.


All at once, the east door gave way with a thundering crash, as

if torn open in a violent passion, and there came into that broad

and mysterious light, the figure of a tall old man, with grey hair

and gleaming eyes. He drove before him, with many a relentless

gesture of abhorrence, a stern and beautiful woman, with a little

child clinging to her dress.


'Oh, Hester! Hester!' cried Miss Rosamond; 'it's the lady! the

lady below the holly-trees; and my little girl is with her. Hester!

Hester! let me go to her; they are drawing me to them. I feel them

— I feel them. I must go!'


Again she was almost convulsed by her efforts to get away; but I

held her tighter and tighter, till I feared I should do her a hurt;

but rather that than let her go towards those terrible phantoms.

They passed along towards the great hall-door, where the winds

howled and ravened for their prey; but before they reached that,

the lady turned; and I could see that she defied the old man with a

fierce and proud defiance; but then she quailed — and then she

threw up her arms wildly and piteously to save her child — her

little child — from a blow from his uplifted crutch.


And Miss Rosamond was torn as by a power stronger than mine and

writhed in my arms, and sobbed (for by this time the poor darling

was growing faint).


'They want me to go with them on to the Fells — they are drawing

me to them. Oh, my little girl! I would come, but cruel, wicked

Hester holds me very tight.' But when she saw the uplifted crutch,

she swooned away, and I thanked God for it. Just at this moment —

when the tall old man, his hair streaming as in the blast of a

furnace, was going to strike the little shrinking child — Miss

Furnivall, the old woman by my side, cried out, 'Oh father! father!

spare the little innocent child!' But just then I saw — we all saw

— another phantom shape itself, and grow clear out of the blue and

misty light that filled the hall; we had not seen her till now, for

it was another lady who stood by the old man, with a look of

relentless hate and triumphant scorn. That figure was very

beautiful to look upon, with a soft, white hat drawn down over the

proud brows, and a red and curling lip. It was dressed in an open

robe of blue satin. I had seen that figure before. It was the

likeness of Miss Furnivall in her youth; and the terrible phantoms

moved on, regardless of old Miss Furnivall's wild entreaty, — and

the uplifted crutch fell on the right shoulder of the little child,

and the younger sister looked on, stony, and deadly serene. But at

that moment, the dim lights, and the fire that gave no heat, went

out of themselves, and Miss Furnivall lay at our feet stricken down

by the palsy — death-stricken.


Yes! she was carried to her bed that night never to rise again.

She lay with her face to the wall, muttering low, but muttering

always: 'Alas! alas! what is done in youth can never be undone in

age! What is done in youth can never be undone in age!'
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December 12th, 1747. — My life has been strangely bound up with

extraordinary incidents, some of which occurred before I had any

connection with the principal actors in them, or, indeed, before I

even knew of their existence. I suppose, most old men are, like me,

more given to looking back upon their own career with a kind of

fond interest and affectionate remembrance, than to watching the

events — though these may have far more interest for the multitude

— immediately passing before their eyes. If this should be the case

with the generality of old people, how much more so with me!… If I

am to enter upon that strange story connected with poor Lucy, I

must begin a long way back. I myself only came to the knowledge of

her family history after I knew her; but, to make the tale clear to

any one else, I must arrange events in the order in which they

occurred — not that in which I became acquainted with them.


There is a great old hall in the north-east of Lancashire, in a

part they call the Trough of Bolland, adjoining that other district

named Craven. Starkey Manor-House is rather like a number of rooms

clustered round a grey, massive, old keep than a regularly-built

hall. Indeed, I suppose that the house only consisted of the great

tower in the centre, in the days when the Scots made their raids

terrible as far south as this; and that after the Stuarts came in,

and there was a little more security of property in those parts,

the Starkeys of that time added the lower building, which runs, two

stories high, all round the base of the keep. There has been a

grand garden laid out in my days, on the southern slope near the

house; but when I first knew the place, the kitchen-garden at the

farm was the only piece of cultivated ground belonging to it. The

deer used to come within sight of the drawing-room windows, and

might have browsed quite close up to the house if they had not been

too wild and shy. Starkey Manor-House itself stood on a projection

or peninsula of high land, jutting out from the abrupt hills that

form the sides of the Trough of Bolland. These hills were rocky and

bleak enough towards their summit; lower down they were clothed

with tangled copsewood and green depths of fern, out of which a

grey giant of an ancient forest-tree would tower here and there,

throwing up its ghastly white branches, as if in imprecation, to

the sky. These trees, they told me, were the remnants of that

forest which existed in the days of the Heptarchy, and were even

then noted as landmarks. No wonder that their upper and more

exposed branches were leafless, and that the dead bark had peeled

away, from sapless old age.


Not far from the house there were a few cottages, apparently of

the same date as the keep, probably built for some retainers of the

family, who sought shelter — they and their families and their

small flocks and herds — at the hands of their feudal lord. Some of

them had pretty much fallen to decay. They were built in a strange

fashion. Strong beams had been sunk firm in the ground at the

requisite distance, and their other ends had been fastened

together, two and two, so as to form the shape of one of those

rounded waggon-headed gipsy-tents, only very much larger. The

spaces between were filled with mud, stones, osiers, rubbish,

mortar — anything to keep out the weather. The fires were made in

the centre of these rude dwellings, a hole in the roof forming the

only chimney. No Highland hut or Irish cabin could be of rougher

construction.


The owner of this property, at the beginning of the present

century, was a Mr. Patrick Byrne Starkey. His family had kept to

the old faith, and were staunch Roman Catholics, esteeming it even

a sin to marry any one of Protestant descent, however willing he or

she might have been to embrace the Romish religion. Mr. Patrick

Starkey's father had been a follower of James the Second; and,

during the disastrous Irish campaign of that monarch, he had fallen

in love with an Irish beauty, a Miss Byrne, as zealous for her

religion and for the Stuarts as himself. He had returned to Ireland

after his escape to France, and married her, bearing her back to

the court at St. Germains. But some licence on the part of the

disorderly gentlemen who surrounded King James in his exile, had

insulted his beautiful wife, and disgusted him; so he removed from

St. Germains to Antwerp, whence, in a few years' time, he quietly

returned to Starkey Manor-House — some of his Lancashire neighbours

having lent their good offices to reconcile him to the powers that

were. He was as firm a Roman Catholic as ever, and as staunch an

advocate for the Stuarts and the divine right of kings; but his

religion almost amounted to asceticism, and the conduct of those

with whom he had been brought in such close contact at St. Germains

would little bear the inspection of a stern moralist. So he gave

his allegiance where he could not give his esteem, and learned to

respect sincerely the upright and moral character of one whom he

yet regarded as an usurper. King William's government had little

need to fear such a one. So he returned, as I have said, with a

sobered heart and impoverished fortunes, to his ancestral house,

which had fallen sadly to ruin while the owner had been a courtier,

a soldier, and an exile. The roads into the Trough of Bolland were

little more than cart-ruts; indeed, the way up to the house lay

along a ploughed field before you came to the deer-park. Madam, as

the country-folk used to call Mrs. Starkey, rode on a pillion

behind her husband, holding on to him with a light hand by his

leather riding-belt. Little master (he that was afterwards Squire

Patrick Byrne Starkey) was held on to his pony by a serving-man. A

woman past middle age walked, with a firm and strong step, by the

cart that held much of the baggage; and, high up on the mails and

boxes, sat a girl of dazzling beauty, perched lightly on the

topmost trunk, and swaying herself fearlessly to and fro, as the

cart rocked and shook in the heavy roads of late autumn. The girl

wore the Antwerp faille, or black Spanish mantle over her head, and

altogether her appearance was such that the old cottager, who

described the procession to me many years after, said that all the

country-folk took her for a foreigner. Some dogs, and the boy who

held them in charge, made up the company. They rode silently along,

looking with grave, serious eyes at the people, who came out of the

scattered cottages to bow or curtsy to the real Squire, 'come back

at last,' and gazed after the little procession with gaping wonder,

not deadened by the sound of the foreign language in which the few

necessary words that passed among them were spoken. One lad, called

from his staring by the Squire to come and help about the cart,

accompanied them to the Manor-House. He said that when the lady had

descended from her pillion, the middle-aged woman whom I have

described as walking while the others rode, stepped quickly

forward, and taking Madam Starkey (who was of a slight and delicate

figure) in her arms, she lifted her over the threshold, and set her

down in her husband's house, at the same time uttering a passionate

and outlandish blessing. The Squire stood by, smiling gravely at

first; but when the words of blessing were pronounced, he took off

his fine feathered hat, and bent his head. The girl with the black

mantle stepped onward into the shadow of the dark hall, and kissed

the lady's hand; and that was all the lad could tell to the group

that gathered round him on his return, eager to hear everything,

and to know how much the Squire had given him for his services.


From all I could gather, the Manor-House, at the time of the

Squire's return, was in the most dilapidated state. The stout grey

walls remained firm and entire; but the inner chambers had been

used for all kinds of purposes. The great withdrawing-room had been

a barn; the state tapestry-chamber had held wool, and so on. But,

by-and-by, they were cleared out; and if the Squire had no money to

spend on new furniture, he and his wife had the knack of making the

best of the old. He was no despicable joiner; she had a kind of

grace in whatever she did, and imparted an air of elegant

picturesqueness to whatever she touched. Besides, they had brought

many rare things from the Continent; perhaps I should rather say,

things that were rare in that part of England — carvings, and

crosses, and beautiful pictures. And then, again, wood was

plentiful in the Trough of Bolland, and great log-fires danced and

glittered in all the dark, old rooms, and gave a look of home and

comfort to everything.


