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On the last day of April, 1763, John Wilkes, refusing to
  enter into his recognisances to appear before the Court of Queen's Bench, was
  committed to the Tower by warrant of my Lords Egremont and Halifax, His
  Majesty's two principal Secretaries of State.

Defiance of constituted authority has never wanted sympathy from that
  British public which entertains, nevertheless, a profound respect for law.
  Mr. Wilkes became a hero in consequence; and while many a jug of beer was
  thereafter emptied, and many a bottle of wine cracked to his health, diverse
  street songs, more or less execrable, were composed in honour of the
  so-called patriot, whose personal popularity was incontestable,
  notwithstanding the unprepossessing exterior, that has passed into a
  proverb.

Of these, none were perhaps so absurd as the following ditty, chanted by a
  chairman more than half drunk, under the windows of a tavern in Covent
  Garden, notwithstanding the protestations of some half-dozen gentlemen, who,
  seated at supper in an upper chamber, held that their tastes and opinions
  were equally outraged by the persistency of the singer below.

"King Nabuchodonosor," whined the chairman.

"Hold that cursed noise!" exclaimed one of the gentlemen from the
  window.

"King Nabuchodonosor," repeated the chairman in all the aggravating
  monotony of a minor key.

"You knave!" roared a second voice—"I'll come down and beat you to a
  jelly, if you speak another syllable!"

A volley of oaths succeeded this threat, but their object stood fire
  manfully under the discharge, and fixing his eyes on vacancy, proceeded with
  his song—

"'King Nabuchodonosor

  Lived in a golden palace;

  He fed from a golden dish, and drank

  His swipes from a golden chalice.

  But John Wilkes he was for Middlesex,

  And they chose him for knight of the shire;

  For he made a fool of Alderman Bull,

  And called Parson Tooke a liar!'

"Hurrah!" continued the vocalist, who had lost his hat, waving a scratch
  wig round his bare scalp with an abortive attempt to cheer. "King
  Nabu—Nabu—cho—donosor was a mighty man"—shaking his
  head with unimpaired solemnity—"a mighty man, no doubt,

'But John Wilkes he was for Middlesex, And they chose him
  for knight of the shire.'

Hip, hip—Hurrah!"

A burst of laughter rang from the party in the tavern, and a gentleman in
  a laced waistcoat shut down the window after throwing out a crown-piece to
  the singer in the street.

Night was falling, the air felt chilly, though it was summer, and the
  party, who had drank several bottles of port, gathered round the fire over a
  steaming bowl of punch.

They were of all ages between twenty and fifty. One of them wore a wig,
  another powder, a third had brushed his luxuriant hair to the poll of his
  neck and tied it in a plain black bow. Their long-waisted coats were cut to
  an ample width at skirt and sleeves; their waistcoats heavily bound with
  lace. Knots of ribbon adorned the knees of their breeches, their shoes were
  fastened with buckles, and each man carried sword and snuff-box. To drink, to
  fence, to "lug out" as it was called, on slight provocation, to sing a good
  song, tell a broad story, and spill a deal of snuff in its recital, were, at
  this period, the necessary accomplishments of a gentleman.

The room in which these worthies had assembled seemed more comfortable
  than luxurious. Its bare floor was sanded, and the chairs, long-legged,
  high-backed and narrow-seated, were little suggestive of repose, but the
  mahogany table had been rubbed till it shone like glass, the wood-fire blazed
  and crackled, lighting up the crimson hangings that festooned the windows,
  and though the candles were but tallow, there flared enough of them to bring
  into relief a few pictures with which the unpapered walls were hung. These
  works of art, being without exception of a sporting tendency, were treated in
  a realistic style, and seemed indeed to have been painted by the same
  master:—A fighting-cock, spurred, trimmed, and prepared for battle,
  standing on the very tip-toe of defiance. A horse with a preternaturally
  small head, and the shortest possible tail, galloping over Newmarket Heath,
  to win, as set forth in large print below, "a match or plate of the value of
  fifty guineas." The portrait of a celebrated prize-fighter, armed with a
  broadsword, of a noted boxer in position, stripped to the waist. Lastly, an
  ambitious composition, consisting of scarlet frocks, jack-boots, cocked hats,
  tired horses and baying hounds, grouped round a central figure brandishing a
  dead fox, and labelled "The Victory of obtaining the Brush."

One of the party had taken on himself to ladle out the punch. Its effects
  soon became apparent in the heightened colour and increased volubility of the
  company. Voices rose, two or three at once. A song was demanded, a glass
  broken. In the natural course of events, somebody called a toast.

"Blue-Eyes!" shouted a handsome young fellow flushed with drink, waving
  his glass above his head.

"A fine!" objected the punch-ladler, judicially. "By the laws of our
  society, no member has leave to pledge a female toast. It leads to mischief.
  Gentlemen, we have decided to draw the line, and we draw it at beauty. Call
  something else!"

