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EUSTACE MARCHMONT

CHAPTER I

ON CHRISTMAS EVE
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“Yer’s tu thee, old apple-tree,

Be zure yu bud, be zure yu blaw,

And bring voth apples gude enough

Hats vul! caps vul!

Dree bushel bags vul!

Pockets vul and awl!

Urrah! Urrah!

Aw ’ess, hats vul, caps vul!

And dree bushel bags vul!

Urrah! Urrah! Urrah!”
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THIS strange uncouth song was being chanted by
moonlight by two score or more of rough West-Country
voices. For half-a-mile the sound was
carried by the sea-breeze, and all the cottagers
within hearing of the chant had run forth to join, both in
the song and in the ceremony which it marked.

For it was Christmas Eve, and Farmer Teazel was
“christening his apple-trees,” according to the time-honoured
custom of the place. And when the trees were
being thus christened, there was cider to be had for the
asking; and the farmer’s cider was famed as being the best
in all St. Bride’s, or indeed in any of the adjacent parishes.

The moon shone frostily bright in a clear dark sky. A
thin white carpet of sparkling frost coated the ground;
but the wind blew from the west over the rippling sea,
and was neither cruel nor fierce, so that even little children
were caught up by their mothers to assist at this
yearly ceremony; and Farmer Teazel’s orchard had, by
ten o’clock, become the centre of local attraction, fully a
hundred voices swelling the rude chant as the largest
and best trees in the plantation were singled out as the
recipients of the peculiar attentions incident to the
ceremony.

First, copious libations of cider were poured round the
roots of these trees, whilst large toast sops were placed
amid the bare branches; all this time the chant was sung
again and again, and the young girls and little children
danced round in a ring, joining their shriller voices with
the rougher tones of the men. The cider can that supplied
the trees with their libations passed freely amongst the
singers, whose voices grew hoarse with something beyond
exercise.

When the serenading and watering had been sufficiently
accomplished, guns were fired through the branches of the
chosen trees, and the company broke up, feeling that now
they had done what was necessary to ensure a good crop
of cider-apples for the ensuing year.

But whilst the singing and drinking was at its height,
and the moon gazed calmly down upon the curious assembly
beneath the hoary old trees in the farmer’s orchard, a keen
observer might have noted a pair of figures slightly withdrawn
from the noisy throng around the gnarled trees
that were receiving the attentions of the crowd—a pair
that gravitated together as if by mutual consent, and stood
in a sheltered nook of the orchard; the man leaning against
the rude stone wall which divided it from the farm buildings
of one side, the girl standing a few paces away from
him beside a sappling, her face a little bent, but a look of
smiling satisfaction upon her red lips. She was clasping
and unclasping her hands in a fashion that bespoke something
of nervous tremor, but that it was the tremor of
happiness was abundantly evident from the expression of
her face.

The moon shone clearly down upon the pair, and perhaps
gave a touch of additional softness and refinement
to them, for at that moment both appeared to the best
advantage, and looked handsome enough to draw admiring
regards from even fastidious critics.

The man was very tall, and although he was habited in
the homely garb of a farm labourer of the better sort,
there was a something in his air and carriage which often
struck the onlooker as being different from the average
man of his class. If he had been a gentleman, his mien
would have been pronounced “distinguished;” but there
was something incongruous in applying such a term as
that to a working man in the days immediately prior to
the Reform agitation of 1830. If the artisan population
of the Midlands had begun to recognise and assert their
rights as members of the community, entitled at least to
be regarded as having a voice in the State (though how
that was to be accomplished they had hardly formulated
an opinion), the country labourer was still plunged in his
ancient apathy and indifference, regarding himself, and
being regarded, as little more than a serf of the soil.
The years of agricultural prosperity during the Great War
had been gradually followed by a reaction. Whilst trade
revived, agriculture was depressed; and the state of the
labourers in many places was very terrible. Distress and
bitter poverty prevailed to an extent that was little known,
because the sufferers had no mouthpiece, and suffered in
silence, like the beasts of the field. But a growing sense
of sullen discontent was slowly permeating the land, and
in the restless North and the busy Midlands there was a
stirring and a sense of coming strife which had not yet
reached the quiet far West. And here was this young
son of Anak, with the bearing of a prince and the garb of
a labourer, standing beside the farmer’s daughter, Genefer,
and telling her of his love.

Although he was but one of the many men who worked
by day for her father, and slept at night in a great loft
above the kitchen, in common with half-a-dozen more
men so employed, yet Genefer was listening to his words
of love with a sense of happy triumph in her heart, and
without the smallest feeling of condescension on her part.
Possibly her father might have thought it presumptuous
of the young man thus boldly to woo his only daughter;
and yet the girl did not feel much afraid of any stern
parental opposition; for Saul Tresithny, in spite of a history
that to many men would have been a fatal bar towards
raising himself, had acquired in the parish of St. Bride’s
a standing somewhat remarkable, and was known upon
the farm as the handiest and most capable, as well as the
strongest man there, and one whom the farmer especially
favoured.

Genefer was the farmer’s only daughter, and had to
work as hard as either father or brothers, for since her
mother’s death, a year or two ago, the whole management
of the dairy and of the house had passed into her hands,
and she had as much to do in the day as she could get
through. Perhaps it was from the fact that Saul was
always ready to lend a helping hand when her work was
unwontedly pressing, and that he would work like a fury
at his own tasks by day in order to have a leisure hour
to lighten her labours towards supper-time, that she had
grown gradually to lean on him and feel that life without
him would be but a barren and desolate sort of existence.
Her brothers, ’Siah and ’Lias, as they were invariably
called, were kind to her in their own fashion, and so was
her father, who was proud of her slim active figure, her
pretty face, and crimpy dark hair. West-Country women
are proverbially good to look at, and Genefer was a
favourable specimen of a favoured race. Her eyes were
large and bright, and of a deep blue tint; her skin was
clear, and her colour fresh and healthy, and the winter
winds and summer suns had failed to coarsen it. She
was rather tall, and her figure was full of unconscious
grace and activity. If her hands were somewhat large,
they were well shaped and capable, and her butter, and
cream, and bread were known far and wide for their
excellence. She had a woman and a girl to help her in
the house, but hers was the head that kept all going in
due order, and her father had good cause to be proud
of her.

And now young Saul stood beside the old grey wall
in the light of the full moon, and boldly told her of his
love.

“I’ll be a gude husband to yu if yu’ll have me, Genefer,”
he said in the soft broad speech of his native place,
though Saul could speak if he chose without any
trace of dialect, albeit always with a subtle intonation,
which gave something of piquancy to his words. “I
du lovee rarely, my girl. Doee try to love me back.
I’ll serve day and night for yu if thee’ll but say the
word.”

