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There was a pause in the game. Spades were trumps, and the two
Besique Knaves were lying on the table side by side. The Professor
held sequence cards almost entirely, and it required careful play on
the part of his adversary to prevent his getting both the sequence
and the double besique. Therefore there was a pause in the game.

The King of Diamonds and the King of Clubs were lying side by
side, and began to talk. The King of Clubs was a stupid king. He
always said the same thing over again. No matter what excellent
reasons you gave him, nor how clearly you showed him what foolish
remarks he made, he always repeated the last words he had said. This
was, no doubt, very stupid; but it gave him a great advantage in
argument.

The King of Diamonds, on the contrary, was very clever. His
intellect was of so rare a quality, and of so hard and fine a temper,
and had been so carefully and sharply cut and elaborated into
crystals, that it was enabled to pierce further into a millstone than
that of any other card--yes, even that of the cleverest of the
Knaves, for the intellect of these latter is always spoilt by a sort
of worldly cunning, and a too great reference to the gains and
advantages of present good.

'I tell you,' said the King of Clubs, in a loud and positive
voice, 'that it is all chance. In an affair in which I was lately
engaged, and in which my suite were trumps, there were with me the
two Aces, my brother, the King of Clubs, my own consort, the two
Tens, and one of the Knaves. Now, I ask you, what could any skill
effect against such a force as this?'

As this was the ninth time the king had related this anecdote in
precisely the same words, the King of Diamonds began to feel the
conversation a bore, and if his perfect culture would have permitted
such a thing, he would have felt irritated, which, of course, he
never did. He therefore replied with extreme politeness, in a soft
and melodious voice--

'The force of your reasoning, my dear Clubs, and the interesting
anecdote you have just related, admit of no reply. I see clearly that
everything is the result of chance, and I also see, I think clearly,
that: chance forms itself under certain contingencies into a sort of
system by which unexpected results are obtained. Thus, I have often
noticed that when everything seemed clear before us, and the game our
own, in the most unexpected way everything is changed; instead of
lying peaceably on our own side of the table, we are transferred to
the enemy's camp. The play of one particular card appears to have
subverted the most formidable combinations, and conclusions which I
fancied certain dissolve into air.'

The King of Clubs did not understand a word of all this, but, as
his companion appeared to be agreeing with what he himself had
stated, he did not think it worth while to relate his anecdote over
again, and remained silent.

'I think it must be plain to every one,' continued the King of
Diamonds, still with extreme politeness, 'even to the most stupid,
that we are governed by a higher intellect than our own; that as the
cards fall from the pack, in what you so forcibly describe as chance
medley merely, they are immediately subjected to analysis and
arrangement, by which the utmost possible value is extracted from
these chance contingencies, and that not unfrequently the results
which chance itself seemed to predict are reversed. This analysis and
arrangement, and these results, we cards have learnt to call
intellect (or mind), and to attribute it to an order of beings
superior to ourselves, by whom our destinies are controlled. These
truths are taught in our Sunday schools, and will, I think, scarcely
be denied. But what I wish to call your attention to, is a more
abstruse conception which I myself have obtained with difficulty, but
which your more robust--that is the term, I think, you Liberals
use--intellect will, I doubt not, readily grasp. It has occurred to
me that even the fall of the cards is the result merely of more
remote contingencies, and is resolvable into laws and systems similar
to those to which they are afterwards subjected. I was led at first
to form this conception by an oracular voice which I once heard,
whether in trance or vision I cannot say. The words I heard were
somewhat like these:-

'"If we could sufficiently extend our insight we should see that
every apparently chance contingency is but the result of previous
combinations: that all existence is but the result of previous
existence, and that chance is lost in law. But side by side with this
truth exists another of more stupendous import, that, just as far as
this truth is recognised and perceived, just so far, step by step,
springs into existence a power by which law is abrogated, and the
apparent course of its iron necessity is changed. To these senseless
cards" (whom the voice here alluded to I fail to see)--"to these
senseless cards, doubtless, the game appears nothing but an
undeviating law of fate. We know that we possess a power by which the
fall of the cards is systematised and controlled. To a higher
intelligence than ours, doubtless, combinations which seem to us
inscrutable are as easily analysed and controlled. In proportion as
intellect advances we know this to be the case, and these two would
seem to run back side by side into the Infinite Law, and Intellect
which perceives Law, until we arrive at the final problem, whether
Law is the result of intellect, or intellect of Law." These were the
remarkable words I heard.'