Why do I tell you all this? I have little to do with the Squire

and Madam Starkey; and yet I dwell upon them, as if I were

unwilling to come to the real people with whom my life was so

strangely mixed up. Madam had been nursed in Ireland by the very

woman who lifted her in her arms, and welcomed her to her husband's

home in Lancashire. Excepting for the short period of her own

married life, Bridget Fitzgerald had never left her nursling. Her

marriage — to one above her in rank — had been unhappy. Her husband

had died, and left her in even greater poverty than that in which

she was when he had first met with her. She had one child, the

beautiful daughter who came riding on the waggon-load of furniture

that was brought to the Manor-House. Madam Starkey had taken her

again into her service when she became a widow. She and her

daughter had followed 'the mistress' in all her fortunes; they had

lived at St. Germains and at Antwerp, and were now come to her home

in Lancashire. As soon as Bridget had arrived there, the Squire

gave her a cottage of her own, and took more pains in furnishing it

for her than he did in anything else out of his own house. It was

only nominally her residence. She was constantly up at the great

house; indeed, it was but a short cut across the woods from her own

home to the home of her nursling. Her daughter Mary, in like

manner, moved from one house to the other at her own will. Madam

loved both mother and child dearly. They had great influence over

her, and, through her, over her husband. Whatever Bridget or Mary

willed was sure to come to pass. They were not disliked; for,

though wild and passionate, they were also generous by nature. But

the other servants were afraid of them, as being in secret the

ruling spirits of the household. The Squire had lost his interest

in all secular things; Madam was gentle, affectionate, and

yielding. Both husband and wife were tenderly attached to each

other and to their boy; but they grew more and more to shun the

trouble of decision on any point; and hence it was that Bridget

could exert such despotic power. But if every one else yielded to

her 'magic of a superior mind,' her daughter not unfrequently

rebelled. She and her mother were too much alike to agree. There

were wild quarrels between them, and wilder reconciliations. There

were times when, in the heat of passion, they could have stabbed

each other. At all other times they both — Bridget especially —

would have willingly laid down their lives for one another.

Bridget's love for her child lay very deep — deeper than that

daughter ever knew; or I should think she would never have wearied

of home as she did, and prayed her mistress to obtain for her some

situation — as waiting-maid — beyond the seas, in that more

cheerful continental life, among the scenes of which so many of her

happiest years had been spent. She thought, as youth thinks, that

life would last for ever, and that two or three years were but a

small portion of it to pass away from her mother, whose only child

she was. Bridget thought differently, but was too proud ever to

show what she felt. If her child wished to leave her, why — she

should go. But people said Bridget became ten years older in the

course of two months at this time. She took it that Mary wanted to

leave her. The truth was, that Mary wanted for a time to leave the

place, and to seek some change, and would thankfully have taken her

mother with her. Indeed, when Madam Starkey had gotten her a

situation with some grand lady abroad, and the time drew near for

her to go, it was Mary who clung to her mother with passionate

embrace, and, with floods of tears, declared that she would never

leave her; and it was Bridget, who at last loosened her arms, and,

grave and tearless herself, bade her keep her word, and go forth

into the wide world. Sobbing aloud, and looking back continually,

Mary went away. Bridget was still as death, scarcely drawing her

breath, or closing her stony eyes; till at last she turned back

into her cottage, and heaved a ponderous old settle against the

door. There she sat, motionless, over the grey ashes of her

extinguished fire, deaf to Madam's sweet voice, as she begged leave

to enter and comfort her nurse. Deaf, stony, and motionless, she

sat for more than twenty hours; till, for the third time, Madam

came across the snowy path from the great house, carrying with her

a young spaniel, which had been Mary's pet up at the hall, and

which had not ceased all night long to seek for its absent

mistress, and to whine and moan after her. With tears Madam told

this story, through the closed door — tears excited by the terrible

look of anguish, so steady, so immovable — so the same to-day as it

was yesterday — on her nurse's face. The little creature in her

arms began to utter its piteous cry, as it shivered with the cold.

Bridget stirred; she moved — she listened. Again that long whine;

she thought it was for her daughter; and what she had denied to her

nursling and mistress she granted to the dumb creature that Mary

had cherished. She opened the door, and took the dog from Madam's

arms. Then Madam came in, and kissed and comforted the old woman,

who took but little notice of her or anything. And sending up

Master Patrick to the hall for fire and food, the sweet young lady

never left her nurse all that night. Next day, the Squire himself

came down, carrying a beautiful foreign picture: Our Lady of the

Holy Heart, the Papists call it. It is a picture of the Virgin, her

heart pierced with arrows, each arrow representing one of her great

woes. That picture hung in Bridget's cottage when I first saw her;

I have that picture now.


Years went on. Mary was still abroad. Bridget was still and

stern, instead of active and passionate. The little dog, Mignon,

was indeed her darling. I have heard that she talked to it

continually; although, to most people, she was so silent. The

Squire and Madam treated her with the greatest consideration, and

well they might; for to them she was as devoted and faithful as

ever. Mary wrote pretty often, and seemed satisfied with her life.

But at length the letters ceased — I hardly know whether before or

after a great and terrible sorrow came upon the house of the

Starkeys. The Squire sickened of a putrid fever; and Madam caught

it in nursing him, and died. You may be sure, Bridget let no other

woman tend her but herself; and in the very arms that had received

her at her birth, that sweet young woman laid her head down, and

gave up her breath. The Squire recovered, in a fashion. He was

never strong — he had never the heart to smile again. He fasted and

prayed more than ever; and people did say that he tried to cut off

the entail, and leave all the property away to found a monastery

abroad, of which he prayed that some day little Squire Patrick

might be the reverend father. But he could not do this, for the

strictness of the entail and the laws against the Papists. So he

could only appoint gentlemen of his own faith as guardians to his

son, with many charges about the lad's soul, and a few about the

land, and the way it was to be held while he was a minor. Of

course, Bridget was not forgotten. He sent for her as he lay on his

death-bed, and asked her if she would rather have a sum down, or

have a small annuity settled upon her. She said at once she would

have a sum down; for she thought of her daughter, and how she could

bequeath the money to her, whereas an annuity would have died with

her. So the Squire left her her cottage for life, and a fair sum of

money. And then he died, with as ready and willing a heart as, I

suppose, ever any gentleman took out of this world with him. The

young Squire was carried off by his guardians, and Bridget was left

alone.


I have said that she had not heard from Mary for some time. In

her last letter, she had told of travelling about with her

mistress, who was the English wife of some great foreign officer,

and had spoken of her chances of making a good marriage, without

naming the gentleman's name, keeping it rather back as a pleasant

surprise to her mother; his station and fortune being, as I had

afterwards reason to know, far superior to anything she had a right

to expect. Then came a long silence; and Madam was dead, and the

Squire was dead; and Bridget's heart was gnawed by anxiety, and she

knew not whom to ask for news of her child. She could not write,

and the Squire had managed her communication with her daughter. She

walked off to Hurst; and got a good priest there — one whom she had

known at Antwerp — to write for her. But no answer came. It was

like crying into the awful stillness of night.


One day, Bridget was missed by those neighbours who had been

accustomed to mark her goings-out and comings-in. She had never

been sociable with any of them; but the sight of her had become a

part of their daily lives, and slow wonder arose in their minds, as

morning after morning came, and her house-door remained closed, her

window dead from any glitter, or light of fire within. At length,

some one tried the door; it was locked. Two or three laid their

heads together, before daring to look in through the blank,

unshuttered window. But, at last, they summoned up courage; and

then saw that Bridget's absence from their little world was not the

result of accident or death, but of premeditation. Such small

articles of furniture as could be secured from the effects of time

and damp by being packed up, were stowed away in boxes. The picture

of the Madonna was taken down, and gone. In a word, Bridget had

stolen away from her home, and left no trace whither she was

departed. I knew afterwards, that she and her little dog had

wandered off on the long search for her lost daughter. She was too

illiterate to have faith in letters, even had she had the means of

writing and sending many. But she had faith in her own strong love,

and believed that her passionate instinct would guide her to her

child. Besides, foreign travel was no new thing to her, and she

could speak enough of French to explain the object of her journey,

and had, moreover, the advantage of being, from her faith, a

welcome object of charitable hospitality at many a distant convent.

But the country people round Starkey Manor-House knew nothing of

all this. They wondered what had become of her, in a torpid, lazy

fashion, and then left off thinking of her altogether. Several

years passed. Both Manor-House and cottage were deserted. The young

Squire lived far away under the direction of his guardians. There

were inroads of wool and corn into the sitting-rooms of the Hall;

and there was some low talk, from time to time, among the hinds and

country people, whether it would not be as well to break into old

Bridget's cottage, and save such of her goods as were left from the

moth and rust which must be making sad havoc. But this idea was

always quenched by the recollection of her strong character and

passionate anger; and tales of her masterful spirit, and vehement

force of will, were whispered about, till the very thought of

offending her, by touching any article of hers, became invested

with a kind of horror: it was believed that, dead or alive, she

would not fail to avenge it.


Suddenly she came home; with as little noise or note of

preparation as she had departed. One day, some one noticed a thin,

blue curl of smoke, ascending from her chimney. Her door stood open

to the noon-day sun; and, ere many hours had elapsed, some one had

seen an old travel-and-sorrow-stained woman dipping her pitcher in

the well; and said, that the dark, solemn eyes that looked up at

him were more like Bridget Fitzgerald's than any one else's in this

world; and yet, if it were she, she looked as if she had been

scorched in the flames of hell, so brown, and scared, and fierce a

creature did she seem. By-and-by many saw her; and those who met

her eye once cared not to be caught looking at her again. She had

got into the habit of perpetually talking to herself; nay, more,

answering herself, and varying her tones according to the side she

took at the moment. It was no wonder that those who dared to listen

outside her door at night, believed that she held converse with

some spirit; in short, she was unconsciously earning for herself

the dreadful reputation of a witch.


Her little dog, which had wandered half over the Continent with

her, was her only companion; a dumb remembrancer of happier days.

Once he was ill; and she carried him more than three miles, to ask

about his management from one who had been groom to the last

Squire, and had then been noted for his skill in all diseases of

animals. Whatever this man did, the dog recovered; and they who

heard her thanks, intermingled with blessings (that were rather

promises of good fortune than prayers), looked grave at his good

luck when, next year, his ewes twinned, and his meadow-grass was

heavy and thick.