“What word am I to zay, Zaul?” asked the girl softly,
with a shy upward look that set all his pulses tingling.
“Yu du talk so much, I am vair mazedheaded with it all.
What is it yu would have me zay to thee?”

“Only that yu love me, Genefer,” answered Saul, taking
a step forward, and possessing himself of one of the restless
hands that fluttered in his grasp, and then lay still, as
if content to be there. “It’s such a little word for yu to
zay, yet it means such a deal to me.”

She let herself be drawn nearer and nearer to him as
he spoke; but there was still a look of saucy mischief in
her eyes, despite their underlying softness.

“Yu be such a masterful chap, Zaul, I du feel half
afeared on ye. It’s all zoft talk now, but the clapper-claw
come afterwards.”

“Nay, lassie, I’ll never clapper-claw yu. Yu needen
be afeared of that. I’ll work for yu, and toil for yu, and
yu shall be as happy as I can make yu. Only say yu
can love me, Genefer. That is all I care to hear yu say
to-night.”

He had drawn her close to his side by this time, and
she was pressed to his heart. He bent his head and
kissed her on the lips, and only when a few minutes had
passed by, of which they kept no count, did the sudden
salvo of the guns cause them to start suddenly apart, and
Genefer exclaimed, almost nervously—

“Whatever will vaither zay?”

“Du yu think he will make a bobbery about it,
Genefer?”

“Nay, I dwon’t know. He is fond of yu, Zaul, but I
du not think he will part easy with me; and then——”

“I du not ask that of him, Genefer,” broke in Saul
quickly; “yu du know that I have no home tu take yu
tu yet. It’s the love I want to make sure of now, lassie.
If I know I have your heart, I can wait patiently for the
rest. Can yu be patient tu?”

“Oh, yes, Zaul, so as I know yu love me,” answered the
girl with a quick blush; “dwon’t yu think that is enow
for the present? Why need we speak to vaither about
it at all? May be it mid anger un. Why shouldn’t we
keep it a secret betwixt us twain?”

“With all my heart, if yu will have it so,” answered
Saul, who was fully prepared to wait many years before
he should be in a position to marry. That he would one
day be a man of some small substance as things went in
those parts, he was aware. But his grandfather, from
whom he looked to receive this modest heritage, was yet a
hale man, and it might not be his for some years to come.
Meantime he had at present no ideas beyond working on
with Farmer Teazel, as he had done since his boyhood,
and it quite satisfied him to feel that he had won Genefer’s
heart. He was ready to let this mutual avowal of
love remain a secret between them for the present. He
had of late been consumed with jealousy of a certain
smart young farmer, who paid frequent visits to the Cliff
Farm, and appeared to pay a great amount of attention
to the pretty daughter who ruled there. It did not take
two eyes to see what a treasure Genefer would be as a
farmer’s wife, and Saul was afraid the girl’s father had
begun to look with favour upon the visits of young Mr.
Hewett. It was this fear which made him resolve to put
his fate to the touch on this particular Christmas Eve. He
half believed that his love was returned by Genefer, but
he could no longer be satisfied with mere hope. He must
be certain how things were to be between them in the
future; but having been so satisfied, he was quite content
to leave matters where they were, and not provoke any
sort of tempest by openly letting it be known that he
had aspired to the hand of his master’s daughter. He
knew that his present position did not warrant the step
he had taken, yet it was his nature to hazard all upon one
throw, and this time he had won. He feared no tempest
himself, but he would have been loth to provoke one that
might have clouded Genefer’s life, and Farmer Teazel
could be very irascible when angered, and by no means
good to live with then.

Whilst the lovers were thus standing in the corner of the
orchard, exchanging vows of constancy which meant more
than their quiet homely phrases seemed to imply, an
elderly man with a slight stoop in his tall figure and a
singularly thoughtful and attractive face, was coming
slowly up the long steep slope of down which led to the
farm, guided alike by the brilliance of the moonbeams
and by the voices singing the rude chant round the apple-trees.
That he was a man occupying a humble walk in
life was evident from the make and texture of his garments,
the knotted hardness of his hands, and other more
subtle and less definable indications; but the moonlight
shone down upon a face that riveted attention from any
but the most unobservant reader of physiognomy, and
betrayed at once a man of unusual thoughtfulness for his
walk in life, as well as of unwonted depth of soul and
purity of character. The face was quite clean shaven, as
was common in those times, when beards were regarded
as indicative of barbarism in the upper classes, and were
by no means common in any rank of life save that of seafaring
men. The features were, however, very finely cut, and
of a type noble in themselves, and farther refined by individual
loftiness of soul. The brow was broad, and projected
over the deep-set eyes in a massive pent-house; the nose
was long and straight, and showed a sensitive curve at the
open nostril; the mouth was rather wide, but well formed,
and indicative of generosity and firm sweetness; the
eyes were calm and tranquil in expression. The colour it
was impossible to define: no two people ever agreed
upon the matter. They looked out upon the world from
their deep caverns with a look that was always gentle,
always full of reflection and questioning intelligence, but
was expressive above all of an inward peace so deep and
settled that no trouble from without could ruffle it.
Children always came to his side in response to a look
or a smile; women would tell their troubles to Abner
Tresithny, whose lips were sealed to all the world beside.
There was something in the man, quiet though he was,
that made him a power in his own little world, and yet he
had never dreamed of seeking power. He was at once
the humblest and the most resolute of men. He would
do the most menial office for any person, and see no
degradation in it; he was gentle as a woman and mild as
a little child: yet once try to move him beyond the
bounds he had set himself in life, and it would be as easy
to strive to move that jagged reef of rocks guarding St.
Bride’s Bay on the south side—the terror of hapless vessels
driven in upon the coast—the safeguard and joy of the
hardy smugglers who fearlessly drove their boats across
it with the falling tide, and laughed to scorn the customs-house
officers, who durst not approach that line of boiling
foam in their larger craft.

Abner Tresithny had grown up at St. Bride’s Bay, and
was known to every soul there and in the neighbouring
parish of St. Erme, where Farmer Teazel’s farm lay.
Perhaps no man was more widely beloved and respected
than he, and yet he was often regarded with a small spice
of contempt—especially amongst the men-folk; and those
who were fullest of the superstitions of the time and
locality were the readiest to gibe at the old gardener as
being a “man of dreams and fancies”—a mystic, they
might have called it, had the word been familiar to them—a
man who seemed to live in a world of his own, who
knew his Bible through from end to end a sight better
than the parson did—leastways the parson of St. Bride’s—and
found there a vast deal more than anybody else in
the place believed it to contain.