"Then here's John Wilkes!" laughed the first speaker. "He's ugly enough in
  all conscience. John Wilkes! His good health and deliverance—with
  three!"

"Hold!" exclaimed a beetle-browed, square-shouldered man of forty or more,
  turning down his glass; "I protest against the toast. John Wilkes ought still
  to be fast by the heels in the Tower of London. If he had his deserts John
  Wilkes would never have come out again, alive or dead, and nobody but a
  d—d Jacobite, and traitor to His Majesty King George, would venture to
  call such a toast in this worshipful company. I stand to what I say, John
  Garnet. It's you to play next!"

Each man looked at his neighbour. The punch-ladler half rose to interfere,
  but shortly plumped into his seat again, finding himself, it may be, not
  quite steady on his legs, while the young gentleman, thus offensively
  addressed, clenched his glass, as if to hurl it in the last speaker's face.
  Controlling himself, however, with obvious effort, he broke into a forced
  laugh, glanced at his rapier, standing in a corner of the room, and observed
  quietly, "If you desire to fasten a quarrel on me, Mr. Gale, this is neither
  a fitting time nor place."

"Quarrel!" exclaimed the man behind the punch-bowl; "no gentleman, drunk
  or sober, would be fain to quarrel on John Wilkes' behalf. Sure, he can take
  his own part with the best or worst of us, and Mr. Gale was only playing the
  ball back to your service, John Garnet. You began the jest, bad or good. Be
  reasonable, gentlemen. Fill your glasses, and let us wash away all
  unkindness. Here's to you both!"

Mr. Gale, though something of a bully, was not, in the main, an
  ill-natured man. He squared his shoulders, filled his glass, and pledged the
  person he had insulted with an indifference that almost amounted to
  additional provocation. Confident in his personal strength and skill with his
  weapon, Mr. Gale, to use his own phraseology, was accustomed to consider
  himself Cock of the Walk in every society he frequented. Nine men out of ten
  are willing to accept bluster for courage, and give the wall readily enough
  to him who assumes it as a right. The tenth is made of sterner stuff, resists
  the pretension, and exposes too often a white feather lurking under the
  fowl's wing, that crowed so lustily and strutted with so defiant a gait.

All this passed through the mind of John Garnet, completely sobered by his
  wrangle, while he sipped punch in silence, meditating reprisals before the
  night was past.

This young gentleman, whom nature and fortune seemed to have intended for
  better things, was at present wasting health and energy in a life of pleasure
  that failed egregiously to please, but that succeeded in draining the
  resources of a slender purse to their lowest ebb. He came of an old family,
  and indeed, but for the attainder that deprived his father of lands and
  title, would have been the owner of large estates in the North, and addressed
  by tenantry or neighbours as Sir John—that father, devoted body and
  soul to the Stuarts, died at Rome, beggared and broken-hearted, leaving his
  son little besides his blessing, and an injunction never to abandon the good
  cause, but bequeathing to him the personal beauty and well-knit frame that
  Acts of Parliament were powerless to alienate. The young man's laughing eyes,
  rich colour, dark hair, and handsome features were in keeping with a light
  muscular figure, a stature slightly above the average, and an easy jaunty
  bearing, set off by a rich dress, particularly pleasing to feminine taste.
  Hence, while he repudiated the title of which he had been deprived, it became
  a jest among his intimates to call him "plain John Garnet," a jest of which
  the point was perhaps more appreciated by the other sex, than by his own.

Plain John Garnet looked somewhat preoccupied now, sitting moodily over
  his punch, and the influence of his demeanour seemed to steal upon the
  company in general. Mr. Gale, indeed, held forth loudly on horse-racing,
  cock-fighting, and such congenial topics, but spent his breath for an
  inattentive audience, not to be interested even by a dissertation on
  West-country wrestling in all its branches—the Cornish hug, the
  Devonshire shoulder-grip, and the West Somerset "rough-and-tumble catch where
  you can."

At an earlier hour than usual the reckoning was called, and the guests,
  not very steady, assumed their swords and hats to pass downstairs into the
  street. Mr. Gale by accident, John Garnet by design, were the last to leave
  the room.

The latter placed himself before the door, observing in a quiet tone, that
  the other's reckoning was not yet wholly paid up. "How so?" asked Gale, in
  his loud, authoritative voice. "The oldest member has taken my half-guinea,
  and entered it in due course. Will you satisfy yourself, my young friend, by
  calling the landlord to produce his club-books? Pooh, pooh! young sir: the
  punch is strong, and you have drunk too much! Stand aside, I say, and let me
  pass!"

He did not like the set look of John Garnet's mouth; he liked less the low
  firm tones in which that gentleman repeated his assertion.

"You may or may not be in debt to the club—it is their affair. You
  owe an apology to one of the members—that is mine."

"Apology!" stormed the other. "Apology! what do you mean, sir? This is
  insolence. Don't attempt to bully me, sir! Again I say, at your peril,
  let me pass!"