Now it so happened that, about the year seventeen hundred and

eleven, one of the guardians of the young Squire, a certain Sir

Philip Tempest, bethought him of the good shooting there must be on

his ward's property; and, in consequence, he brought down four or

five gentlemen, of his friends, to stay for a week or two at the

Hall. From all accounts, they roystered and spent pretty freely. I

never heard any of their names but one, and that was Squire

Gisborne's. He was hardly a middle-aged man then; he had been much

abroad, and there, I believe, he had known Sir Philip Tempest, and

done him some service. He was a daring and dissolute fellow in

those days: careless and fearless, and one who would rather be in a

quarrel than out of it. He had his fits of ill-temper beside, when

he would spare neither man nor beast. Otherwise, those who knew him

well, used to say he had a good heart, when he was neither drunk,

nor angry, nor in any way vexed. He had altered much when I came to

know him.


One day, the gentlemen had all been out shooting, and with but

little success, I believe; anyhow, Mr. Gisborne had had none, and

was in a black humour accordingly. He was coming home, having his

gun loaded, sportsman-like, when little Mignon crossed his path,

just as he turned out of the wood by Bridget's cottage. Partly for

wantonness, partly to vent his spleen upon some living creature,

Mr. Gisborne took his gun, and fired — he had better have never

fired gun again, than aimed that unlucky shot. He hit Mignon; and

at the creature's sudden cry, Bridget came out, and saw at a glance

what had been done. She took Mignon up in her arms, and looked hard

at the wound; the poor dog looked at her with his glazing eyes, and

tried to wag his tail and lick her hand, all covered with blood.

Mr. Gisborne spoke in a kind of sullen penitence:


'You should have kept the dog out of my way — a little poaching

varmint.'


At this very moment, Mignon stretched out his legs, and

stiffened in her arms — her lost Mary's dog, who had wandered and

sorrowed with her for years. She walked right into Mr. Gisborne's

path, and fixed his unwilling, sullen look with her dark and

terrible eye.


'Those never throve that did me harm,' said she. 'I'm alone in

the world, and helpless; the more do the Saints in Heaven hear my

prayers. Hear me, ye blessed ones! hear me while I ask for sorrow

on this bad, cruel man. He has killed the only creature that loved

me — the dumb beast that I loved. Bring down heavy sorrow on his

head for it, O ye Saints! He thought that I was helpless, because

he saw me lonely and poor; but are not the armies of Heaven for the

like of me?'


'Come, come,' said he, half-remorseful, but not one whit afraid.

'Here's a crown to buy thee another dog. Take it, and leave off

cursing! I care none for thy threats.'


'Don't you?' said she, coming a step closer, and changing her

imprecatory cry for a whisper which made the gamekeeper's lad,

following Mr. Gisborne, creep all over. 'You shall live to see the

creature you love best, and who alone loves you — ay, a human

creature, but as innocent and fond as my poor, dead darling — you

shall see this creature, for whom death would be too happy, become

a terror and a loathing to all, for this blood's sake. Hear me, O

holy Saints, who never fail them that have no other help!'


She threw up her right hand, filled with poor Mignon's

life-drops; they spirted, one or two of them, on his

shooting-dress, — an ominous sight to the follower. But the master

only laughed a little, forced, scornful laugh, and went on to the

Hall. Before he got there, however, he took out a gold piece, and

bade the boy carry it to the old woman on his return to the

village. The lad was 'afeard,' as he told me in after years; he

came to the cottage, and hovered about, not daring to enter. He

peeped through the window at last; and by the flickering

wood-flame, he saw Bridget kneeling before the picture of our Lady

of the Holy Heart, with dead Mignon lying between her and the

Madonna. She was praying wildly, as her outstretched arms

betokened. The lad shrank away in redoubled terror; and contented

himself with slipping the gold-piece under the ill-fitting door.

The next day it was thrown out upon the midden; and there it lay,

no one daring to touch it.


Meanwhile Mr. Gisborne, half curious, half uneasy, thought to

lessen his uncomfortable feelings by asking Sir Philip who Bridget

was? He could only describe her — he did not know her name. Sir

Philip was equally at a loss. But an old servant of the Starkeys,

who had resumed his livery at the Hall on this occasion — a

scoundrel whom Bridget had saved from dismissal more than once

during her palmy days — said: —


'It will be the old witch, that his worship means. She needs a

ducking, if ever woman did, does that Bridget Fitzgerald.'


'Fitzgerald!' said both the gentlemen at once. But Sir Philip

was the first to continue:


'I must have no talk of ducking her, Dickon. Why, she must be

the very woman poor Starkey bade me have a care of; but when I came

here last she was gone, no one knew where. I'll go and see her

tomorrow. But mind you, sirrah, if any harm comes to her, or any

more talk of her being a witch — I've a pack of hounds at home, who

can follow the scent of a lying knave as well as ever they followed

a dog-fox; so take care how you talk about ducking a faithful old

servant of your dead master's.'


'Had she ever a daughter?' asked Mr. Gisborne, after a

while.


'I don't know — yes! I've a notion she had; a kind of

waiting-woman to Madam Starkey.'


'Please your worship,' said humbled Dickon, 'Mistress Bridget

had a daughter — one Mistress Mary — who went abroad, and has never

been heard on since; and folk do say that has crazed her

mother.'


Mr. Gisborne shaded his eyes with his hand.


'I could wish she had not cursed me,' he muttered. 'She may have

power — no one else could.' After a while, he said aloud, no one

understanding rightly what he meant, 'Tush! it's impossible!' — and

called for claret; and he and the other gentlemen set to to a

drinking-bout.

















Chapter 2


 




I now come to the time in which I myself was mixed up with the

people that I have been writing about. And to make you understand

how I became connected with them, I must give you some little

account of myself. My father was the younger son of a Devonshire

gentleman of moderate property; my eldest uncle succeeded to the

estate of his forefathers, my second became an eminent attorney in

London, and my father took orders. Like most poor clergymen, he had

a large family; and I have no doubt was glad enough when my London

uncle, who was a bachelor, offered to take charge of me, and bring

me up to be his successor in business.


In this way I came to live in London, in my uncle's house, not

far from Gray's Inn, and to be treated and esteemed as his son, and

to labour with him in his office. I was very fond of the old

gentleman. He was the confidential agent of many country squires,

and had attained to his present position as much by knowledge of

human nature as by knowledge of law; though he was learned enough

in the latter. He used to say his business was law, his pleasure

heraldry. From his intimate acquaintance with family history, and

all the tragic courses of life therein involved, to hear him talk,

at leisure times, about any coat of arms that came across his path

was as good as a play or a romance. Many cases of disputed

property, dependent on a love of genealogy, were brought to him, as

to a great authority on such points. If the lawyer who came to

consult him was young, he would take no fee, only give him a long

lecture on the importance of attending to heraldry; if the lawyer

was of mature age and good standing, he would mulct him pretty

well, and abuse him to me afterwards as negligent of one great

branch of the profession. His house was in a stately new street

called Ormond Street, and in it he had a handsome library; but all

the books treated of things that were past; none of them planned or

looked forward into the future. I worked away — partly for the sake

of my family at home, partly because my uncle had really taught me

to enjoy the kind of practice in which he himself took such

delight. I suspect I worked too hard; at any rate, in seventeen

hundred and eighteen I was far from well, and my good uncle was

disturbed by my ill looks.


One day, he rang the bell twice into the clerk's room at the

dingy office in Gray's Inn Lane. It was the summons for me, and I

went into his private room just as a gentleman — whom I knew well

enough by sight as an Irish lawyer of more reputation than he

deserved — was leaving.


My uncle was slowly rubbing his hands together and considering.

I was there two or three minutes before he spoke. Then he told me

that I must pack up my portmanteau that very afternoon, and start

that night by post-horse for West Chester. I should get there, if

all went well, at the end of five days' time, and must then wait

for a packet to cross over to Dublin; from thence I must proceed to

a certain town named Kildoon, and in that neighbourhood I was to

remain, making certain inquiries as to the existence of any

descendants of the younger branch of a family to whom some valuable

estates had descended in the female line. The Irish lawyer whom I

had seen was weary of the case, and would willingly have given up

the property, without further ado, to a man who appeared to claim

them; but on laying his tables and trees before my uncle, the

latter had foreseen so many possible prior claimants, that the

lawyer had begged him to undertake the management of the whole

business. In his youth, my uncle would have liked nothing better

than going over to Ireland himself, and ferreting out every scrap

of paper or parchment, and every word of tradition respecting the

family. As it was, old and gouty, he deputed me.


Accordingly, I went to Kildoon. I suspect I had something of my

uncle's delight in following up a genealogical scent, for I very

soon found out, when on the spot, that Mr. Rooney, the Irish

lawyer, would have got both himself and the first claimant into a

terrible scrape, if he had pronounced his opinion that the estates

ought to be given up to him. There were three poor Irish fellows,

each nearer of kin to the last possessor; but, a generation before,

there was a still nearer relation, who had never been accounted

for, nor his existence ever discovered by the lawyers, I venture to

think, till I routed him out from the memory of some of the old

dependants of the family. What had become of him? I travelled

backwards and forwards; I crossed over to France, and came back

again with a slight clue, which ended in my discovering that, wild

and dissipated himself, he had left one child, a son, of yet worse

character than his father; that this same Hugh Fitzgerald had

married a very beautiful serving-woman of the Byrnes — a person

below him in hereditary rank, but above him in character; that he

had died soon after his marriage, leaving one child, whether a boy

or a girl I could not learn, and that the mother had returned to

live in the family of the Byrnes. Now, the chief of this latter

family was serving in the Duke of Berwick's regiment, and it was

long before I could hear from him; it was more than a year before I

got a short, haughty letter — I fancy he had a soldier's contempt

for a civilian, an Irishman's hatred for an Englishman, an exiled

Jacobite's jealousy of one who prospered and lived tranquilly under

the government he looked upon as an usurpation. 'Bridget

Fitzgerald,' he said, 'had been faithful to the fortunes of his

sister — had followed her abroad, and to England when Mrs. Starkey

had thought fit to return. Both her sister and her husband were

dead; he knew nothing of Bridget Fitzgerald at the present time:

probably Sir Philip Tempest, his nephew's guardian, might be able

to give me some information.' I have not given the little

contemptuous terms; the way in which faithful service was meant to

imply more than it said — all that has nothing to do with my story.