To-night an unwonted gravity rested upon Abner’s
thoughtful face—a shadow half of sorrow, half of triumphant
joy, difficult to analyse; and sometimes, as he paused
in the long ascent and wiped the moisture from his brow,
his eyes would wander towards the sea lying far below,
over which the moon was shining in misty radiance,
marking a shimmering silver track across it from shore to
horizon, and he would say softly to himself—

“And she will soon know it all—all the mysteries we
have longed to penetrate. All will be known so soon to
her. God be with her! The Lord Jesus be near her in
His mercy and His love in that struggle! O my God, do
Thou be near her in that last hour, when flesh and heart
do fail! Let not her faith be darkened! Let not the
enemy prevail against her! Do Thou be very very near,
dear Lord. Do Thou receive her soul into Thy hands.”

And after some such softly breathed prayer, during
which his eyes would grow dim and his voice husky, he
would turn his face once more towards the upland farm
and resume his walk thither.

The firing of the guns, which told him the ceremony
was over, met his ears just as he reached the brow of the
hill, and he began to meet the cottagers and fisher-folk
streaming away. They all greeted him by name, and he
returned their greetings gently: but he could not refrain
from a gentle word of reproof to some whose potations
had been visibly too deep, and who were still roaring their
foolish chant as they staggered together down the slippery
slope.

Abner was known all round as an extraordinary man,
who, whilst believing in an unseen world lying about us
as no one else in the community did, yet always set his
face quietly and resolutely against these time-honoured
customs of propitiating the unseen agencies, which formed
such a favourite pastime in the whole country. It was a
combination altogether beyond the ken of the rustic
mind, and encircled Abner with a halo of additional
mystery.

“Yu should be to home with your sick wife, Nat,” he
said to one man who was sober, but had plainly been
enjoying the revel as much as the rest. “What good
du yu think can come of wasting good zyder over the
trees, and singing yon vulish song to them? Go
home to your sick wife and remember the true Christmas
joy when the morrow comes. All this is but idle
volly.”

“Nay, nay, maister,” answered the man, with sheepish
submission in his tone, albeit he could not admit any folly
in the time-honoured custom. “Yu knaw farmer he
wants a ’bundant craap of awples next year, an we awl of
us knaw tha’ the trees widden gi’ us a bit ef we didden
holler a bit tu ’m the night.”

“Nay, nay, Nat, it’s not your hollering that makes the
trees give of their abundance,” answered Abner, with
gentle sadness in his tone. “It’s the abiding promise of
the Lord that seed-time and harvest shall not vail. Go
home, go home, and mind thy wife.”

“Ay, ay, maister, I’m gwoan,” answered the man, and
beat a hasty retreat, secretly wondering whether one of
these days the black witches wouldn’t “overlook” Abner’s
house and affairs generally, since he was known for a man
of such peculiar views. The Duke’s head-gardener was
looked upon with considerable respect by the mere
labourers, and always addressed as “maister” by them.
He came of a good stock himself; and from having
been so much with the “quality,” he could speak pure
English as easily as the Saxon vernacular of the peasantry.
It was constant conversation with him which had given to
Saul his command of language. From the time of his
birth till he began to earn his own bread, Saul had lived
with his grandfather; and it had been a disappointment
to the old man that his grandson had refused the place of
garden boy offered him by the Duchess when he was old
enough to be of use on the place. Before that he had
scared birds for Farmer Teazel, and had done odd jobs
about the farm; and to the surprise of all who knew the
prestige and advantages attached to the service of the
Duke, the lad had elected to continue a servant of the
farmer rather than work in the ducal gardens. The
grandfather had not attempted to coerce his grandson, but
had let him follow his own bent, although he thought he
was making a mistake, and was perplexed and pained by
his independent attitude.

“He wants to get away from the old ’un—he can’t
stand all that preachin’ and prayin’,” had been the opinion
in some quarters; but Abner knew this was not the case.
His grandson had always been attached to him, and the
old man had never obtruded his own opinions upon him.
Saul’s reason for his decision lay beyond any natural desire
for an independent home of his own. He had independence
of a kind up at the farm, but only of a kind. He
was a member of Farmer Teazel’s household. He had to
keep the hours observed there. He had not nearly
such comfortable quarters there as in his grandfather’s
cottage. He had to work hard early and late, and
had none of the privileges accorded from time to time
on high days and holidays to the servants at Penarvon
Castle. Yet he never appeared to regret the decision
he had made, or spoke of desiring to change his condition.
This was in one way a satisfaction to Abner;
but he missed the youth from his own home, and was
always glad of an excuse to get him down there for a
few days.

This was, in fact, the reason of his errand to the farm
on this winter evening. To-morrow (Christmas Day) no
work would be done, and the day following was Sunday;
so that if Saul would come home with him to-night they
would have quite a little spell together before he had to
return to his work on the Monday morning.

The farmer saw his approach, and hailed him with
friendly greeting, offering him a tankard of cider, of
which the old man partook sparingly, as was his way.

“How gwoes the world down to St. Bride’s?” asked
the master, as he received back the tankard and put it to
his own lips. “They du say as the Duchess be mortal
bad. Is it trew that the doctors ’a given her oop, poor
zoul?”

Abner shook his head mournfully.

“So they du zay,” he answered; “I asked at the castle
my own self this even, and they said she could scarce
live over the night. St. Bride will lose a kind friend
when it loses her. God be with her and with us all this
night!”

Faces were grave and serious as the sense of Abner’s
words penetrated beyond the immediate circle round him.
The Duchess of Penarvon had been long ill: for several
years she had been more or less of an invalid; but it
had not been known until quite recently that the nature
of her malady was so serious as it had now proved to
be, and the confirmation of the tidings of her extremity
was received with a considerable amount of feeling. The
Duke was a stern grave man, just and not unkindly, but
self-restrained and hard in his looks and words, whatever
his acts might be. But the Duchess was gentle and
kindly towards rich and poor alike, and had a personal
acquaintance with most of the fisher-folk and cottagers in
the parishes of St. Bride and St. Erme. If those who
were in trouble could obtain speech with the Duchess,
they nearly always went rejoicing home again. If any
casualty occurred amongst the fisher-folk in the bay
during a winter storm, the Duchess was almost sure to
send substantial aid to make up the loss. It was no
wonder then that the news Abner brought with him was
regarded as a public calamity, and that even those who
had drunk most deeply of the farmer’s cider were sobered
into gravity and propriety of demeanour by the thought
of what was passing at the castle down by the Bay of
St. Bride.

“I came to fetch Saul to bide with me till Monday,”
explained Abner. “It makes a bit of company, and my
heart is heavy with sorrow for them all. They say that
Lady Bride looks as if her heart was breaking. She and
her mother have been together almost by night and day,
ever since the Duchess’s health first failed her so sadly.
It’ll be a sad day for her, poor young thing, when her
mother is taken from her.”