"Do you refuse it?" asked John Garnet, in a low voice, setting his lips
  tighter while he spoke.

"I do!" was the angry reply. "And what then?"

"Nothing unusual," said the other, while he moved out of the way.

"Drawer! Please to show us an empty room."

A frightened waiter, with a face as white as his napkin, opened the door
  of an adjoining chamber, set a candle on the chimney-piece, and motioned the
  gentlemen in.

Garnet bowed profoundly, making way for his senior to pass. The other
  looked about him in uncertainty, and felt his heart sink, while he heard the
  voices of their departing companions, already in the street.

He had little inclination to his task. For one moment the burly,
  square-shouldered man wished himself safe at home; the next, that
  intermittent courage which comes to most of us, in proportion as it is
  wanted, braced his nerves for the inevitable encounter and its result. He
  grasped his rapier, ready to draw at a moment's notice, while the other
  coolly locked the door.

The waiter, fresh on the town, and unused to such brawls, ran down to
  summon his master, who was busy over the house accounts in a small parlour
  below. Till the landlord had added up one column and carried its balance to
  the next, he paid no attention, though his astonished servant stood pale and
  trembling before him, with a corkscrew in his mouth and a bottle under his
  arm. Then both rushed upstairs in a prodigious hurry, just too late to
  prevent mischief.

While yet in the passage they could hear a scuffle of feet, a clink of
  steel, a smothered oath, and a groan; but as they reached the door it was
  opened from inside, and John Garnet stood before them, panting, excited, his
  waistcoat torn, his dress awry, with the candle in his hand.

"There is a gentleman badly hurt in that room," said he. "Better send for
  a surgeon at once, and get a coach to take him home." Then he blew out the
  candle, slipped downstairs in the dark, and so into the street.

The gentleman was indeed so badly hurt that all the energies of the
  household were concentrated on the sufferer. Nobody had a thought to spare
  for the assailant till long after pursuit would have been too late. Mr. Gale
  was wounded in the fore-arm, and had received a sword-thrust through the
  lungs. With the landlord's assistance he made shift to walk into a
  bedchamber, where they undressed and laid him carefully down; but before a
  surgeon could arrive there was obviously no hope, and he only lived long
  enough to assure the doctor, in the presence of two witnesses, that the
  quarrel had been of his own making, and was fought out according to the usual
  rules of fair-play.

"I was a fool not to close with him," murmured the dying man, reflecting
  ruefully on the personal strength he had misapplied. "But the rogue is a
  pretty swordsman; quick, well-taught, supple as an eel, and—I forgive
  him!"

Then he turned on his side, as the landlord subsequently stated, and
  thereafter spoke never a word more, good or bad.
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John Garnet, meanwhile, made the best of his way into the street, with the
  intention of proceeding straight to his lodgings, and riding out of London
  next morning at break of day. Duels, though of no rare occurrence, were
  serious matters even in a time when every man carried a small-sword by his
  breeches-pocket; and to be taken red-handed, as it were, from the slaughter
  of an adversary, would have entailed unpleasant consequences to liberty, if
  not to life. While it had been established that a gentleman was bound to
  defend his honour with cold steel, it seemed also understood that in such
  encounters even victory might be purchased at too dear a price. Nevertheless,
  so riotous were the habits of the day, encouraging to the utmost card-playing
  and the free use of wine, so lax was the administration of the law, and so
  stringent the code of public opinion, that scarcely a week passed without an
  encounter, more or less bloody, between men of education and intellect, who
  would have considered themselves dishonoured had they not been ready at any
  moment to support a jest, an argument, or an insult, with naked steel. John
  Garnet, therefore, observing an ancient watchman pacing his sluggish rounds,
  turned aside into a bye-street rather than confront this guardian of the
  peace; and hastening on as he became less certain of the locality, was aware
  that his strength began to fail, and felt his shirt clinging to his body, wet
  and clammy with something that must be blood.

For an instant he thought of turning back into the more frequented
  thoroughfare; but the hum of voices, and increasing tread of feet, seemed too
  suggestive of discovery, and he stumbled onwards, in faint hope of reaching
  the dwelling of some obscure barber-surgeon who might staunch his wounds, and
  send for a coach to take him home.