Sir Philip, when applied to, told me that he paid an annuity

regularly to an old woman named Fitzgerald, living at Coldholme

(the village near Starkey Manor-House). Whether she had any

descendants he could not say.


One bleak March evening, I came in sight of the places described

at the beginning of my story. I could hardly understand the rude

dialect in which the direction to old Bridget's house was

given.


'Yo' see yon furleets,' all run together, gave me no idea that I

was to guide myself by the distant lights that shone in the windows

of the Hall, occupied for the time by a farmer who held the post of

steward, while the Squire, now four or five and twenty, was making

the grand tour. However, at last, I reached Bridget's cottage — a

low, moss-grown place; the palings that had once surrounded it were

broken and gone; and the underwood of the forest came up to the

walls, and must have darkened the windows. It was about seven

o'clock — not late to my London notions — but, after knocking for

some time at the door and receiving no reply, I was driven to

conjecture that the occupant of the house was gone to bed. So I

betook myself to the nearest church I had seen, three miles back on

the road I had come, sure that close to that I should find an inn

of some kind; and early the next morning I set off back to

Coldholme, by a field-path which my host assured me I should find a

shorter cut than the road I had taken the night before. It was a

cold, sharp morning; my feet left prints in the sprinkling of

hoar-frost that covered the ground; nevertheless, I saw an old

woman, whom I instinctively suspected to be the object of my

search, in a sheltered covert on one side of my path. I lingered

and watched her. She must have been considerably above the middle

size in her prime, for when she raised herself from the stooping

position in which I first saw her, there was something fine and

commanding in the erectness of her figure. She drooped again in a

minute or two, and seemed looking for something on the ground, as,

with bent head, she turned off from the spot where I gazed upon

her, and was lost to my sight. I fancy I missed my way, and made a

round in spite of the landlord's directions; for by the time I had

reached Bridget's cottage she was there, with no semblance of

hurried walk or discomposure of any kind. The door was slightly

ajar. I knocked, and the majestic figure stood before me, silently

awaiting the explanation of my errand. Her teeth were all gone, so

the nose and chin were brought near together; the grey eyebrows

were straight, and almost hung over her deep, cavernous eyes, and

the thick white hair lay in silvery masses over the low, wide,

wrinkled forehead. For a moment, I stood uncertain how to shape my

answer to the solemn questioning of her silence.


'Your name is Bridget Fitzgerald, I believe?' She bowed her head

in assent.


'I have something to say to you. May I come in? I am unwilling

to keep you standing.'


'You cannot tire me,' she said, and at first she seemed inclined

to deny me the shelter of her roof. But the next moment — she had

searched the very soul in me with her eyes during that instant —

she led me in, and dropped the shadowing hood of her grey, draping

cloak, which had previously hid part of the character of her

countenance. The cottage was rude and bare enough. But before that

picture of the Virgin, of which I have made mention, there stood a

little cup filled with fresh primroses. While she paid her

reverence to the Madonna, I understood why she had been out seeking

through the clumps of green in the sheltered copse. Then she turned

round, and bade me be seated. The expression of her face, which all

this time I was studying, was not bad, as the stories of my last

night's landlord had led me to expect; it was a wild, stern,

fierce, indomitable countenance, seamed and scarred by agonies of

solitary weeping; but it was neither cunning nor malignant.


'My name is Bridget Fitzgerald,' said she, by way of opening our

conversation.


'And your husband was Hugh Fitzgerald, of Knock-Mahon, near

Kildoon, in Ireland?'


A faint light came into the dark gloom of her eyes.


'He was.'


'May I ask if you had any children by him?'


The light in her eyes grew quick and red. She tried to speak, I

could see; but something rose in her throat, and choked her, and

until she could speak calmly, she would fain not speak at all

before a stranger. In a minute or so she said:


'I had a daughter — one Mary Fitzgerald,' — then her strong

nature mastered her strong will, and she cried out, with a

trembling, wailing cry: 'Oh, man! what of her? — what of her?'


She rose from her seat, and came and clutched at my arm, and

looked in my eyes. There she read, as I suppose, my utter ignorance

of what had become of her child; for she went blindly back to her

chair, and sat rocking herself and softly moaning, as if I were not

there; I not daring to speak to the lone and awful woman. After a

little pause, she knelt down before the picture of our Lady of the

Holy Heart, and spoke to her by all the fanciful and poetic names

of the Litany.


'O Rose of Sharon! O Tower of David! O Star of the Sea! have you

no comfort for my sore heart? Am I for ever to hope? Grant me at

least despair!' — and so on she went, heedless of my presence. Her

prayers grew wilder and wilder, till they seemed to me to touch on

the borders of madness and blasphemy. Almost involuntarily, I spoke

as if to stop her.


'Have you any reason to think that your daughter is dead?'


She rose from her knees, and came and stood before me.


'Mary Fitzgerald is dead,' said she. 'I shall never see her

again in the flesh. No tongue ever told me. But I know she is dead.

I have yearned so to see her, and my heart's will is fearful and

strong: it would have drawn her to me before now, if she had been a

wanderer on the other side of the world. I wonder often it has not

drawn her out of the grave to come and stand before me, and hear me

tell her how I loved her. For, sir, we parted unfriends.'


I knew nothing but the dry particulars needed for my lawyer's

quest, but I could not help feeling for the desolate woman; and she

must have read the unusual sympathy with her wistful eyes.


'Yes, sir, we did. She never knew how I loved her; and we parted

unfriends; and I fear me that I wished her voyage might not turn

out well, only meaning, — O, blessed Virgin! you know I only meant

that she should come home to her mother's arms as to the happiest

place on earth; but my wishes are terrible — their power goes

beyond my thought — and there is no hope for me, if my words

brought Mary harm.'


'But,' I said, 'you do not know that she is dead. Even now, you

hoped she might be alive. Listen to me,' and I told her the tale I

have already told you, giving it all in the driest manner, for I

wanted to recall the clear sense that I felt almost sure she had

possessed in her younger days, and by keeping up her attention to

details, restrain the vague wildness of her grief.


She listened with deep attention, putting from time to time such

questions as convinced me I had to do with no common intelligence,

however dimmed and shorn by solitude and mysterious sorrow. Then

she took up her tale; and in few brief words, told me of her

wanderings abroad in vain search after her daughter; sometimes in

the wake of armies, sometimes in camp, sometimes in city. The lady,

whose waiting-woman Mary had gone to be, had died soon after the

date of her last letter home; her husband, the foreign officer, had

been serving in Hungary, whither Bridget had followed him, but too

late to find him. Vague rumours reached her that Mary had made a

great marriage; and this sting of doubt was added, — whether the

mother might not be close to her child under her new name, and even

hearing of her every day, and yet never recognising the lost one

under the appellation she then bore. At length the thought took

possession of her, that it was possible that all this time Mary

might be at home at Coldholme, in the Trough of Bolland, in

Lancashire, in England; and home came Bridget, in that vain hope,

to her desolate hearth, and empty cottage. Here she had thought it

safest to remain; if Mary was in life, it was here she would seek

for her mother.


I noted down one or two particulars out of Bridget's narrative

that I thought might be of use to me; for I was stimulated to

further search in a strange and extraordinary manner. It seemed as

if it were impressed upon me, that I must take up the quest where

Bridget had laid it down; and this for no reason that had

previously influenced me (such as my uncle's anxiety on the

subject, my own reputation as a lawyer, and so on), but from some

strange power which had taken possession of my will only that very

morning, and which forced it in the direction it chose.


'I will go,' said I. 'I will spare nothing in the search. Trust

to me. I will learn all that can be learnt. You shall know all that

money, or pains, or wit can discover. It is true she may be long

dead: but she may have left a child.'


'A child!' she cried, as if for the first time this idea had

struck her mind. 'Hear him, Blessed Virgin! he says she may have

left a child. And you have never told me, though I have prayed so

for a sign, waking or sleeping!'


'Nay,' said I, 'I know nothing but what you tell me. You say you

heard of her marriage.'


But she caught nothing of what I said. She was praying to the

Virgin in a kind of ecstacy, which seemed to render her unconscious

of my very presence.


From Coldholme I went to Sir Philip Tempest's. The wife of the

foreign officer had been a cousin of his father's, and from him I

thought I might gain some particulars as to the existence of the

Count de la Tour d'Auvergne, and where I could find him; for I knew

questions de vive voix aid the flagging recollection, and I was

determined to lose no chance for want of trouble. But Sir Philip

had gone abroad, and it would be some time before I could receive

an answer. So I followed my uncle's advice, to whom I had mentioned

how wearied I felt, both in body and mind, by my will-o'-the-wisp

search. He immediately told me to go to Harrogate, there to await

Sir Philip's reply. I should be near to one of the places connected

with my search, Coldholme; not far from Sir Philip Tempest, in case

he returned, and I wished to ask him any further questions; and, in

conclusion, my uncle bade me try to forget all about my business

for a time.


This was far easier said than done. I have seen a child on a

common blown along by a high wind, without power of standing still

and resisting the tempestuous force. I was somewhat in the same

predicament as regarded my mental state. Something resistless

seemed to urge my thoughts on, through every possible course by

which there was a chance of attaining to my object. I did not see

the sweeping moors when I walked out: when I held a book in my

hand, and read the words, their sense did not penetrate to my

brain. If I slept, I went on with the same ideas, always flowing in

the same direction. This could not last long without having a bad

effect on the body. I had an illness, which, although I was racked

with pain, was a positive relief to me, as it compelled me to live

in the present suffering, and not in the visionary researches I had

been continually making before. My kind uncle came to nurse me; and

after the immediate danger was over, my life seemed to slip away in

delicious languor for two or three months. I did not ask — so much

did I dread falling into the old channel of thought — whether any

reply had been received to my letter to Sir Philip. I turned my

whole imagination right away from all that subject. My uncle

remained with me until nigh summer, and then returned to his

business in London; leaving me perfectly well, although not

completely strong. I was to follow him in a fortnight; when, as he

said, 'we would look over letters, and talk about several things.'