“Ay, that it will be,” answered one and another, and
heads were gravely shaken. For the position of Lady
Bride in stately solitude at Penarvon Castle, without the
sheltering protection of her mother’s love, was felt even by
these unimaginative rustics to be a trying one. It was
whispered around that her father had never quite forgiven
her for not being a boy. It was hard upon him that
their only child should be a girl, incapable of inheriting
title or estates. He was not a violent or irascible man,
but the disappointment of having no son had eaten deeply
into his nature, and there had always been a sense of
injured disapproval in his dealings with his daughter, of
which that sensitive young thing had been keenly conscious.
It had thrown her more and more upon the one
parent of whose love she felt secure, and even the unlettered
village hinds (who knew a good deal of the tittle-tattle
of the servants’ hall) could stand mute and struck
for a few minutes in contemplating the thought of the
terrible blank that would be left in the girl’s life when
her invalid mother was taken away.

But Abner would not stay to discuss the situation with
the farmer and his family. He was anxious to get home,
and Saul was quickly found, and appeared ready and
willing to go with him. Saul indeed was not sorry just
at this juncture for a good excuse to leave the farm for a
few days till he and Genefer had had time to get used to
the secret that now existed between them. Genefer was
quite as much relieved as her lover at this temporary
parting. She felt that she should in his presence be in
imminent danger of betraying herself a dozen times a
day; and as her father would be at home enjoying his
brief holiday, he might have leisure to note little symptoms
which would pass him by on a working day. Moreover,
Mr. Hewett might very likely drive over and bring her
some sort of a fairing in honour of the season, and if he
did so, and she was forced to be civil and friendly to him,
she would just as soon have Saul fairly out of the way.

Grandfather and grandson walked down the hill together,
the old man’s mind full of the mystery of death, the
young man’s flooded by that kindred mystery of love—the
two most wonderful mysteries of the world. He had
been sorry to hear of the extremity of the Duchess; but it
seemed a thing altogether apart from himself, and his
own new happiness soon banished it from his mind. Not
that he had not some feeling that was not happiness
mingling with his own bright dreams, as the growingly
stern expression of his face testified; and all of a sudden
he turned upon his grandfather and asked—

“Do you know who my father was?”

“I cannot say that I know. I have my suspicions.
But your mother would not tell even me, and she died so
soon. Had she lived a little longer I should perhaps have
learned more.”

“And so I must always be called Saul Tresithny, though
that is not my name by right?”

“It is your name by right, because you were so
christened. You may have another name as well, my
lad, or you may not.”

The last words were spoken very slowly and sorrowfully,
but Saul started as though they stung him.

“I will never believe that my mother,” he began, and
then stopped short, his face contracted with passion and
pain.

“I trust not also, Saul,” said the grandfather, his face
expressing a far keener depth of pain than that of his
young companion. “But she may have been deceived—that
has been the fate of too many loving and ignorant
women; and she came without papers upon her and
would speak no word. Illness and sorrow sealed her lips,
and there was no time for urging speech upon her of
herself. There was but time to point the way heavenwards
for the departing spirit. I have left that question with
my Maker all these years, and you will have to do the
same, my boy, for I fear the truth will never be known on
this side of the grave.”

Saul compressed his lips and walked on in silence. His
face in the moonlight looked as if carved out of solid
marble.
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CHAPTER II

THE DUCHESS OF PENARVON
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PENARVON CASTLE was a great pile of grey
building situated on the commanding promontory
of land that jutted out into the sea and formed
the division between the two bays of St. Bride
and St. Erme.

St. Bride’s Bay lay to the south of the castle, and was
a small and insignificant inlet, not deep enough to afford
anchorage for vessels of any size, and avoided on account
of the dangers of the jagged reef on its southern boundary,
which went by the name of “Smuggler’s Reef.” The
little bay, however, was a favourite spot for boats and
small craft, as its waters were generally smooth, save
when a direct west wind was blowing, and the smooth
sand of its beach made landing safe and easy. A little
hamlet of fisher-folk (and smugglers) nestled beneath the
overhanging cliffs, which broke up just at this point and
became merged in the green slopes of the downs behind.
Smuggled goods landed in the bay could be transported
thence without any great difficulty, and not a fisherman in
the place but did not have his own private smuggling
venture whenever fortune favoured, and his own clientèle
amongst the neighbouring farmers and gentlemen, who were
glad to purchase what he brought and ask no questions.

The castle faced due west, and on its north side lay the
wider and larger bay of St. Erme; but the character of
the coast along this bay was not such as to tempt either
boats or larger vessels, for the cliffs ran sheer down into
the sea and presented a frowning iron-bound aspect, and
the shelter of the bay was sometimes too dearly purchased
by vessels running before the gale; for if they once struck
upon one of the many sunken rocks with which its bottom
was diversified, they were almost bound to go to pieces
without hope of rescue.

The castle was a turreted building of quadrangular
construction, and in one lofty turret on all stormy nights
a brilliant light was always burning, which had at last
become as a beacon to passing vessels, showing them
where they were, and warning them especially of those
twin and much dreaded rocks called the “Bull’s Horns,”
which lay just beneath the castle walls, forming the
northern boundary to St. Bride’s Bay, and between which
lay a shifting expanse of quicksand, out of which no
vessel ever emerged if once she had run upon it.

Upon this eve of the festival of Christmas, late though
the hour was, there were lights shining from many windows
of the great pile of grey stone—lights that the stranger
would believe to portend some festivity going on within
those walls, but which in reality indicated something
altogether different.

The two doctors summoned in haste earlier in the day
had at last taken their leave with hushed steps and grave
faces. All that human skill could avail had been done,
and done in vain. Throughout the castle it was known
that the fiat had gone forth that the gentle mistress whom
all loved lay dying—that she would hardly see the dawn
of the Christmas morning; and there was hardly a dry eye
amongst the assembled household, gathered together to
talk in whispers of the sad intelligence, and to listen
breathlessly for any sound proceeding from the part of
the house where the dying woman lay.

The pealing of the bell of the outer door caused a
commotion in their midst, till the butler, who rose to
answer the summons, remarked that it was most likely one
of the two parsons come to see the Duchess. The Duke
had sent a message to both when the death sentence had
gone forth, and this was probably the response.

He went to the door, and sure enough there walked in,
with hushed step and awed face, the Rev. Job Tremodart,
resident clergyman of St. Bride’s, whose parsonage stood
not half-a-mile away.

He was a tall, loose-limbed, lantern-jawed man, with a
plain but benevolent countenance, an awkward manner,
and a very decided inclination to slip into the native
dialect in conversation. He entered with a nervous air,
and seemed reluctant to follow the servant up the great
staircase to the floor above.

“May be I shan’t be wanted,” he whispered, trying to
detain the man. “Du yu know if her Grace has asked
for me?”

“It was his Grace that sent word for you to be told,
sir, you and Mr. St. Aubyn, of her Grace’s condition,”
answered the man respectfully. “His Grace is in the
little parlour here when he is not in the room. I will let
him know you are here.”

“Has Mr. St. Aubyn come too?” asked Mr. Tremodart,
a look of relief crossing his face; “he will du her Grace
more gude than I.”