Twice he reeled against the wall of a certain dark passage, called
  Deadman's Alley, down which he staggered with uneven steps, and had almost
  decided that he must sink into the gutter, and lie where he fell till a
  passer-by should pick him up, when he descried a red lamp in a window ahead,
  and summoned all his strength to make for it as his last hope. Half blind,
  half stupefied, he groped and blundered on, with a dull, strange fancy that
  he was on the deck of a ship, labouring in a heavy sea while she made for a
  harbour-light, that seemed continually to dip and disappear behind the waves.
  The illusion, though not so vivid, was similar to a dream, and the languor
  that accompanied it something akin to sleep; till in a moment, while through
  his brain there came a whirr as in the works of a watch when it runs down,
  the light widened, broke into a hundred shafts of fire, went out and all was
  dark.
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High-water in Porlock Bay. The tide upon the
  turn—sand-pipers, great and small, dipping, nodding, stalking to and
  fro, or flitting along its margin waiting for the ebb; a gull riding smoothly
  outside on an untroubled surface, calm as the soft sky overhead, that smiled
  lovingly down on the Severn Sea. Landward, a strip of green and level
  meadows, fringed by luxuriant woodlands, fair with the gorgeous hues of
  summer; stalwart oak, towering elm, spreading walnut, stately Spanish
  chestnut, hardy mountain ash, and scattered high on the steep, above dotted
  thorns and spreading hazels, outposts, as it were, of delicate feathering
  birches, to guard the borders of the forest and the waste; fairyland brought
  here to upper earth, with all its changing phases, and variety of splendour.
  The wild-bird from her nest in Horner Woods needed but a dozen strokes of her
  wing to reach the open moorland that stretched and widened ridge by ridge,
  and shoulder by shoulder, till its rich carpet of heather was lost in the
  warm haze that came down on Dunkerry Beacon, like a veil from the sky.

Far away towards Devon lay a land of freedom and solitude, haunt of the
  bittern and the red deer, intersected by many a silent coombe and brawling
  river, to expand at last on the purple slopes of Brendon, or the wet grassy
  plains of Exmoor. Travelling over that interminable distance, the sense of
  sight could not but weary for very gladness, and turned well pleased to rest
  itself on the white cliffs of the Welsh coast opposite, and the faint blue of
  the intervening waters, calm and still, like the eyes of a girl, whose being
  has never yet been stirred into passion by the storm.

Above, below, around, Porlock Bay was decked in her fairest garb. Earth,
  air, and water seemed holding jubilee; but the loveliest object in earth,
  air, or water was a maiden seated on a point of rock, washed by the drowsy
  lap and murmur of the tide, who seemed pondering deeply yet in simple happy
  thought—a maiden of comely features and gracious presence, the sweetest
  lass from Bossington Point to Bideford Bay, nimble with needle, tongue and
  finger, courteous, quick-witted, brave, tender-hearted, the light of a
  household, the darling of a hamlet, the toast of three counties,—and
  her name was Nelly Carew.

She had sat the best part of an hour without moving from her place,
  therefore she could not be waiting for an expected arrival. She swung her
  straw hat backwards and forwards by its broad blue ribbon, with the
  regularity of a pendulum; therefore her meditations could have been of no
  agitating kind, and she looked straight into the horizon, neither upward like
  those who live in the future, nor downwards like those who ponder on the
  past. Nevertheless, her reflections must have been of an engrossing nature,
  for she started at a man's footstep on the shingle, and the healthy colour
  mantled in her cheek, while she rose and put out her hand to be grasped in
  that of a square-shouldered, rough-looking personage, whose greeting, though
  perfectly respectful, seemed more cordial than polite.

"Good even, Mistress Nelly," said the new comer, in a deep sonorous voice;
  "and a penny for your thoughts, if I may be so bold; for thinking you were,
  my pretty lass, I'll wager a bodkin, of something very nigh your heart."

She turned her blue eyes—and Nelly Carew's blue eyes made fools of
  the opposite sex at short notice—full in the speaker's face.

"Indeed, Parson," she answered, "you never spoke a truer word in the
  pulpit, nor out of it. I've turned it over in my mind till I'm dazed with
  thinking, and I can't get her to sit, do what I will."

"Sit!" exclaimed the other. "Where and how?"

"Why, the speckled hen to be sure!" answered Nelly, rather impatiently.
  "If she addles all these as she addled the last hatch, I'll forswear keeping
  fowls, that I will—it puts me past my patience. How do you contrive
  with yours, Mr. Gale? though to be sure, if I was a parson, like you, I
  wouldn't keep game-cocks. I couldn't have the heart to see the poor things
  fight!"

Parson Gale made no attempt to justify this secular amusement. He was one
  of those ecclesiastics, too common a hundred years ago, who looked upon his
  preferment and his parish as a layman of the present day looks on a sporting
  manor and a hunting-box. Burly, middle-aged, and athletic, there were few men
  between Bodmin and Barnstaple who could vie with the parson in tying a fly,
  setting a trimmer, tailing an otter, handling a game-cock, using fists and
  cudgel, wrestling a fall, and on occasion emptying a gallon of cider or a
  jack of double ale. Nay, he knew how to harbour a stag, and ride the moor
  after him when the pack were laid on, with the keenest sportsman of the West,
  and if to these accomplishments are added no little skill in cattle
  doctoring, and some practical knowledge of natural history, it is not to be
  supposed that the Reverend Abner Gale found much leisure for those classical
  and theological studies, to which he had never shown the slightest
  inclination.