I knew what this little speech alluded to, and shrank from the

train of thought it suggested, which was so intimately connected

with my first feelings of illness. However, I had a fortnight more

to roam on those invigorating Yorkshire moors.


In those days, there was one large, rambling inn at Harrogate,

close to the Medicinal Spring; but it was already becoming too

small for the accommodation of the influx of visitors, and many

lodged round about, in the farm-houses of the district. It was so

early in the season, that I had the inn pretty much to myself; and,

indeed, felt rather like a visitor in a private house, so intimate

had the landlord and landlady become with me during my long

illness. She would chide me for being out so late on the moors, or

for having been too long without food, quite in a motherly way;

while he consulted me about vintages and wines, and taught me many

a Yorkshire wrinkle about horses. In my walks I met other strangers

from time to time. Even before my uncle had left me, I had noticed,

with half-torpid curiosity, a young lady of very striking

appearance, who went about always accompanied by an elderly

companion, hardly a gentlewoman, but with something in her look

that prepossessed me in her favour. The younger lady always put her

veil down when any one approached; so it had been only once or

twice, when I had come upon her at a sudden turn in the path, that

I had even had a glimpse of her face. I am not sure if it was

beautiful, though in after-life I grew to think it so. But it was

at this time over-shadowed by a sadness that never varied: a pale,

quiet, resigned look of intense suffering, that irresistibly

attracted me, not with love, but with a sense of infinite

compassion for one so young yet so hopelessly unhappy. The

companion wore something of the same look: quiet, melancholy,

hopeless, yet resigned. I asked my landlord who they were. He said

they were called Clarke, and wished to be considered as mother and

daughter; but that, for his part, he did not believe that to be

their right name, or that there was any such relationship between

them. They had been in the neighbourhood of Harrogate for some

time, lodging in a remote farm-house. The people there would tell

nothing about them; saying that they paid handsomely, and never did

any harm; so why should they be speaking of any strange things that

might happen? That, as the landlord shrewdly observed, showed there

was something out of the common way: he had heard that the elderly

woman was a cousin of the farmer's where they lodged, and so the

regard existing between relations might help to keep them

quiet.


'What did he think, then, was the reason for their extreme

seclusion?' asked I.


'Nay, he could not tell, not he. He had heard that the young

lady, for all as quiet as she seemed, played strange pranks at

times.' He shook his head when I asked him for more particulars,

and refused to give them, which made me doubt if he knew any, for

he was in general a talkative and communicative man. In default of

other interests, after my uncle left, I set myself to watch these

two people. I hovered about their walks, drawn towards them with a

strange fascination, which was not diminished by their evident

annoyance at so frequently meeting me. One day, I had the sudden

good fortune to be at hand when they were alarmed by the attack of

a bull, which, in those unenclosed grazing districts, was a

particularly dangerous occurrence. I have other and more important

things to relate, than to tell of the accident which gave me an

opportunity of rescuing them; it is enough to say, that this event

was the beginning of an acquaintance, reluctantly acquiesced in by

them, but eagerly prosecuted by me. I can hardly tell when intense

curiosity became merged in love, but in less than ten days after my

uncle's departure I was passionately enamoured of Mrs. Lucy, as her

attendant called her; carefully — for this I noted well — avoiding

any address which appeared as if there was an equality of station

between them. I noticed also that Mrs. Clarke, the elderly woman,

after her first reluctance to allow me to pay them any attentions

had been overcome, was cheered by my evident attachment to the

young girl; it seemed to lighten her heavy burden of care, and she

evidently favoured my visits to the farm-house where they lodged.

It was not so with Lucy. A more attractive person I never saw, in

spite of her depression of manner, and shrinking avoidance of me. I

felt sure at once, that whatever was the source of her grief, it

rose from no fault of her own. It was difficult to draw her into

conversation; but when at times, for a moment or two, I beguiled

her into talk, I could see a rare intelligence in her face, and a

grave, trusting look in the soft, grey eyes that were raised for a

minute to mine. I made every excuse I possibly could for going

there. I sought wild flowers for Lucy's sake; I planned walks for

Lucy's sake; I watched the heavens by night, in hopes that some

unusual beauty of sky would justify me in tempting Mrs. Clarke and

Lucy forth upon the moors, to gaze at the great purple dome

above.


It seemed to me that Lucy was aware of my love; but that, for

some motive which I could not guess, she would fain have repelled

me; but then again I saw, or fancied I saw, that her heart spoke in

my favour, and that there was a struggle going on in her mind,

which at times (I loved so dearly) I could have begged her to spare

herself, even though the happiness of my whole life should have

been the sacrifice; for her complexion grew paler, her aspect of

sorrow more hopeless, her delicate frame yet slighter. During this

period I had written, I should say, to my uncle, to beg to be

allowed to prolong my stay at Harrogate, not giving any reason; but

such was his tenderness towards me, that in a few days I heard from

him, giving me a willing permission, and only charging me to take

care of myself, and not use too much exertion during the hot

weather.


One sultry evening I drew near the farm. The windows of their

parlour were open, and I heard voices when I turned the corner of

the house, as I passed the first window (there were two windows in

their little ground-floor room). I saw Lucy distinctly; but when I

had knocked at their door — the house-door stood always ajar — she

was gone, and I saw only Mrs. Clarke, turning over the work-things

lying on the table, in a nervous and purposeless manner. I felt by

instinct that a conversation of some importance was coming on, in

which I should be expected to say what was my object in paying

these frequent visits. I was glad of the opportunity. My uncle had

several times alluded to the pleasant possibility of my bringing

home a young wife, to cheer and adorn the old house in Ormond

Street. He was rich, and I was to succeed him, and had, as I knew,

a fair reputation for so young a lawyer. So on my side I saw no

obstacle. It was true that Lucy was shrouded in mystery; her name

(I was convinced it was not Clarke), birth, parentage, and previous

life were unknown to me. But I was sure of her goodness and sweet

innocence, and although I knew that there must be something painful

to be told, to account for her mournful sadness, yet I was willing

to bear my share in her grief, whatever it might be.


Mrs. Clarke began, as if it was a relief to her to plunge into

the subject.


'We have thought, sir — at least I have thought — that you know

very little of us, nor we of you, indeed; not enough to warrant the

intimate acquaintance we have fallen into. I beg your pardon, sir,'

she went on, nervously; 'I am but a plain kind of woman, and I mean

to use no rudeness; but I must say straight out that I — we — think

it would be better for you not to come so often to see us. She is

very unprotected, and — — '


'Why should I not come to see you, dear madam?' asked I,

eagerly, glad of the opportunity of explaining myself. 'I come, I

own, because I have learnt to love Mistress Lucy, and wish to teach

her to love me.'


Mistress Clarke shook her head, and sighed.


'Don't, sir — neither love her, nor, for the sake of all you

hold sacred, teach her to love you! If I am too late, and you love

her already, forget her, — forget these last few weeks. O! I should

never have allowed you to come!' she went on, passionately; 'but

what am I to do? We are forsaken by all, except the great God, and

even He permits a strange and evil power to afflict us — what am I

to do? Where is it to end?' She wrung her hands in her distress;

then she turned to me: 'Go away, sir; go away, before you learn to

care any more for her. I ask it for your own sake — I implore. You

have been good and kind to us, and we shall always recollect you

with gratitude; but go away now, and never come back to cross our

fatal path!'


'Indeed, madam,' said I, 'I shall do no such thing. You urge it

for my own sake. I have no fear, so urged — nor wish, except to

hear more — all. I cannot have seen Mistress Lucy in all the

intimacy of this last fortnight, without acknowledging her goodness

and innocence; and without seeing — pardon me, madam — that for

some reason you are two very lonely women, in some mysterious

sorrow and distress. Now, though I am not powerful myself, yet I

have friends who are so wise and kind, that they may be said to

possess power. Tell me some particulars. Why are you in grief —

what is your secret — why are you here? I declare solemnly that

nothing you have said has daunted me in my wish to become Lucy's

husband; nor will I shrink from any difficulty that, as such an

aspirant, I may have to encounter. You say you are friendless — why

cast away an honest friend? I will tell you of people to whom you

may write, and who will answer any questions as to my character and

prospects. I do not shun inquiry.'


She shook her head again. 'You had better go away, sir. You know

nothing about us.'


'I know your names,' said I, 'and I have heard you allude to the

part of the country from which you came, which I happen to know as

a wild and lonely place. There are so few people living in it that,

if I chose to go there, I could easily ascertain all about you; but

I would rather hear it from yourself.' You see I wanted to pique

her into telling me something definite.


'You do not know our true names, sir,' said she, hastily.


'Well, I may have conjectured as much. But tell me, then, I

conjure you. Give me your reasons for distrusting my willingness to

stand by what I have said with regard to Mistress Lucy.'


'Oh, what can I do?' exclaimed she. 'If I am turning away a true

friend as he says? — Stay!' coming to a sudden decision — 'I will

tell you something — I cannot tell you all — you would not believe

it. But, perhaps, I can tell you enough to prevent your going on in

your hopeless attachment. I am not Lucy's mother.'


'So I conjectured,' I said. 'Go on.'


'I do not even know whether she is the legitimate or

illegitimate child of her father. But he is cruelly turned against

her; and her mother is long dead; and, for a terrible reason, she

has no other creature to keep constant to her but me. She — only

two years ago — such a darling and such a pride in her father's

house! Why, sir, there is a mystery that might happen in connection

with her any moment; and then you would go away like all the rest;

and, when you next heard her name, you would loathe her. Others,

who have loved her longer, have done so before now. My poor child,

whom neither God nor man has mercy upon — or, surely, she would

die!'