I do not understand a word you have said,' replied the King of
Clubs. 'I remember in an affair in which I was engaged--'

Here the King of Spades suddenly came down upon the table at his
brother monarch's side, and the game was played out.

When the game was over, and the other player was gone, the
Professor's little daughter came to the table, and began to play with
the cards.

'Why does the Herr Councillor, who is so rich, come and play with
you, papa?' she said.

'We were boys together, and he likes to come and hear me talk; for
while he has been growing rich and great, I have been thinking, which
he has no time to do.'

The Professor would not have said this to any one else, but it was
only his little daughter, and there was no reason why he should not
say what was in his mind.

'Why did you not ask God to make you rich and great?' said the
little girl.

'I asked the All-father,' said the Professor, looking very kindly
at the child, 'to give me all that was good, and He has given me
everything, even a little girl.'

The child was taking all the royal cards in her hands and placing
them side by side upon the table, so that she made a pretty picture,
bright with colours and gay forms; but one card was wanting, so that
the royal dance-figure was not perfect, and one place was vacant.

A card was lying on the floor with its back uppermost.

'Pick me up that card, papa,' said the Professor's little
daughter. 'It is a king.'

The Professor stooped down and picked up the card. It was a paltry
seven of hearts.

Now the father could not complete the picture for his child, for
the wise King of Diamonds had fallen by misadventure into the large
pocket of the rich councillor's embroidered coat, and was gone.
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When I came home from Eton one vacation, I found a new inmate at
Abbot's Calvert: one whom at first I was very much surprised at, and
afterwards very much delighted with. This was a little girl, of about
fifteen, the daughter of a very distant cousin of my father's, who,
having lived a life of privation, partly, I believe, caused by errors
of his own, had died prematurely, without either choosing or being
able, I do not know which, to interest his noble relatives in his
behalf. When he died, and his little daughter was left alone and
helpless in the world, my mother had caused inquiries to be made
about her, which resulted in her being sent for into the country. The
moment she arrived at Abbot's Calvert it was plain that she was
permanently established there. It was impossible for any creature to
be with her for five minutes without loving her. My mother, who had
no daughters of her own, adopted her altogether as one; and the
Marquis himself, who rarely spoke to any one except my mother and his
eldest son, condescended to pet her. She was even then a remarkably
graceful girl, tall, and giving great promise of that extraordinary
loveliness which two years afterwards she possessed. It was not
astonishing, then, that I, a boy of seventeen, used to ladies'
society and fond of it, fell desperately in love (with the
desperation of seventeen) with this charming little creature; or, on
the other hand, that she, transferred from the narrow poverty of her
father's life to a stately old mansion with 'parks and ordered
gardens great,' with ponies to ride, and boats upon the river, with
carriage drives, and picnics, was very happy, and thought a good deal
of her young companion, who, whenever he arrived, took the greatest
trouble and felt the greatest pleasure in pleasing her. In spite of
all these pleasures, it was rather dull most of the year at Abbot's
Calvert, for my mother did not take Ellie to London, but left her
nominally in the schoolroom, under the care of her governess, a lady
recommended by the single but invaluable characteristic of never
being in the way. It was not astonishing, then, that in this new life
of hers the girl was very happy, or that she was very fond of
'Fred.'

'Fred' is very different now, so it is not conceited to say that I
was then a good specimen of an English lad, such as you may see
scores of in the public schools, with well cut features, and auburn
hair, tall, but not too tall, well built, active, holding my place in
all games, used to society, just bashful enough to be well mannered,
and no more. If I am to tell my story at all, I must be allowed to
say thus much, so that it may be understood.