“He is not here yet, sir,” answered the butler, and then
stood aside and motioned to the clergyman to go on, for
at the top of the staircase stood a tall rigid figure, and Mr.
Tremodart found himself shaking hands with the Duke
almost before he had had time to realise the situation.

“The Duchess will be glad to see you,” was the only
word spoken by the stricken husband; and whether he
would or no, the hapless pastor was compelled to follow
his noble host.

The Duke was tall and very spare in figure, and seemed
to have grown more so during the past week of anxiety
and watching. His hair, which had hitherto been dark
streaked with silver, seemed all at once to have silvered
over almost entirely. His face was finely cut, and the
features gave the impression of having been carved out of
a piece of ivory. The eyebrows were very bushy and were
still dark, and the eyes beneath were a steely blue and of
a peculiarly penetrating quality. The thin-lipped mouth
was indicative of an iron will, and the whole countenance
was one to inspire something of awe and dread. At the
present moment it was difficult to imagine that a smile
could ever soften it—difficult, at least, until the Duke
approached the side of his wife’s bed, and then the
change which imperceptibly stole over it showed that
beneath a hard and even harsh exterior—too deep
perhaps for outward expression—lay a power of love and
tenderness such as only a strong nature can truly
know.

“My love,” said the Duke very quietly, “Mr. Tremodart
is here.”

“I shall be glad to see Mr. Tremodart,” spoke a soft
voice from the bed; and in response to a sign from the
Duke, the clergyman (visibly quaking) passed round the
great screen which shut off the bed from the rest of the
room, and found himself face to face with the dying
woman.

It was a scene not to be forgotten by any who looked
upon it. The Duchess lay back upon a pile of snowy
pillows, the peculiar pallor of approaching death lying like
a shadow across her beautiful face. And yet, save for
this never-to-be-mistaken shadow, there was nothing of
death in her aspect. Few and far between as Mr.
Tremodart’s pastoral visits had been (for he was always
fearful of intruding upon the great folks at the castle), he
had many times seen the Duchess look more worn and ill
than she did now. The lines of pain, which had deepened
so much of late in her face, had all been smoothed away.
Something of the undefinable aspect of youth had come
back to the expression, and the soft dark eyes were full
of a liquid brightness which it was somehow difficult for
him to meet. It was as though the brightness had been
absorbed from an unseen source. There was a great awe
in his eyes as he approached and touched the feeble hand
for a moment extended to him.

On her knees beside the bed, grasping the other hand
of the dying woman, was a young girl whose face could
not at this moment be seen, for it was pillowed in the
bed-clothes, whilst the slight figure was shivering and
heaving with suppressed emotion. All that could be seen
besides the slim graceful form was a mass of rippling
loosened hair that looked dark in shadow, but lighted up
with gleams of ruddy gold where the light touched it. Mr.
Tremodart gave a compassionate glance at the weeping girl.
It needed no word to explain the terrible loss which was
coming upon her.

“My journey is just done, sir,” said the Duchess, with a
swift glance from the face of her husband to that of the
clergyman. “The call home has come at last. Will you
speak some word of peace to me before I go? Let me hear
the message that my Lord sends to me. Give me some
promise of His to lead me on my way.”

The voice was very low, but clearly audible in the deep
stillness. Poor Mr. Tremodart twisted his great hands
together and felt as though an angel from heaven had
asked counsel of him.

“O my dear lady!” he burst out at last, “you know
those promises far better than I do. You have no need
of any poor words of mine. Your life has ever been a
blameless one. It is you who should teach me. God
knows I need it. But you, if you are going before His
judgment throne, can scarcely have a sin upon your soul.
I stand mute in presence of a holiness greater than any I
ever have known.”

The eyes of the dying woman were fixed upon Mr.
Tremodart’s face with an expression he scarce understood.

“Am I to go into the presence of my God clad in the
robe of my own righteousness?” she asked with a faint
smile.

“O my dear lady, how better could you go?” questioned
the confused and embarrassed clergyman. “Surely if ever
there were a saint upon earth it is yourself. Everybody
in the place knows it. What can I say to you that you do
not already know?”

Still the same searching inexplicable gaze fixed upon
his face—tender, pitying, regretful. Never had the Rev.
Job Tremodart felt so utterly unworthy of his office and
calling as at that moment. He had always recognised
the fact that he had “never been cut out for a parson,”
as he had phrased it. He had allowed himself to be
ordained and presented with a living in deference to his
father’s wishes and the pressure of circumstances, and he
had striven after his own light to do his duty amongst his
illiterate and semi-savage flock. On the whole he had
succeeded fairly well to his satisfaction, and was as good
a clergyman as many of his brethren around. But somehow,
beside the dying bed of the Duchess of Penarvon,
he stood shamed and silent, having no word to speak to
her save to remind her of her own saint-like life and her
own righteousness. Even he felt a faint qualm as he
spoke those words, yet their incongruity hardly struck
him in its full force. But it was an immense relief when
a slight stir without was followed by the entrance of
another figure into the room, and he could step back and
motion the new-comer to take his place beside the bed.
Even the girl raised her head now and looked round with
eyes dark-rimmed and dim with weeping. She did not
otherwise move, but she no longer kept her face hidden;
she turned it towards her mother with a hungry intensity
of gaze that was infinitely pathetic.

“You are welcome, my friend,” said the Duchess in
the same soft even tone. “I am glad to look upon your
face once more. I am going down into the valley at last.
The shadow is closing round me. You have brought me
some word to take with me there?”

Mr. St. Aubyn came one step nearer and laid his hand
upon the nerveless one of the dying woman. He was an
older man than his brother clergyman, and one of very
different aspect. His face was worn and hollow, as if
with thought and toil; his eyes were deep and tranquil,
often full of a dreamy brilliance, which bespoke a mind
far away. His features, if not beautiful in themselves,
were redeemed by a wonderful sweetness and depth of
expression. He looked like one whose “conversation is
in heaven,” and the dying woman’s eyes sought his with
quiet confidence and joy.

“The shadow truly is there—but the rod and the staff
are with all the servants of the Lord who can trust in
Him—and the brightness of the eternal city is beyond.
Truly the enemy’s power is but brief. He can but cast a
shadow betwixt us and our Saviour, and we who have
the staff of His consolation in our grasp need not fear.
To depart and be with Christ is a blessed thing. It is
through the grave and gate of death that we pass to our
joyful resurrection. There is no fear, no darkness, no
shadow that can come between us and that glorious
promise, ‘I am the Resurrection and the Life.’”

The eyes of the dying woman kindled—filled suddenly
with a beautiful triumphant joy. Her lips moved, and
she softly repeated the words—

“‘I am the Resurrection and the Life’—ah! that is
enough—that is all we need to think of when our peace is
made.”