The good woman was stopped by her crying. I confess, I was a

little stunned by her last words; but only for a moment. At any

rate, till I knew definitely what was this mysterious stain upon

one so simple and pure, as Lucy seemed, I would not desert her, and

so I said; and she made answer:


'If you are daring in your heart to think harm of my child, sir,

after knowing her as you have done, you are no good man yourself;

but I am so foolish and helpless in my great sorrow, that I would

fain hope to find a friend in you. I cannot help trusting that,

although you may no longer feel towards her as a lover, you will

have pity upon us; and perhaps, by your learning, you can tell us

where to go for aid.'


'I implore you to tell me what this mystery is,' I cried, almost

maddened by this suspense.


'I cannot,' said she, solemnly. 'I am under a deep vow of

secrecy. If you are to be told, it must be by her.' She left the

room, and I remained to ponder over this strange interview. I

mechanically turned over the few books, and with eyes that saw

nothing at the time, examined the tokens of Lucy's frequent

presence in that room.


When I got home at night, I remembered how all these trifles

spoke of a pure and tender heart and innocent life. Mistress Clarke

returned; she had been crying sadly.


'Yes,' said she, 'it is as I feared: she loves you so much that

she is willing to run the fearful risk of telling you all herself —

she acknowledges it is but a poor chance; but your sympathy will be

a balm, if you give it. To-morrow, come here at ten in the morning;

and as you hope for pity in your hour of agony, repress all show of

fear or repugnance you may feel towards one so grievously

afflicted.'


I half smiled. 'Have no fear,' I said. It seemed too absurd to

imagine my feeling dislike to Lucy.


'Her father loved her well,' said she, gravely, 'yet he drove

her out like some monstrous thing.'


Just at this moment came a peal of ringing laughter from the

garden. It was Lucy's voice; it sounded as if she were standing

just on one side of the open casement — and as though she were

suddenly stirred to merriment — merriment verging on

boisterousness, by the doings or sayings of some other person. I

can scarcely say why, but the sound jarred on me inexpressibly. She

knew the subject of our conversation, and must have been at least

aware of the state of agitation her friend was in: she herself

usually so gentle and quiet. I half rose to go to the window, and

satisfy my instinctive curiosity as to what had provoked this burst

of ill-timed laughter; but Mrs. Clarke threw her whole weight and

power upon the hand with which she pressed and kept me down.


'For God's sake!' she said, white and trembling all over, 'sit

still; be quiet. Oh! be patient. To-morrow you will know all. Leave

us, for we are all sorely afflicted. Do not seek to know more about

us.'


Again that laugh — so musical in sound, yet so discordant to my

heart. She held me tight — tighter; without positive violence I

could not have risen. I was sitting with my back to the window, but

I felt a shadow pass between the sun's warmth and me, and a strange

shudder ran through my frame. In a minute or two she released

me.


'Go,' repeated she. 'Be warned, I ask you once more. I do not

think you can stand this knowledge that you seek. If I had had my

own way, Lucy should never have yielded, and promised to tell you

all. Who knows what may come of it?'


'I am firm in my wish to know all. I return at ten to-morrow

morning, and then expect to see Mistress Lucy herself.'


I turned away; having my own suspicions, I confess, as to

Mistress Clarke's sanity.


Conjectures as to the meaning of her hints, and uncomfortable

thoughts connected with that strange laughter, filled my mind. I

could hardly sleep. I rose early; and long before the hour I had

appointed, I was on the path over the common that led to the old

farm-house where they lodged. I suppose that Lucy had passed no

better a night than I; for there she was also, slowly pacing with

her even step, her eyes bent down, her whole look most saintly and

pure. She started when I came close to her, and grew paler as I

reminded her of my appointment, and spoke with something of the

impatience of obstacles that, seeing her once more, had called up

afresh in my mind. All strange and terrible hints, and giddy

merriment were forgotten. My heart gave forth words of fire, and my

tongue uttered them. Her colour went and came, as she listened;

but, when I had ended my passionate speeches, she lifted her soft

eyes to me, and said:


'But you know that you have something to learn about me yet. I

only want to say this: I shall not think less of you — less well of

you, I mean — if you, too, fall away from me when you know all.

Stop!' said she, as if fearing another burst of mad words. 'Listen

to me. My father is a man of great wealth. I never knew my mother;

she must have died when I was very young. When first I remember

anything, I was living in a great, lonely house, with my dear and

faithful Mistress Clarke. My father, even, was not there; he was —

he is — a soldier, and his duties lie abroad. But he came, from

time to time, and every time I think he loved me more and more. He

brought me rarities from foreign lands, which prove to me now how

much he must have thought of me during his absences. I can sit down

and measure the depth of his lost love now, by such standards as

these. I never thought whether he loved me or not, then; it was so

natural, that it was like the air I breathed. Yet he was an angry

man at times, even then; but never with me. He was very reckless,

too; and, once or twice, I heard a whisper among the servants that

a doom was over him, and that he knew it, and tried to drown his

knowledge in wild activity, and even sometimes, sir, in wine. So I

grew up in this grand mansion, in that lonely place. Everything

around me seemed at my disposal, and I think every one loved me; I

am sure loved them. Till about two years ago — I remember it well —

my father had come to England, to us; and he seemed so proud and so

pleased with me and all I had done. And one day his tongue seemed

loosened with wine, and he told me much that I had not known till

then, — how dearly he had loved my mother, yet how his wilful usage

had caused her death; and then he went on to say how he loved me

better than any creature on earth, and how, some day, he hoped to

take me to foreign places, for that he could hardly bear these long

absences from his only child. Then he seemed to change suddenly,

and said, in a strange, wild way, that I was not to believe what he

said; that there was many a thing he loved better — his horse — his

dog — I know not what.


'And 'twas only the next morning that, when I came into his room

to ask his blessing as was my wont, he received me with fierce and

angry words. 'Why had I,' so he asked, 'been delighting myself in

such wanton mischief — dancing over the tender plants in the

flower-beds, all set with the famous Dutch bulbs he had brought

from Holland?' I had never been out of doors that morning, sir, and

I could not conceive what he meant, and so I said; and then he

swore at me for a liar, and said I was of no true blood, for he had

seen me doing all that mischief himself — with his own eyes. What

could I say? He would not listen to me, and even my tears seemed

only to irritate him. That day was the beginning of my great

sorrows. Not long after, he reproached me for my undue familiarity

— all unbecoming a gentlewoman — with his grooms. I had been in the

stable-yard, laughing and talking, he said. Now, sir, I am

something of a coward by nature, and I had always dreaded horses;

besides that, my father's servants — those whom he brought with him

from foreign parts — were wild fellows, whom I had always avoided,

and to whom I had never spoken, except as a lady must needs from

time to time speak to her father's people. Yet my father called me

by names of which I hardly know the meaning, but my heart told me

they were such as shame any modest woman; and from that day he

turned quite against me; — nay, sir, not many weeks after that, he

came in with a riding-whip in his hand; and, accusing me harshly of

evil doings, of which I knew no more than you, sir, he was about to

strike me, and I, all in bewildering tears, was ready to take his

stripes as great kindness compared to his harder words, when

suddenly he stopped his arm mid-way, gasped and staggered, crying

out, 'The curse — the curse!' I looked up in terror. In the great

mirror opposite I saw myself, and, right behind, another wicked,

fearful self, so like me that my soul seemed to quiver within me,

as though not knowing to which similitude of body it belonged. My

father saw my double at the same moment, either in its dreadful

reality, whatever that might be, or in the scarcely less terrible

reflection in the mirror; but what came of it at that moment I

cannot say, for I suddenly swooned away; and when I came to myself

I was lying in my bed, and my faithful Clarke sitting by me. I was

in my bed for days; and even while I lay there my double was seen

by all, flitting about the house and gardens, always about some

mischievous or detestable work. What wonder that every one shrank

from me in dread — that my father drove me forth at length, when

the disgrace of which I was the cause was past his patience to

bear. Mistress Clarke came with me; and here we try to live such a

life of piety and prayer as may in time set me free from the

curse.'


All the time she had been speaking, I had been weighing her

story in my mind. I had hitherto put cases of witchcraft on one

side, as mere superstitions; and my uncle and I had had many an

argument, he supporting himself by the opinion of his good friend

Sir Matthew Hale. Yet this sounded like the tale of one bewitched;

or was it merely the effect of a life of extreme seclusion telling

on the nerves of a sensitive girl? My scepticism inclined me to the

latter belief, and when she paused I said:


'I fancy that some physician could have disabused your father of

his belief in visions — — '


Just at that instant, standing as I was opposite to her in the

full and perfect morning light, I saw behind her another figure — a

ghastly resemblance, complete in likeness, so far as form and

feature and minutest touch of dress could go, but with a loathsome

demon soul looking out of the grey eyes, that were in turns mocking

and voluptuous. My heart stood still within me; every hair rose up

erect; my flesh crept with horror. I could not see the grave and

tender Lucy — my eyes were fascinated by the creature beyond. I

know not why, but I put out my hand to clutch it; I grasped nothing

but empty air, and my whole blood curdled to ice. For a moment I

could not see; then my sight came back, and I saw Lucy standing

before me, alone, deathly pale, and, I could have fancied, almost,

shrunk in size.


'It has been near me?' she said, as if asking a question.


The sound seemed taken out of her voice; it was husky as the

notes on an old harpsichord when the strings have ceased to

vibrate. She read her answer in my face, I suppose, for I could not

speak. Her look was one of intense fear, but that died away into an

aspect of most humble patience. At length she seemed to force

herself to face behind and around her: she saw the purple moors,

the blue distant hills, quivering in the sunlight, but nothing

else.


'Will you take me home?' she said, meekly.


I took her by the hand, and led her silently through the budding

heather — we dared not speak; for we could not tell but that the

dread creature was listening, although unseen, — but that IT might

appear and push us asunder. I never loved her more fondly than now

when — and that was the unspeakable misery — the idea of her was

becoming so inextricably blended with the shuddering thought of IT.

She seemed to understand what I must be feeling. She let go my

hand, which she had kept clasped until then, when we reached the

garden gate, and went forwards to meet her anxious friend, who was

standing by the window looking for her. I could not enter the

house: I needed silence, society, leisure, change — I knew not what

— to shake off the sensation of that creature's presence. Yet I

lingered about the garden — I hardly know why; I partly suppose,

because I feared to encounter the resemblance again on the solitary

common, where it had vanished, and partly from a feeling of

inexpressible compassion for Lucy. In a few minutes Mistress Clarke

came forth and joined me. We walked some paces in silence.