I do not want it to be a long story, so it will be enough to say
things went on in this way for two years, till I left Eton finally in
June, and came down home for the vacation, looking forward to going
up to Cambridge to Trinity at the beginning of the term. I had not
seen Ellie for nearly six months, for I had not been in the country
at Easter, 'having spent the holidays in London. It was my brother
Lord Canham's first session in Parliament, and the family had been in
London longer than usual. When I got into the hail, then, and found
her there waiting for me, I scarcely knew her, such a perfectly
lovely creature had she grown. She was standing beneath the picture
of the last Abbot, with the sunlight falling on her coloured by the
old armorial bearings of the Abbey which still remain in the windows
(for the Calverts had been tenants of the old monks for centuries,
and have always preserved a kindly feeling towards their memory, as
indeed was not unreasonable, seeing that they had come in for by far
the largest part of their lands). She was tall, and very slightly
formed, her features and complexion perfectly faultless, her eyes
large and dreamy, what some people thought heavy and expressionless
(though they lighted up enough many times that I knew of), her hair
of the palest auburn, wavy all over and very abundant. I felt shy and
bashful for a moment, but, fortunately for myself, I crushed down
this feeling and kissed her, as I should have done a year ago.

That year's summer was a glorious one, day after day of lovely
skies, soft showers, warm quivering air, sultry 'all-golden'
afternoons, short wonderful nights, like dreams of day, full of
perfume, of cool zephyrs, of rustling voices in the trees. Parliament
sat late, and the house was almost deserted the most part of the
time; we were not without neighbours, and formed parties of pleasure
every few days, but these only served to point and intensify the zest
with which Ellie and I spent the intervening days alone. In the
gardens, on the croquet-lawn, on the river, riding or wandering in
the lanes, galloping over the grassy slopes of the Chase (I had
taught Ellie to ride myself, and she did my instruction the greatest
credit), driving a miniature basket phaeton into the neighbouring
town to the Cathedral service and to the shops, day after day of this
delightful summer flew by unheeded. I imagine, from the novels I have
read, that it will be thought by some people very wrong that we
should have been left together in this way, and that they will say
that it is highly improbable and absurd to suppose that my mother
should have permitted this intimacy to go on in so unchecked a way.
All I can say is, that these ideas never entered into any phase of
society with which I was acquainted; a perfect absence of any feeling
of the kind, of any approach to what I have seen described as a
restless meddling propensity to match-making, or to an equally
restless fear of it, characterised, or would have characterised, if
any one had ever thought of it, the people among whom I lived, and no
one more so than my mother. The Marquis and Marchioness were down for
a few days in the middle of summer, and Canham also for a week. I
know that my father spoke to Canham about us, but that he pooh-poohed
the whole affair, called Ellie a charming little thing, whom he had a
great mind to fall in love with himself, and that my father thought
no more, or little more about us. I do Canham the justice to say he
never did interfere with us, being wholly occupied with preparing a
speech on the tenant-right of Ireland, a subject about which he knew
nothing and cared less, only, as the family had large estates in that
island, it was thought well for him to make a speech, which, while
not embarrassing the Government, might rouse great enthusiasm in his
favour among the Irish: and this he found was quite sufficient to
occupy him while at Abbot's Calvert.

When I first came home in June Ellie had told me something which
had not affected us much at the time, when we had all the holidays
before us, but which, as time passed by, assumed a more formidable
appearance.

This was that my mother had decided that she should spend a year
at least at a ladies' school, of which great things had been told
her, in a little village in the northern counties, called Southam,
which boasted of a fine old minster or collegiate church, and aped in
all its arrangements a small cathedral city. Ellie did not object to
this arrangement. My father and mother were going to Italy at the end
of October, and the house would be very dull all the autumn. She
looked forward to this school life with expectation of amusement.

September arrived, and the day when Ellie was to leave was very
near, when my other, one morning at breakfast, expressed eat
annoyance at the illness of Allen, her favourite maid, who, she
informed us, had en selected as Ellie's escort.

'Who was to take Ellie now,' 'she said, she did not know?'

I struck in with the happy audacity of my age and class.

'It was absurd to talk in that way; who should take Ellie except
myself? I had never thought of anything else.'

My mother immediately acquiesced, with that outward indifference
with which she received most things, and with that unconscious and
undemonstrative but profound conviction, that everything that her
family did, or proposed to do, was right.