"It is but their nature," said the Parson, reverting to the game-cocks, of
  which he owned a choice and undefeated breed. "It comes as natural for them
  to fight, as for me to drink when I'm dry, or for your old grandfather to sit
  and nod over the fire. Or for yourself, Mistress Nelly,"—here the
  parson hesitated and tapped his heavy riding boots with his heavier
  whip,—"to bloom here in the fresh air of the Channel, like a rose in a
  bow-pot. There's a many would fain gather the rose, only they dursn't ask for
  fear of being denied."

The latter part of the sentence was spoken low enough for Nelly, even if
  she heard it, to ignore.

"And what brought you here this afternoon?" she inquired in her frankest
  tones. "It's a long ride across the moor, Parson, even for you, and
  not much of a place when you get to it. If it had been Bridgewater now, or
  Barnstaple, sure you would have seen a score of neighbours, men and women, to
  tell you the news, and wind up the night with a junket or may be a dance. But
  here," and Nelly burst into a merry laugh, "our only news is that the
  speckled hen seems as obstinate as a mule, and Farmer Veal brought a roan nag
  horse home this morning from Exeter. I daresay you've seen it already. As to
  dancing, if you must needs dance, Parson Gale, it will have to be with
  grandfather or me!"

"And I'd dance all night with both," he answered, "to be sure of a kind
  word from one of them in the morning. Do you really care to know what brought
  me here to-day, Mistress Nelly, and will you promise not to be hard on me if
  I tell you the truth?"

There was something ludicrous in the contrast of his rough exterior and
  timid manner while he spoke. He was a thick, square-made man, built for
  strength rather than activity, with a coarse though comely face, bearing the
  traces of a hard out-of-door life, not without occasional excesses in
  feasting and conviviality. His short grizzled hair made him look more than
  his age, but in spite of his clumsy figure, there was a lightness in his
  step, an activity in his gestures, such as seldom outlasts the turning point
  of forty. He was dressed in a full-skirted riding coat, an ample waistcoat
  that had once been black, soiled leather breeches, and rusty boots, garnished
  with a pair of well-cleaned spurs. Even on foot and up to his ankles in
  shingle, the man looked like a good rider, and a daring resolute fellow in
  all matters of bodily effort or peril, not without a certain reckless good
  humour that often accompanies laxity of principle and habits of
  self-indulgence. Many women would have seen something attractive even now in
  his burly strength and manly bearing; would have thought it worth while,
  perhaps, to wean him from his game-cocks and his boon companions, to tempt
  him back into the paths of sobriety, good government, and moderation. Among
  such reformers he would fain have counted Nelly Carew.

"You must tell it me in the house then," said she, rising hastily, and
  looking up at the sky, as if in dread of a coming shower. "It's time I was
  back with grandfather to give him his posset—I left it simmering on the
  hob more than an hour ago. Poor grandfather! He never complains, but I fear
  he frets if I keep away from him long. It must be dull for him sure, after
  the life he led once, dukes and princes and counts of the empire and what
  not—why, his very snuff-box belonged to Prince Eugene; and now he has
  nobody to speak to but me! Come in, Mr. Gale, and welcome; it will freshen
  him up a bit to see a new face, for I think he seems poorly this morning; you
  may walk straight into the parlour; you know your way well enough—while
  I go and look after supper. You'll eat a morsel with us, won't you, before
  your ride across the moor?"

Thus staving off any further explanation of the parson's hints, Nelly
  Carew led the way to the pretty and commodious cottage she called her home,
  stopping at the door to prune a broken twig from the myrtle that flourished
  by the porch as luxuriously as though North Devon were the South of France.
  Parson Gale, noting the trim garden, the well-ordered flower-beds, the
  newly-thatched roof, and general air of cleanliness and decency that pervaded
  the establishment, could not repress a strong desire to own the treasure thus
  comfortably bestowed. There was the casket. Would he ever succeed in carrying
  off its jewel to make the light of his own hearth the ornament on his own
  breast?

It seemed but yesterday she came here a smiling little lass of nine or
  ten, the darling of that worn-out soldier, whose life had commenced so
  eventfully, to dribble out its remaining sands in so quiet and obscure a
  retreat. Of old Carew's history he only knew thus much, that the veteran had
  passed a wild unbridled youth, a stormy and reckless manhood; that he had
  been tried for rebellion in '15, and risked his head, already grey, once more
  in '45, escaping imprisonment and even death on both occasions by the
  interposition of powerful friends and in consideration of his services on the
  Continent during the war. Even John, Duke of Marlborough, spoke out for the
  man he had seen at Malplaquet, holding his own with a pike against three of
  the Black Musketeers, and who carried his weapon in a cool salute to his
  commander the instant he had beaten them off. But Carew never prospered,
  despite his dauntless courage and undoubted military skill. Now some fatal
  duel, now some wild outrage on discipline and propriety brought him into
  disgrace with the authorities, and men who were unborn when he first smelt
  powder, commanded regiments and brigades, while he remained a simple
  lieutenant, with a slender income, a handsome person, and a reputation for
  daring alone.