'You know all now,' said she, solemnly.


'I saw it,' said I, below my breath.


'And you shrink from us, now,' she said, with a hopelessness

which stirred up all that was brave or good in me.


'Not a whit,' said I. 'Human flesh shrinks from encounter with

the powers of darkness: and, for some reason unknown to me, the

pure and holy Lucy is their victim.'


'The sins of the fathers shall be visited upon the children,'

she said.


'Who is her father?' asked I. 'Knowing as much as I do, I may

surely know more — know all. Tell me, I entreat you, madam, all

that you can conjecture respecting this demoniac persecution of one

so good.'


'I will; but not now. I must go to Lucy now. Come this

afternoon, I will see you alone; and oh, sir! I will trust that you

may yet find some way to help us in our sore trouble!'


I was miserably exhausted by the swooning affright which had

taken possession of me. When I reached the inn, I staggered in like

one overcome by wine. I went to my own private room. It was some

time before I saw that the weekly post had come in, and brought me

my letters. There was one from my uncle, one from my home in

Devonshire, and one, re-directed over the first address, sealed

with a great coat of arms. It was from Sir Philip Tempest: my

letter of inquiry respecting Mary Fitzgerald had reached him at

Liège, where it so happened that the Count de la Tour d'Auvergne

was quartered at the very time. He remembered his wife's beautiful

attendant; she had had high words with the deceased countess,

respecting her intercourse with an English gentleman of good

standing, who was also in the foreign service. The countess augured

evil of his intentions; while Mary, proud and vehement, asserted

that he would soon marry her, and resented her mistress's warnings

as an insult. The consequence was, that she had left Madame de la

Tour d'Auvergne's service, and, as the Count believed, had gone to

live with the Englishman; whether he had married her, or not, he

could not say. 'But,' added Sir Philip Tempest, 'you may easily

hear what particulars you wish to know respecting Mary Fitzgerald

from the Englishman himself, if, as I suspect, he is no other than

my neighbour and former acquaintance, Mr. Gisborne, of Skipford

Hall, in the West Riding. I am led to the belief that he is no

other by several small particulars, none of which are in themselves

conclusive, but which, taken together, make a mass of presumptive

evidence. As far as I could make out from the Count's foreign

pronunciation, Gisborne was the name of the Englishman: I know that

Gisborne of Skipford was abroad and in the foreign service at that

time — he was a likely fellow enough for such an exploit, and,

above all, certain expressions recur to my mind which he used in

reference to old Bridget Fitzgerald, of Coldholme, whom he once

encountered while staying with me at Starkey Manor-House. I

remember that the meeting seemed to have produced some

extraordinary effect upon his mind, as though he had suddenly

discovered some connection which she might have had with his

previous life. I beg you to let me know if I can be of any further

service to you. Your uncle once rendered me a good turn, and I will

gladly repay it, so far as in me lies, to his nephew.'


I was now apparently close on the discovery which I had striven

so many months to attain. But success had lost its zest. I put my

letters down, and seemed to forget them all in thinking of the

morning I had passed that very day. Nothing was real but the unreal

presence, which had come like an evil blast across my bodily eyes,

and burnt itself down upon my brain. Dinner came, and went away

untouched. Early in the afternoon I walked to the farm-house. I

found Mistress Clarke alone, and I was glad and relieved. She was

evidently prepared to tell me all I might wish to hear.


'You asked me for Mistress Lucy's true name; it is Gisborne,'

she began.


'Not Gisborne of Skipford?' I exclaimed, breathless with

anticipation.


'The same,' said she, quietly, not regarding my manner. 'Her

father is a man of note; although, being a Roman Catholic, he

cannot take that rank in this country to which his station entitles

him. The consequence is that he lives much abroad — has been a

soldier, I am told.'


'And Lucy's mother?' I asked.


She shook her head. 'I never knew her,' said she. 'Lucy was

about three years old when I was engaged to take charge of her. Her

mother was dead.'


'But you know her name? — you can tell if it was Mary

Fitzgerald?'


She looked astonished. 'That was her name. But, sir, how came

you to be so well acquainted with it? It was a mystery to the whole

household at Skipford Court. She was some beautiful young woman

whom he lured away from her protectors while he was abroad. I have

heard said he practised some terrible deceit upon her, and when she

came to know it, she was neither to have nor to hold, but rushed

off from his very arms, and threw herself into a rapid stream and

was drowned. It stung him deep with remorse, but I used to think

the remembrance of the mother's cruel death made him love the child

yet dearer.'


I told her, as briefly as might be, of my researches after the

descendant and heir of the Fitzgeralds of Kildoon, and added —

something of my old lawyer spirit returning into me for the moment

— that I had no doubt but that we should prove Lucy to be by right

possessed of large estates in Ireland.


No flush came over her grey face; no light into her eyes. 'And

what is all the wealth in the whole world to that poor girl?' she

said. 'It will not free her from the ghastly bewitchment which

persecutes her. As for money, what a pitiful thing it is; it cannot

touch her.'


'No more can the Evil Creature harm her,' I said. 'Her holy

nature dwells apart, and cannot be defiled or stained by all the

devilish arts in the whole world.'


'True! but it is a cruel fate to know that all shrink from her,

sooner or later, as from one possessed — accursed.'


'How came it to pass?' I asked.


'Nay, I know not. Old rumours there are, that were bruited

through the household at Skipford.'


'Tell me,' I demanded.


'They came from servants, who would fain account for everything.

They say that, many years ago, Mr. Gisborne killed a dog belonging

to an old witch at Coldholme; that she cursed, with a dreadful and

mysterious curse, the creature, whatever it might be, that he

should love best; and that it struck so deeply into his heart that

for years he kept himself aloof from any temptation to love aught.

But who could help loving Lucy?'


'You never heard the witch's name?' I gasped.


'Yes — they called her Bridget; they said he would never go near

the spot again for terror of her. Yet he was a brave man!'


'Listen,' said I, taking hold of her arm, the better to arrest

her full attention; 'if what I suspect holds true, that man stole

Bridget's only child — the very Mary Fitzgerald who was Lucy's

mother; if so, Bridget cursed him in ignorance of the deeper wrong

he had done her. To this hour she yearns after her lost child, and

questions the saints whether she be living or not. The roots of

that curse lie deeper than she knows: she unwittingly banned him

for a deeper guilt than that of killing a dumb beast. The sins of

the fathers are indeed visited upon the children.'


'But,' said Mistress Clarke, eagerly, 'she would never let evil

rest on her own grandchild? Surely, sir, if what you say be true,

there are hopes for Lucy. Let us go — go at once, and tell this

fearful woman all that you suspect, and beseech her to take off the

spell she has put upon her innocent grandchild.'


It seemed to me, indeed, that something like this was the best

course we could pursue. But first it was necessary to ascertain

more than what mere rumour or careless hearsay could tell. My

thoughts turned to my uncle — he could advise me wisely — he ought

to know all. I resolved to go to him without delay; but I did not

choose to tell Mistress Clarke of all the visionary plans that

flitted through my mind. I simply declared my intention of

proceeding straight to London on Lucy's affairs. I bade her believe

that my interest on the young lady's behalf was greater than ever,

and that my whole time should be given up to her cause. I saw that

Mistress Clarke distrusted me, because my mind was too full of

thoughts for my words to flow freely. She sighed and shook her

head, and said, 'Well, it is all right!' in such a tone that it was

an implied reproach. But I was firm and constant in my heart, and I

took confidence from that.


I rode to London. I rode long days drawn out into the lovely

summer nights: I could not rest. I reached London. I told my uncle

all, though in the stir of the great city the horror had faded

away, and I could hardly imagine that he would believe the account

I gave him of the fearful double of Lucy which I had seen on the

lonely moor-side. But my uncle had lived many years, and learnt

many things; and, in the deep secrets of family history that had

been confided to him, he had heard of cases of innocent people

bewitched and taken possession of by evil spirits yet more fearful

than Lucy's. For, as he said, to judge from all I told him, that

resemblance had no power over her — she was too pure and good to be

tainted by its evil, haunting presence. It had, in all probability,

so my uncle conceived, tried to suggest wicked thoughts and to

tempt to wicked actions; but she, in her saintly maidenhood, had

passed on undefiled by evil thought or deed. It could not touch her

soul: but true, it set her apart from all sweet love or common

human intercourse. My uncle threw himself with an energy more like

six-and-twenty than sixty into the consideration of the whole case.

He undertook the proving Lucy's descent, and volunteered to go and

find out Mr. Gisborne, and obtain, firstly, the legal proofs of her

descent from the Fitzgeralds of Kildoon, and, secondly, to try and

hear all that he could respecting the working of the curse, and

whether any and what means had been taken to exorcise that terrible

appearance. For he told me of instances where, by prayers and long

fasting, the evil possessor had been driven forth with howling and

many cries from the body which it had come to inhabit; he spoke of

those strange New England cases which had happened not so long

before; of Mr. Defoe, who had written a book, wherein he had named

many modes of subduing apparitions, and sending them back whence

they came; and, lastly, he spoke low of dreadful ways of compelling

witches to undo their witchcraft. But I could not endure to hear of

those tortures and burnings. I said that Bridget was rather a wild

and savage woman than a malignant witch; and, above all, that Lucy

was of her kith and kin; and that, in putting her to the trial, by

water or by fire, we should be torturing — it might be to the death

— the ancestress of her we sought to redeem.


My uncle thought awhile, and then said, that in this last matter

I was right — at any rate, it should not be tried, with his

consent, till all other modes of remedy had failed; and he assented

to my proposal that I should go myself and see Bridget, and tell

her all.