'Oh very well,' she said; 'if you think of doing so that will be
very nice; that will settle everything pleasantly. Ellie will be very
willing, no doubt.'

I looked across at Ellie; no one could have found fault with her
eyes for dulness at that moment.

'Yes, she was very willing.'

At this moment my father, who rarely took any notice of our
conversation, raised his eyes from his newspapers and letters, and
asked what we were talking of.

'Oh nothing,' my mother said, 'only Allen is so unwell that she
cannot take Ellie to school, and Fred very kindly says he will go
with her.'

'Hum,' said my father.

As he went out of the breakfast-room he told me to follow him into
the library, and seating himself in his favourite chair, in the great
oriel window, he turned to me with the air of a man who is saying a
good thing--'I have not the least objection, of course, sir, to your
making a fool of yourself; you will do so with great success,
doubtless, many times during the next few years, but you will please
to remember that a man of your name ought not to make a fool of any
one else.'

I had not the faintest idea what to say, so I said--

'Certainly not, my Lord.'

I very seldom called my father 'My Lord,' perhaps because he very
seldom spoke to me; but this seemed to be one of those rare occasions
when it was dramatically consistent, at least, to do so.

I went back into the morning-room, which was also the music room,
where Ellie was practising at the grand piano. I half lay on a couch
watching her, a ray of sunlight piercing the drawn blinds and
lighting up her hair, and beyond a Choir of Angels by Sabbatini that
hung over the piano.

Both my brother and myself had, when quite little boys, been
trained by my mother, who was a very clever woman, to watch our own
motives and feelings, and to look events as they occurred in the
face, and to trace, as far as we could, the succession of cause and
effect in them, relatively to ourselves; not very much, however, with
a view to arranging our own future, but as a matter of pure
philosophy. It was, therefore, impossible for me to act in any
circumstances perfectly thoughtlessly or without reflection; but, as
I lay watching Ellie, I was conscious that I was acting, and should
go on acting, under the influence of a sort of instinct, which told
me I was safe and right. Looking back on those days now, with no
possible motive for self-deception, I believe I was right; I believe
that, even had things happened very differently to what, alas! they
did, both Ellie and I were safe.

When the morning came for us to set out, we were driven down to
the cathedral town, and travelled to Southam by express.

'Look here,' I said to the guard, as we got into the carriage, 'I
will give you a sovereign at Southam if no one gets in here beside
ourselves.'

No one attempted to get into that compartment between Bishopstone
and Southam. We had a delightful and comfortable ride, wrapped up in
a corner of the carriage like the babes in the wood, and the only
fault we found with the journey was that it was too short.

At Southam we were expected, and found a fly waiting to take us up
to the school. We passed the grand old minster, with its Norman
towers, sleeping in the evening sunshine, and reached the school, a
pleasant country house surrounded with gardens, and fields planted
with rows of beeches, in which the rooks were cawing.

Ellie was taken away upstairs, and the servant, telling me that
some ladies were at tea with her mistress, suggested that I should
join them. I had sent in my card 'Lord Frederick Staines Calvert,' on
which I had added, rather patronisingly, 'Miss Elinor Calvert, for
Ellie had no cards. I entered a large pleasant room, where several
ladies and one or two clergymen were at tea at a long table. I fancy
they had expected an older and more imposing person from my card, for
they seemed uncertain as to who I was, as I came in, and no one rose
to welcome me.

A pretty and clever looking young lady, whom I took to be the
chief manager in the school, held out her hand to me without rising
as I came up the room, and, as I bowed over it, showed me a chair
which had been placed next to her. At the top of the table was a
severe looking old lady, to whom I was introduced, evidently the
mistress of the school; and just opposite me was a little pleasant
looking bright old lady, who took the greatest interest in
everything, and began to talk to me at once.

'We expected a much older gentleman from your card, Lord
Frederick,' she said, looking very sharply at me; 'Miss Calvert
cannot be your sister?'

'It is all the same,' I said; 'we have been brought up together.'
Which was a fib.

'You are a very good brother,' she said, still looking at me very
hard; 'I know many who would think it a great "bore," as they call
it, to bring their sisters to school.'

Her eyes were so sharp and full of meaning that I could not help
wincing, and am not even sure that I did not blush, especially as the
clever looking young lady by me seemed amused.