Such characters marry hastily and improvidently. Carew's wife died when
  her first child was born, a handsome little rogue, who grew to man's estate
  the very counterpart in person and disposition of his graceless sire. He,
  too, married early and in defiance of prudential considerations, gambled,
  drank, quarrelled with his father, and lost his life in a duel before they
  had made friends. Old Carew's hair turned grey, and his proud form began to
  stoop soon after his son's death, for he loved the boy dearly, none the less
  perhaps because of those very qualities he thought it right to reprove. Then
  he took the widow and her little girl to live with him at a small freehold he
  inherited near Porlock; but young Mistress Carew did not long survive her
  husband, and the old man found himself at threescore years and ten the sole
  companion of a demure little damsel not yet in her teens, whose every look,
  word, and gesture reminded him cruelly of the son he had loved and lost.

These two became inseparable. The child's mother had imparted to her a few
  simple accomplishments—needlework, house-keeping, a little singing, a
  little music, the French language—as she had herself acquired it in a
  convent abroad; above all, those womanly ways that not one woman in ten
  really possesses, and that make the charm of what is called society no less
  than the happiness of home.

Little Nelly was still in her black frock when, taking a Sunday walk
  hand-in-hand with her grandfather, she looked up in his face, and thus
  accosted him:—

"When I'm big," said she, "I'll have a little girl of my own. I shall take
  her out-a-walking, and be kind to her, as you are to me. You won't like her
  better than me, grandfather, will you?"

"You may be sure of that, Nelly," was his answer, while he marvelled how
  this blue-eyed mite had come to be dearer to him than all his loves and
  memories of the past; wishing he could have shaped his whole life differently
  for her sake.

"I shall always be your little girl, grandfather," continued Nelly; "I
  couldn't do without you, and you couldn't do without me, so you
  need not be afraid of my ever going away to leave you—I
  promise—there!"

"But, if you marry, Nelly?" said he, laughing, for to his little maid this
  affirmation was the most solemn form of oath.

"I shall never marry," answered Nelly, with exceeding decision, "no
  more shall my little girl."

And now it seemed the old warrior's turn to be dependent on the grown
  woman he had loved and cherished in her childhood. It was true enough that he
  fretted and pined for her if she stayed many hours out of his sight. It was
  pitiable to mark how, day by day, the intellect failed in proportion as the
  goodly form dwindled to decay. The old oak that had reared its branches so
  sturdily was bowed and sapless now. The soldier of Oudenarde and Malplaquet,
  who had sat at table with Marlborough and Prince Eugene, was fit for little
  more than to doze in an easy-chair, longing for his grandchild's home-coming,
  and nodding, as Parson Gale said, feebly over the fire.

Even that worthy felt struck with something of awe and apprehension while
  he looked on the wasted limbs that he had heard quoted by old neighbours for
  their strength, and reflected that the time was coming when he too would no
  longer be able to sit a horse or wrestle a fall. What had he to look forward
  to? What resources against that day of debility and stagnation, unless,
  indeed, he could prevail in his suit with Nelly Carew? Therefore did Parson
  Gale exert all his powers of conversation, hoping to render himself agreeable
  to the girl as she passed in and out, furthering the preparations for their
  simple meal. He drew on his memory, his mother-wit, and his invention for
  subjects that might be interesting to both his companions. For old Carew he
  detailed at great length the particulars of a wrestling-match, and subsequent
  drinking bout, at both of which he had lately assisted in his own parish;
  while to Nelly he expatiated on the convenience of his kitchen, the coolness
  of his larder, the luxuries of his best parlour in the parsonage at home;
  but, in spite of all his efforts, he experienced a dim sense of failure and
  depression. Notwithstanding his calling, the man was superstitious rather
  than religious; and when he rose to take leave, could not forbear expressing
  a conviction that some great misfortune must be impending on him or his.

"I've heard tell of men feeling just like me," said he, holding Nelly's
  hand rather longer than good breeding required, "and being found next morning
  stark dead on the moor. There was a woman up at my place only last Martinmas,
  and she says, 'Parson,' says she, 'there's something coming to me that's past
  praying for; I know as well as if I saw it. I'm that down-hearted I don't
  seem to fill my bodice, and there's a din in both my ears like the waves of a
  flood-tide, so as I can't scarce hear myself speak.' It wasn't a month before
  her only brother got drowned off the Lizard, and will you tell me now,
  Mistress Nelly, as you did once before, that such warnings are but idle
  fancies and old women's fables? I'm down-hearted too; I'm not ashamed to say
  so. And when it's fallen on me, whatever it is, I should like to know who
  will care a pinch of snuff what's gone with wild Abner Gale?"