In accordance with this, I went down once more to the wayside

inn near Coldholme. It was late at night when I arrived there; and,

while I supped, I inquired of the landlord more particulars as to

Bridget's ways. Solitary and savage had been her life for many

years. Wild and despotic were her words and manner to those few

people who came across her path. The country-folk did her imperious

bidding, because they feared to disobey. If they pleased her, they

prospered; if, on the contrary, they neglected or traversed her

behests, misfortune, small or great, fell on them and theirs. It

was not detestation so much as an indefinable terror that she

excited.


In the morning I went to see her. She was standing on the green

outside her cottage, and received me with the sullen grandeur of a

throneless queen. I read in her face that she recognised me, and

that I was not unwelcome; but she stood silent till I had opened my

errand.


'I have news of your daughter,' said I, resolved to speak

straight to all that I knew she felt of love, and not to spare her.

'She is dead!'


The stern figure scarcely trembled, but her hand sought the

support of the door-post.


'I knew that she was dead,' said she, deep and low, and then was

silent for an instant. 'My tears that should have flowed for her

were burnt up long years ago. Young man, tell me about her.'


'Not yet,' said I, having a strange power given me of

confronting one, whom, nevertheless, in my secret soul I

dreaded.


'You had once a little dog,' I continued. The words called out

in her more show of emotion than the intelligence of her daughter's

death. She broke in upon my speech:


'I had! It was hers — the last thing I had of hers — and it was

shot for wantonness! It died in my arms. The man who killed that

dog rues it to this day. For that dumb beast's blood, his

best-beloved stands accursed.'


Her eyes distended, as if she were in a trance and saw the

working of her curse. Again I spoke:


'O, woman!' I said, 'that best-beloved, standing accursed before

men, is your dead daughter's child.'


The life, the energy, the passion came back to the eyes with

which she pierced through me, to see if I spoke truth; then,

without another question or word, she threw herself on the ground

with fearful vehemence, and clutched at the innocent daisies with

convulsed hands.


'Bone of my bone! flesh of my flesh! have I cursed thee — and

art thou accursed?'


So she moaned, as she lay prostrate in her great agony. I stood

aghast at my own work. She did not hear my broken sentences; she

asked no more, but the dumb confirmation which my sad looks had

given that one fact, that her curse rested on her own daughter's

child. The fear grew on me lest she should die in her strife of

body and soul; and then might not Lucy remain under the spell as

long as she lived?


Even at this moment, I saw Lucy coming through the woodland path

that led to Bridget's cottage; Mistress Clarke was with her: I felt

at my heart that it was she, by the balmy peace which the look of

her sent over me, as she slowly advanced, a glad surprise shining

out of her soft quiet eyes. That was as her gaze met mine. As her

looks fell on the woman lying stiff, convulsed on the earth, they

became full of tender pity; and she came forward to try and lift

her up. Seating herself on the turf, she took Bridget's head into

her lap; and, with gentle touches, she arranged the dishevelled

grey hair streaming thick and wild from beneath her mutch.


'God help her!' murmured Lucy. 'How she suffers!'


At her desire we sought for water; but when we returned, Bridget

had recovered her wandering senses, and was kneeling with clasped

hands before Lucy, gazing at that sweet sad face as though her

troubled nature drank in health and peace from every moment's

contemplation. A faint tinge on Lucy's pale cheeks showed me that

she was aware of our return; otherwise it appeared as if she was

conscious of her influence for good over the passionate and

troubled woman kneeling before her, and would not willingly avert

her grave and loving eyes from that wrinkled and careworn

countenance.


Suddenly — in the twinkling of an eye — the creature appeared,

there, behind Lucy; fearfully the same as to outward semblance, but

kneeling exactly as Bridget knelt, and clasping her hands in

jesting mimicry as Bridget clasped hers in her ecstasy that was

deepening into a prayer. Mistress Clarke cried out — Bridget arose

slowly, her gaze fixed on the creature beyond: drawing her breath

with a hissing sound, never moving her terrible eyes, that were

steady as stone, she made a dart at the phantom, and caught, as I

had done, a mere handful of empty air. We saw no more of the

creature — it vanished as suddenly as it came, but Bridget looked

slowly on, as if watching some receding form. Lucy sat still,

white, trembling, drooping — I think she would have swooned if I

had not been there to uphold her. While I was attending to her,

Bridget passed us, without a word to any one, and, entering her

cottage, she barred herself in, and left us without.


All our endeavours were now directed to get Lucy back to the

house where she had tarried the night before. Mistress Clarke told

me that, not hearing from me (some letter must have miscarried),

she had grown impatient and despairing, and had urged Lucy to the

enterprise of coming to seek her grandmother; not telling her,

indeed, of the dread reputation she possessed, or how we suspected

her of having so fearfully blighted that innocent girl; but, at the

same time, hoping much from the mysterious stirring of blood, which

Mistress Clarke trusted in for the removal of the curse. They had

come, by a different route from that which I had taken, to a

village inn not far from Coldholme, only the night before. This was

the first interview between ancestress and descendant.


All through the sultry noon I wandered along the tangled

wood-paths of the old neglected forest, thinking where to turn for

remedy in a matter so complicated and mysterious. Meeting a

countryman, I asked my way to the nearest clergyman, and went,

hoping to obtain some counsel from him. But he proved to be a

coarse and common-minded man, giving no time or attention to the

intricacies of a case, but dashing out a strong opinion involving

immediate action. For instance, as soon as I named Bridget

Fitzgerald, he exclaimed:


'The Coldholme witch! the Irish papist! I'd have had her ducked

long since but for that other papist, Sir Philip Tempest. He has

had to threaten honest folk about here over and over again, or

they'd have had her up before the justices for her black doings.

And it's the law of the land that witches should be burnt! Ay, and

of Scripture, too, sir! Yet you see a papist, if he's a rich

squire, can overrule both law and Scripture. I'd carry a fagot

myself to rid the country of her!'


Such a one could give me no help. I rather drew back what I had

already said; and tried to make the parson forget it, by treating

him to several pots of beer, in the village inn, to which we had

adjourned for our conference at his suggestion. I left him as soon

as I could, and returned to Coldholme, shaping my way past deserted

Starkey Manor-House, and coming upon it by the back. At that side

were the oblong remains of the old moat, the waters of which lay

placid and motionless under the crimson rays of the setting sun;

with the forest-trees lying straight along each side, and their

deep-green foliage mirrored to blackness in the burnished surface

of the moat below — and the broken sun-dial at the end nearest the

hall — and the heron, standing on one leg at the water's edge,

lazily looking down for fish — the lonely and desolate house scarce

needed the broken windows, the weeds on the door-sill, the broken

shutter softly flapping to and fro in the twilight breeze, to fill

up the picture of desertion and decay. I lingered about the place

until the growing darkness warned me on. And then I passed along

the path, cut by the orders of the last lady of Starkey

Manor-House, that led me to Bridget's cottage. I resolved at once

to see her; and, in spite of closed doors — it might be of resolved

will — she should see me. So I knocked at her door, gently, loudly,

fiercely. I shook it so vehemently that at length the old hinges

gave way, and with a crash it fell inwards, leaving me suddenly

face to face with Bridget — I, red, heated, agitated with my so

long-baffled efforts — she, stiff as any stone, standing right

facing me, her eyes dilated with terror, her ashen lips trembling,

but her body motionless. In her hands she held her crucifix, as if

by that holy symbol she sought to oppose my entrance. At sight of

me, her whole frame relaxed, and she sank back upon a chair. Some

mighty tension had given way. Still her eyes looked fearfully into

the gloom of the outer air, made more opaque by the glimmer of the

lamp inside, which she had placed before the picture of the

Virgin.


'Is she there?' asked Bridget, hoarsely.


'No! Who? I am alone. You remember me.'


'Yes,' replied she, still terror-stricken. 'But she — that

creature — has been looking in upon me through that window all day

long. I closed it up with my shawl; and then I saw her feet below

the door, as long as it was light, and I knew she heard my very

breathing — nay, worse, my very prayers; and I could not pray, for

her listening choked the words ere they rose to my lip. Tell me,

who is she? — what means that double girl I saw this morning? One

had a look of my dead Mary; but the other curdled my blood, and yet

it was the same!'


She had taken hold of my arm, as if to secure herself some human

companionship. She shook all over with the slight, never-ceasing

tremor of intense terror. I told her my tale, as I have told it

you, sparing none of the details.


How Mistress Clarke had informed me that the resemblance had

driven Lucy forth from her father's house — how I had disbelieved,

until, with mine own eyes, I had seen another Lucy standing behind

my Lucy, the same in form and feature, but with the demon-soul

looking out of the eyes. I told her all, I say, believing that she

— whose curse was working so upon the life of her innocent

grandchild — was the only person who could find the remedy and the

redemption. When I had done, she sat silent for many minutes.


'You love Mary's child?' she asked.


'I do, in spite of the fearful working of the curse — I love

her. Yet I shrink from her ever since that day on the moor-side.

And men must shrink from one so accompanied; friends and lovers

must stand afar off. Oh, Bridget Fitzgerald! loosen the curse! Set

her free!'


'Where is she?'


I eagerly caught at the idea that her presence was needed, in

order that, by some strange prayer or exorcism, the spell might be

reversed.


'I will go and bring her to you,' I exclaimed. But Bridget

tightened her hold upon my arm.


'Not so,' said she, in a low, hoarse voice. 'It would kill me to

see her again as I saw her this morning. And I must live till I

have worked my work. Leave me!' said she, suddenly, and again

taking up the cross. 'I defy the demon I have called up. Leave me

to wrestle with it!'


She stood up, as if in an ecstasy of inspiration, from which all

fear was banished. I lingered — why, I can hardly tell — until once

more she bade me begone. As I went along the forest way, I looked

back, and saw her planting the cross in the empty threshold, where

the door had been.


The next morning Lucy and I went to seek her, to bid her join

her prayers with ours. The cottage stood open and wide to our gaze.

No human being was there: the cross remained on the threshold, but

Bridget was gone.










OEBPS/Images/thirtyoccult.jpg
by Various authors

30 OCCULT AND SUPERNATURAL

MASTERPIECES IN ONE BOOK

e
.‘-}_' : s b“ — A= \b