“Yea, verily—the Lamb of God suffered death for us
to reconcile us again to God: and He rose triumphant
from the grave—the first-fruits of them that sleep—for
us to know that in the appointed day we too may rise
again and be glorified together with Him. And meantime
we rest in His peace, awaiting the day of our common
perfecting. Ah! and when the trump of the Archangel is
heard, it is the blessed dead who rise first, whilst in a
moment of time the faithful living are caught away with
them to meet the Lord in the air. O blessed, blessed
hope for living and dead alike—to meet the Lord and be
ever with Him! Surely that is the promise that takes
the sting from death and robs the grave of victory. We
know not the day nor the hour—that is hid in the foreknowledge
of the Divine Father; but we have the everlasting
promise—the promise which robs death of its
sting, even for those who are left behind—who are parted
from our loved ones. For at any moment the wondrous
shout of the Lord may be heard as He descends from
heaven to awaken the dead and call ‘those that are His at
His coming,’ and we may be one with them in the blessed
and holy first resurrection. ‘Wherefore comfort one
another with these words.’”

The gaze of the clergyman as he spoke these latter
words was rather bent on the daughter than the mother,
and the dying woman read the thought in his heart and
laid her own feeble hand upon her child’s head. The
girl’s tears were dry now. Her lips had parted in a smile
of wondrous vividness and hope. She clasped her hands
together, and her glance sought her mother’s face.

“O mother, my mother—if it might only be soon! O
pray for me that I lose not heart—that I may learn to
live in the hope in that promise!”

“The Lord will give you help and grace so to live, my
child, if you will but trust in Him. Heaven and earth
may pass away, but His word will not pass away, and
that hope is His most blessed promise. ‘We shall not
all sleep, but we shall all be changed.’ O my child, never
think to put off the making of your peace with God till
the hour of death, as some do. Remember that ‘we shall
not all die.’ It is the life eternal, not the grave and
gate of death, upon which our hearts must be fixed.
Although I am called to pass through that gate, ask not,
my child, for power to die. Ask rather the gift of the
everlasting life which will be given without dying at the
coming of the Lord. Ask for that coming and kingdom
to be hastened, that He will come down speedily upon
this rent and riven earth, and cause His reign of peace to
begin. Yea, pray for the outpouring of His Spirit in this
time of darkness and perplexity. Pray for that great
and glorious day when mortality shall be swallowed up
of life!”

The Duchess had half risen upon her pillows as she
spoke. A strange light was in her eyes. In spite of her
physical weakness, she spoke with a power and strength
that had seemed impossible a few moments before. Was
it the last expiring spark, flashing out with momentary
vividness; or was it some spiritual power within her that
gave to her this access of strength?

Those about her knew not, yet they hung upon her
words with a sense of strange wonder and awe.

To the Duke and the other clergyman this talk was
absolutely inexplicable—like words spoken in a strange
language. Deeply as the reserved and stern husband had
loved his wife, there were subjects that were never spoken
of between them, owing to his resolute reserve and reticence.
Dry orthodoxy and an upright walk before men had
been characteristic of the Duke through life. The fruits
of the Spirit, showing forth in love, joy, and peace, and
the yearning for light upon the dealings of God with His
children, were absolutely unknown to him; and though
he knelt with the rest when Mr. St. Aubyn offered a
prayer beside the bed of his dying wife, the words spoken
fell meaningless on his ears. He had far more sympathy
with the clergyman who had called his wife a saint, and
shrunk from striving to speak any words of promise, than
with him who was speaking of things so far beyond his
ken as to appear to him idle mysticism and folly.

But the peace and joy beaming from those dying eyes
told him more eloquently than any words what it meant
to her, and he bowed his head and stifled the groan which
rose to his lips as he realised that, despite their tender
love, they had yet lived so far asunder in spirit that a great
gulf already seemed to divide them.

Yet the wife would not suffer herself to be long sundered
in spirit from her husband; and when the two clergymen
had silently departed, having done all that they could, each
in his own way, she summoned him to her bedside by a
glance, and brought her mind back to earth again with
something of an effort.

“My dear, dear husband,” she fondly whispered; and
then the groan would have its way, as he took her hand in
his and dropped down into the seat beside the bed which
had been his for so many long hours during the past days.

The Duchess bent her head softly towards the other side
where her daughter knelt, and said in a low voice—

“My child, I would be alone with your father a brief
while. Leave me for one short half-hour, then you shall
return, and I will send you away no more, my patient
darling.”

The words of tender endearment brought a rush of tears
to the girl’s eyes, but she rose without a word, and slipped
noiselessly from the room. The mother looked after her
with wistful eyes.

“Husband,” she said softly, “you will be tender with
the child? You will let her take my place with you so far
as such a thing is possible. She will try to do her duty
by you and by all. You will let that duty be a labour of
love?”

“I will do what I can; but I am old to change my
ways, and I do not understand young girls. No one can
take your place; you talk of impossibilities. O Geraldine!
Geraldine! it is too hard to be thus left, old and
stricken, and alone. Why must it be?—you so many,
many years younger than I. I never thought to be the
one left behind. I cannot be resigned. I cannot be willing
to let you go. The Almighty is dealing very bitterly
with me!”

“Dear husband, the parting will be the shorter that you
are well stricken in years,” she answered gently, answering
him according to the measure of his understanding
and feeling. “It will be but a few short years before we
meet again in the place where there is no parting. And
now, my husband, before I am taken away from you—before
this new strength, which, I believe, God has given
me for a purpose, be spent—I have a few things to say to
you—a few charges to give to you. Will you let me speak
from my very heart, and forgive me if in any sort I pain
and grieve you?”

“You pain or grieve me by any precious words you may
speak! That thing is impossible. Let me know all that
is in your tender, noble heart. It shall be the aim and
object of the miserable residue of my days to carry out
whatever you may speak.”

The Duchess pressed his hand affectionately, and lay still
for a moment, gathering strength. Her husband gave her
some of the cordial which stood at hand, and presently she
spoke again—

“My husband, we are living in troubled and anxious
days. The world around us is full of striving and upheaval.
You and I remember those awful struggles in France now
dying out of men’s minds, and we have indications, only
too plainly written on the face of the earth, that the spirit
of lawlessness and anarchy thus let loose is seething and
fermenting throughout the world.”

The Duke bent his head in assent. He well knew such
to be the case, but hardly expected that to be the subject
of his dying wife’s meditations. She continued speaking
with pauses in between.

“My husband, perhaps you know that ever since those
terrible days, when men began to see in that awful Revolution
the first outpouring of God’s last judgments
upon the earth, godly men and women of every shade of
opinion have been earnestly and constantly praying for
God’s guidance and Spirit, that they may read the signs
of the times aright, and learn what are His purposes
towards mankind, as revealed in His written Word. I
will not speak too particularly of all that has been given
in answer to this generation of prayer; but it is enough
for me to tell you that Light has come, that the long-neglected
prophetic writings have been illumined by the
light of God’s Spirit to many holy men and women, who
have made them their study day by day and year by year,
and that rays of light from above have come to us, illumining
the darkness, and showing us faintly, yet clearly, God’s
guiding hand in these days of darkness and trouble. Do
you follow me so far?”