"I wouldn't speak so, if I were you," answered the girl, who, having
  disengaged her hand, was now standing at the cottage door to see him mount
  for his homeward ride across the moor. "There are plenty of all sorts to
  welcome you when you come, and wish you 'good-speed' when you go
  away—you that have so many friends."

"Friends!" repeated the Parson, turning his mare's head homewards, with a
  bitter smile. "The church wouldn't hold my acquaintance, but the pulpit is
  large enough for my friends!"




CHAPTER III. — WAIF.
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Deadman's Alley was at all times a secluded thoroughfare;
  after dark, indeed, its echoes rarely woke to the sound of a footstep; and
  the watch reflecting, perhaps, that such loneliness saved them a deal of
  trouble, abstained from disturbing its repose. An empty cask, a bale of
  goods, or a human body thrown aside in Deadman's Alley, might have remained
  there many hours without attracting the notice or obstructing the transit of
  a passenger.

John Garnet, however, was unusually fortunate, for he had wallowed in the
  gutter but a few minutes, when a girl's step came dancing along the alley,
  and the lightest foot in London tripped over him as he lay at length upon the
  stones, not quite unconscious, yet altogether powerless to move. The girl,
  who had nearly fallen, recovered her footing with the activity of a cat; and
  smothering an exclamation in some outlandish tongue, peered down through the
  darkness to discover the nature of her stumbling-block. Then she felt that
  her naked ankles, for she wore no stockings, were wet with blood. In an
  instant she flew to the little red lamp, for which John Garnet had been
  making when he fell, tapped hard at the latticed window whence it shone; and
  after a hurried whisper with some one inside, returned in equal haste,
  accompanied by an old man wearing a skull-cap and black velvet gown. Together
  they lifted their burden in a deliberate business-like manner, as though they
  traded habitually in such goods, and carried it into their dwelling,
  carefully securing the shutters of the lattice, and closing the door.

When John Garnet recovered his senses he thought he must be dreaming, so
  like a trick of Fancy was the scene to which he awoke. Above him hung heavy
  bed-curtains of a rich brocade, under his head was a laced pillow, and he lay
  on a scarlet coverlet bound with a border of blue. His eyes, travelling
  lazily round the room, rested on a silver lamp, fed by some aromatic oil; and
  when he closed them again, wearied by the exertion, gentle hands pressed a
  cordial to his lips, and a consoling voice whispered in his ear:

"Courage, my young friend. Do not attempt to raise your head. Another sip,
  Waif. Good. In five minutes he will come-to."

In five minutes he did come to, and found strength to ask what had
  happened and where he was?

"The first question you must answer for yourself," said the grave old man
  who sat by his bedside, with a finger on his pulse. "To the second I reply,
  make your mind easy, you are in the house and under the care of the
  celebrated Doctor Katerfelto, who has won more games of skill against death
  than any practitioner now alive. Waif, bring me the roll of lint that stands
  on the top shelf in the surgery. Look in the middle drawer for some red
  salve, and put that flask out of my patient's reach."

The girl had left the room, and was back again quicker than John Garnet's
  languid senses could follow her movements. When she returned with these
  simple remedies, he did not fail to mark the softness of her dark eyes, the
  subdued grace of her bearing, the sweet and loving pity that seemed to
  pervade her whole being while she hovered about his couch, and administered
  skilfully to the wants of a wounded man. Nor was this tenderness, this
  sympathy, this almost maternal solicitude, in accordance with her general
  habits, in keeping with her type of form and feature. She looked more like a
  panther of the wilderness than the nurse in a sick room. The lithe and supple
  frame, the light and noiseless gait, the quick stealthy turn of ear and eye
  and limb, ready on the instant for attack, defence, or flight, all this
  partook of the fierce, feline nature, and all this she inherited from that
  mysterious race to which she belonged, whose origin history has failed to
  discover, whose destiny conjecture is at a loss to guess. From her gipsy
  ancestors she derived her tameless glances, her nimble strength, her shapely
  limbs with their delicate extremities, her swarthy savage beauty and light
  untiring step. From them, too, came the wild blood that boiled under
  restraint or contradiction, the unbridled passions that knew no curb of
  custom nor of conscience, the cunning that could conceal them till occasion
  offered, the recklessness that would then indulge them freely without pity or
  remorse.

John Garnet had never yet seen anything so beautiful as this tawny girl
  bending over his couch, with gold coins studding her jetty hair, with collar
  and bracelets of gold round her neck and wrists, with a shawled robe of
  scarlet and orange reaching to her naked ankles, and broad buckles of gold in
  her red-heeled shoes.

He thought of Cleopatra, young whole-hearted, and untainted by the kiss of
  an emperor; of the Queen of Sheba, before she fathomed the wisdom of Solomon.
  Then he thought the dark eyes looked at him more than kindly, and fell to
  wondering how she came here, and what relation she bore to this old man in
  the velvet gown who sat by his pillow with a grave attentive face. But the
  cordial was doing its work. Ere his wounds had been dressed, the salve
  spread, and the lint bandages deftly swathed round his body, John Garnet's
  senses lost themselves once more in oblivion; the last words he heard were in
  the doctor's voice. Listening for the girl's answer he fell sound asleep.