At this moment the door opened, and Ellie was shown in. She had
changed her dress, and was looking fresh and beautiful. I had never
before been so conscious of her really extraordinary loveliness, nor
so proud of it, as when I saw the effect it produced on these people
as she came up the room.

Room was made for her by the austere old lady herself, whose face
softened and quite beamed with kindness as she turned to her.

'We were just saying, my dear,' she said, 'how good it was of your
brother--cousin, I believe he is, but he says it is all the same--to
bring you here. That was before we saw you; we do not wonder at all
now that he was glad to do so.'

'No,' said the little old lady; 'I was going to ask you, Lord
Frederick, what you travelled down together for; I have no need to
ask anything of the kind now.'

We sat some time at tea, and talked pleasantly. The pretty young
lady was very intelligent and amusing. Canham's tenant-right speech
had after all turned out a very good one, and one of the clergymen
spoke to me about it. They were all quiet intelligent people, and I
enjoyed myself. After tea we went into a drawing room, which opened
into the room where we were, and stood about, still talking. Ellie
sat rather apart upon an ottoman. I went to her, and, sitting down by
her side, said mischievously, alluding to the cosy way in which we
had travelled--'What did we travel down together for, Ellie?'

She was shy and sad now, and could scarcely smile. I sat some time
by her, talking of what we should do at Christmas, and how pleasant
it would be, and she cheered up a little to remind me of a sort of
interlude I had promised to write, and to insist on my not forgetting
some little playful hit, which we had concocted against one of the
family. I was conscious that we were the object of great interest to
the people in the room. The clever young lady told me afterwards in
that very room (ah me, on what a different day!) that they had all
taken it as a settled thing--a match desired by the family.

At last I rose to go away. Ellie came out with me to the door. She
hung about my neck for a moment--one, two kisses--and then a third,
and she was taken upstairs, and I drove away, under the beech-trees,
where the rooks were gone to rest, and by the great old towers of the
minster, upon which the moon was just risen, as I looked back.

I went down to Ryde, to Canham, who had his yacht there. We
cruised about the Channel for a few days, and took part in a regatta,
and then he took me round the east coast to Cromer, and I came up to
Cambridge, and entered at Trinity at the beginning of the term.

The excitement of yachting, and of the new life at Trinity (and
especially the boating, into which I entered with great zest, having
been in the first boat at Eton), put Ellie almost entirely out of my
head, so that for many days I scarcely thought of her at all.

The splendid summer of that year was prolonged into a superb, but
moist and unhealthy, autumn, with a luxuriant vegetation, caused by
the sultry and showery summer, and causing, in its turn, fever, and
in some places cholera. Cambridge was lovely during day after day of
golden misty sunlight on the gorgeous foliage of the 'Backs.' Of
course I had many friends already among the Eton men, and had plenty
of company, but I did not altogether forget Ellie, and had even begun
to work upon the interlude for Christmas, having found a man who had
a taste for such things. But for two or three days our boating coach
had been working us very hard, and I think that I had scarcely
thought of Ellie once, when one evening I came down from my rooms
(which were on the staircase which turns up opposite the Hall,
looking into the Neville Court), and stood on the steps, looking down
into the great quadrangle, a little before Hall. A cloudless blue sky
was overhead, the sun was just setting on the quaint buildings, the
grass-plots, the fountain--on that beautiful court, in short, on
which, that he might look once more from his death-bed, a late master
made them draw up the blinds of his sick-room. The evening was close
and sultry, and the court was very quiet, though the men were all
standing about, waiting for Hall. As I stood upon the steps, some one
came across from the porter's lodge with a paper in his hand. It was
handed about among the men, 'Lord Frederick Calvert,' and with a joke
or two, was passed on to me. I see as plainly as I shall ever see
anything in life the scene before me, as I stood with it, a moment,
unopened in my hand, the old buildings, the chapel, the blue sky, the
grass, the fountain, the men in their blue gowns standing about, the
next moment it was rolled away like a scroll altogether out of sight.
'Ellie is dying,' the message from my mother said; 'come down to
Southam at once. She says nothing but "Fred."'
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