“I understand your words, and am ready to believe that
in these things you have a knowledge that I cannot attain
unto; but what then?”

“What I would ask of you, my husband, is patience and
trust—patience with many things that will seem strange to
you, that will seem like a subversion of all your ideas of
wisdom and prudence—and trust in God’s power to make
all things work together for good, and to bring good out
of evil. We know that the latter days are coming fast
upon us—that the armies of good and evil are gathering
for that last tremendous struggle which precedes the reign
of the Lord. We know that the strange upheavals we
see in the world about us are the beginnings of these
things, and that those who would be found faithful must
learn to discern between the evil and the good; for Satan
can transform himself into an angel of light, and deceive,
if it were possible, the very elect, whilst God has again
and again chosen the weak and despised things of this
world to confound the strong; and it is human nature
to turn away in scorn from all such weak things, and
look for strength and salvation from the mighty and
approved.”

The Duke listened with a sigh. He understood but
little of all this. Yet every word from his dying wife
was precious, and engraved itself upon his memory in
indelible characters.

“There are difficult days coming upon the earth: great
wrongs will be righted, much that is pure and good will
spring up; and side by side with that much that is evil,
lawless, and terrible. Dear husband, what I would ask
of you is a patient mind, patience to look at changes
without prejudice, and strive prayerfully to discern
whether or not they be of God;—also patience to hear
what is said by their advocates, and to weigh well what
you hear. Let mercy ever temper justice in your dealings
with your dependents; and condemn not those who
are not at one with you without pausing to understand
the nature of all they are striving to accomplish. The
evil and the good will and must grow up together till the
day of the harvest. The wheat and the tares cannot be
sorted out till the reapers are sent forth from God. But
let us strive with eyes anointed from above to distinguish
in our own path that which is good, and not cast
it scornfully aside, nor rush after what is evil because it
approves itself to the great ones of the earth. I am
sure that God will lead and guide all those who truly
turn to Him in these times of darkness and perplexity.
My dear, dear husband, if I could feel sure that you
would be amongst those who would thus turn to Him
now, I should pass away with a sweeter sense of trust and
hope—a brighter confidence in that most blessed meeting
on the other shore.”

The white head of the husband was bowed upon the
pillow. He did not weep—the fountain of his tears lay
too deep for him to find relief thus—but a few deep
breaths, like gasps, bespoke the intensity of his emotion,
and when he could articulate, he answered briefly—

“My life, I will try—I will try—so help me God!”

“He will help you, my precious husband,” she
answered, with quivering tenderness of intonation, “and
you know the promise that cannot fail, ‘All things are
possible to him that believeth.’”

And then from that bowed head there came the
earnest cry—

“‘Lord, I believe; help Thou mine unbelief.’”

After that followed a pause of deep silence. The
Duchess, exhausted but content, lay back on her pillow
with closed eyes. The Duke held her hand between his,
and fought out his battle in silence and alone. He was
passing through deeper waters than the dying woman;
for her peace was made, and she was going confidently
forth to meet Him who had bidden her to come; whilst
he was fighting in doubt and helplessness the tempestuous
winds and waves, feeling every moment that they
must engulf him. And yet never had the two loving
hearts beat more in sympathy and unison. Those
moments were unspeakably precious to both, although no
word passed between them.

The silence was scarcely broken as the door opened
softly, and Bride stole back to her mother’s side. She
had been caught by her old nurse meantime, and had
been dosed with soup and wine, while some of the dishevelment
of her dress and hair had been removed.
Her aching eyes had been bathed, and she looked altogether
strengthened and refreshed. The dying eyes
turned upon her took in this, and the Duchess smiled with
a sense of relief to think that there was one faithful
woman beneath the castle roof who would make Bride
her first care.

The girl’s eyes sought her mother’s face with wistful
intensity of gaze, and at once noted a change that even
that brief half-hour had brought with it. The shadow
had deepened; there was a dimness coming over the
bright eyes, the hand she touched was icy cold.

“Mother!—mother!—mother!” she cried, and sank
down on her knees beside the bed.

“My child, my little Bride. You have been a dear,
dear child to me. In days to come, if you live to have
children of your own, may you be rewarded for all the
tenderness you have shown to me.”

“Mother, mother, let me die too! I cannot bear it! I
cannot live without you!”

“Dearest, you must live for your father; you must
comfort each other,” and with a last effort of strength,
the dying woman brought the hands of father and
daughter together across her emaciated form, and held
them locked together so in her stiffening fingers.

When the end came they neither knew exactly. Bride
was on her knees, her face hidden, the shadow seeming to
weigh her down till all was blackness round her, and she
felt sinking, sinking, sinking down into some unknown
abyss, clinging frantically to something which she took
to be her mother’s hand. The Duke, with his eyes upon
his wife’s face, saw the fluttering of the eyelids, heard a
soft sigh, and then watched the settling down upon that
wan face of a look of unspeakable rest and sweetness.

If that was death, why need death be dreaded? It
was like nothing that he had seen or imagined before.
The only words which came into his mind were those of a
familiar formula never understood before—

“The peace of God that passeth all understanding.”
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THE HOUSE OF MOURNING
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EUSTACE MARCHMONT came in sight of Penarvon
Castle just as the last rays of the winter
sunset were striking upon its closed windows and
turning them into squares of flashing red light
dazzling to the eye. The castle stood commandingly upon
its lofty promontory of jagged cliff, and from its garden
walls, as the young man remembered well, the spectator
could look sheer down a deep precipice into the tossing
waves of the sea beneath. He remembered the long side
terrace of the castle, against which the thunder of the surf
in winter months made a perpetual roar and battle; whilst
even on summer evenings, when the sea lay like a sheet of
molten gold beneath them, the ceaseless murmur was
always to be heard, suggestive of the restless life of the
ocean. It was natural perhaps that Eustace should draw
rein and look at the majestic pile with something of pride
in his gaze, for he was the Duke’s next of kin, and in the
course of nature would one day be master here. Yet there
was no exultation in the steady gaze he fixed upon his
future home: it was speculative and thoughtful rather
than triumphant. There was a shade of perplexity in the
wide-open grey eyes intently fixed upon the place, which
looked at the moment as though lit up for illumination, and
the firm lips set themselves in lines that were almost grim.

Eustace Marchmont was clad in a suit of black, which
was evidently quite new, although slightly stained and
disordered by the evidences of a long and hasty journey.
He had, in fact, ridden hard from town ever since the
news of the Duchess’s death reached him, now three days
ago. He knew that propriety demanded he should be
present at her funeral, even without the invitation from
the Duke. He had come as fast as post-horses could
bring him, with his two servants in attendance, and had
travelled without mischance.

It was many years now since Eustace had visited
Penarvon. His father (dead two years since) and the
Duke were cousins, and the Duke had no brother. As
young men there had been some attachment between
them, but they had grown apart with the advance of years.
The Duke was by many years the elder of the two; and
perhaps on account of seniority, perhaps from his position
as head of the family, had striven with possibly unwise
persistence to mould his cousin after his own wishes.
Disagreement had ended in coolness, and the intercourse
had become slacker. Although Eustace had visited his
“uncle’s” house (he had been taught so to speak of the
Duke), he did not remember ever having seen his father
there, and since his own boyhood he had not seen the
place himself.

He had not understood at the time why his visits
ceased, but he knew it well enough now. Although the
Duke long cherished hopes of a son of his own to succeed
him, he had always regarded Eustace as a possible heir,
and had desired to have a voice in his education. The boy
had been sent to Eton at his suggestion; but when his
school-days were ended, and his uncle naturally supposed
that the University would be the next step in his training,
Mr. Marchmont had suddenly decided to travel abroad
with the boy and see the world—the close of the long
war having just rendered travelling possible with safety.
When he himself returned to England at the end of two
years, it was with the news that Eustace had been left
behind in Germany to finish his education there; and the
indignant remonstrances of the Duke had resulted in a
coolness which had never been altogether conquered. He
considered that the young man would be rendered entirely
unfit by such training, for the position every year seemed
to make it more probable he would one day hold, whilst
Mr. Marchmont argued that, the youth’s heart being set
upon it, it was far better to give him his own way than try
to force him into paths uncongenial and distasteful.

Eustace was now seven-and-twenty, and in command
of an ample fortune. Both his parents were dead—his
mother he did not even remember, and he had neither
brother nor sister. His second cousin, Lady Bride
Marchmont, whom he dimly remembered as a shrinking
little girl, for ever clinging to her mother’s hand, was the
only relative of his own generation that he possessed; and
it had naturally occurred to him before now that to marry
the Duke’s daughter, if he could learn to love her and
teach her to love him, would be the best reparation he
could make to her for the lack of brothers of her own. It
seemed to him a hard and unjust thing that her sex should
disqualify her from succeeding to her father’s wealth and
title. Eustace was no lover of the time-honoured laws of
primogeniture, entail, or the privileges of the upper classes.
The leaven of the day was working strongly in him, and
he was ready to break a lance in the cause of freedom and
brotherly equality with whatever foe came in his way.

His face bespoke something of this temperament. He
had the broad lofty brow of the thinker, the keen steady
eye of the man of battle, the open sensitive nostril of the
enthusiast, and the firm tender mouth of the philanthropist.
Without being handsome he was attractive, and his face
was worthy of study. There was something of quiet scorn
lying latent in his expression, which argument easily called
into active existence. The face could darken sternly, or
soften into ardent tenderness and enthusiasm, as the case
might be. He had the air of a leader of men. His voice
was deep, penetrating, and persuasive, and he had a fine
command of language when his pulses were stirred. In
person he was tall and commanding, and had that air of
breeding which goes far to win respect with men of all
classes. He moved with the quiet dignity and ease of
one perfectly trained in all physical exercises, and in
whom no thought of self-consciousness lurks. He looked
well on horseback, riding with the grace of long practice.
As he followed the windings of the zigzag road which
led up to the castle, looking about him with keen eyes to
observe what changes time had made in the old place, he
looked like one whom the Duke might welcome with pride
as his heir, since it had not pleased Providence to bestow
upon him a son of his own.

He rode quietly up to the great sweep before the gateway
and passed beneath it, answering the respectful salute
of the porter with a friendly nod, and found himself in the
quadrangle upon which the great hall door opened. His
approach had been observed, and the servants in their
sombre dress were waiting to receive him; but the drawn
blinds over all the windows, and the deep hush which
pervaded the house, struck a chill upon the spirit of the
young man as he passed beneath the portal, and a quick
glance round the hall assured him that none but servants
were there.

A great hound lying beside the roaring fire of logs rose
with a suspicious bay and advanced towards him, but
seeming to recognise kinship in the stranger, permitted
him to stroke his head, as Eustace, standing beside the
hearth, addressed the butler in low tones:—

“How is it with his Grace?”

The man slowly shook his head.

“Sadly, sir, but sadly. He keeps himself shut up in his
own room—the room next to that in which her Grace lies—and
unless it be needful nobody disturbs him. He looks
ten years older than he did a month back: it has made
an old man of him in a few weeks.”

“And the Lady Bride?”

“She is bearing up wonderfully, but we think she has
scarce realised her loss yet. She seems taken out of
herself by it all—uplifted like—almost more than is
natural in so young a lady. But she was always half
a saint, like her Grace herself. She will be just such
another as her mother.”

“And the funeral is to-morrow?”

“Yes, sir—on the first day of the new year. Her Grace
died very early upon the morning of Christmas Day—just
a week from now.”

Eustace was silent for a few minutes, and then turning
to the servant, said—

“Does his Grace know I am here? Shall I see him
to-day? Does he see anybody?”

“If you will let me show you your rooms, sir, I will let
him know you have arrived. He will probably see you at
dinner-time. He and Lady Bride dine together at five—their
other meals they have hitherto taken in their own
rooms, but that may be changed now. You will join them
at dinner, of course, sir.”

“If they wish it, certainly,” answered Eustace; “but I
have no wish to intrude if they would prefer to be alone.
Is anybody else here?”

“There is nobody else to come, sir. Her Grace’s few
relatives are in Ireland, and there has not been time to
send for them, and they were not nearly related to her
either. I am glad you are here, sir. It is a long time
since Penarvon has seen you.”

“Yes, I have been much abroad, but the place looks
exactly the same. I could believe I had been here only
yesterday.”

And then Eustace followed the man up the grand
marble staircase and down a long corridor, so richly
carpeted that their foot-falls made no sound, till they
reached a small suite of apartments, three in number,
which had been prepared for the use of the guest, and
which were already bright with glowing fires, and numbers
of wax candles in silver sconces arranged along the walls.

The costliness and richness of his surroundings was
strange to Eustace, for although wealth was his, his
habits were very simple, and he neither desired nor
appreciated personal indulgences of whatever kind they
might be. He looked round him now with a smile not
entirely free from contempt, although he recognised in
the welcome thus accorded him a spirit of friendly regard,
which was pleasant.

“Unless, indeed, it is all the work of hired servants,”
he said, after a moment’s cogitation. “Probably it is so—who
else would have thought to spare for a guest at such
a time as this? This is the regular thing at the castle for
every visitor. There is nothing personal to me in all this
warmth and brightness.”
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