"There is no fear now," said Katerfelto reflectively. "Shall I say there
  is no hope? He would have made a beautiful subject, and I wanted just such an
  one, to bring my new discovery to perfection. Look at his chest, Waif. Did
  you ever see a finer specimen? Some men in my place would be incapable of
  this self-denial."

Waif, as he called her, turned pale under her tawny skin, but there was a
  fierce glitter in her eyes while she answered, "I thought he was dead you may
  be sure, that was why I brought you out to him. He'll get well now. So much
  the better! Patron! you dare not do it."

The old man smiled, stroking his velvet gown with a white well-cared-for
  hand.

"Dare not, or will not, or shall not," he replied. "It little matters
  which. No. It is an interesting case as it stands, and to cure him will be
  almost as instructive as to cut him up. Science, Waif, exacts from us great
  sacrifices, but she has also her rewards. The man will live, I think. Live
  probably to be ungrateful. Meanwhile, let us see who and what he is."

Thus speaking, and with a marvellous dexterity the result of long
  practice, he turned every one of the sleeper's pockets inside out, felt in
  his cravat, his bosom, his waistband, leaving no part of his dress
  unsearched, yet without in the slightest degree disturbing his repose. The
  girl, holding the lamp to assist, looked down on the prostrate figure, with a
  new sensation growing up in her heart, a vague wild longing that seemed to
  covet no less than to pity and admire.

"The outcome is unequal to the pains bestowed," said Katerfelto, holding
  up a light purse, a tavern bill, and a valueless snuff-box, as the fruit of
  his exertions. "Yet the man is well-born, Waif, and well-to-do, or I am
  mistaken. In due time we shall know more about him; there is no hurry. He
  cannot leave that bed for a week, nor this house, I should say, for a month.
  It's a beautiful case. Beautiful! the other gentleman's sword must have gone
  through to the very hilt!"

"Patron! will he die?" asked Waif with a tremble of the lip she tried hard
  to conceal.

"Most assuredly!" was the answer. "So will you, and so shall I. But not of
  such a scratch as this, while under my care! No! No! We will
  set him on his legs, Waif, in less than a fortnight. Then he will pay his
  doctor's bill, walk off with a huge appetite, and we shall see him no
  more."

Her face, over which every shade of hope and fear had passed while she
  listened, looked very grave and earnest now.

"Am I to nurse him, Patron?" said she; "we can keep him safe and quiet in
  here, and I can see after his wants while you attend to the people that come
  to consult you, patients and—"

"Fools—" added the old man. "Fools, who are yet so wise in their
  folly as to purchase ease of mind at a price they would grudge for health of
  body. It's a worse trade, Waif, to set a broken leg than to heal a broken
  heart. We want skill, learning, splints, bandages, and anatomy for the one,
  but a little cunning and a bold guess will answer all purposes for the other.
  There are many men and more women who would laugh in my face if I told them
  their head was a workshop and their heart a pump; yet they can believe the
  whole of their future life is contained in a pack of cards. You and I, Waif,
  have thriven well in a world of fools—and the fools thrive
  too—why, I know not. The wisest people on earth are your people,
  but they have never prospered. Is it best to be true, simple, honest? I
  cannot answer—I have never tried."

"I will do everything you tell me," persisted Waif, taking for granted the
  permission she was so eager to obtain. "I can creep about the chamber like a
  mouse; I never want to sleep, nor eat, nor drink, nor go out into the filthy
  muddy streets. I know every phial in the surgery as well as yourself. Hand
  him over to me, Patron, and I will promise to bring him through."

He eyed her narrowly, and she seemed conscious of his scrutiny, for she
  turned her head away and busied herself in adjustment of the bed-clothes.
  Then he laughed a little mocking laugh, and proceeded to give directions for
  the treatment of their patient.

"You must watch him," he insisted, and though she muttered, "you needn't
  tell me that!" finished his say without noticing the interruption. "You must
  watch him narrowly; if he wakes, give him one more spoonful of the cordial;
  if he is restless after that, come to me. If he wanders in his sleep mark
  every word he utters, and remember it. Such drivellings are not of the
  slightest importance, but interesting, very interesting, in a medical point
  of view. Good-night, Waif. Do exactly as I bid you, and if all goes well, do
  not wake me till sunrise."

Then he trimmed the lamp, listened at the lattice, and retired, leaving
  the girl alone with her patient.

How quiet she sat! moving not so much as a finger, with her large dark
  eyes fixed on the floor, and her thoughts like restless sea-birds flying
  here, there, everywhere; now skimming the Past, now soaring into the Future,
  finally gathering out of all quarters to settle themselves on the Present.
  From the moment when Katerfelto, or the Patron, as she called him, left the
  room, she seemed to have entered on a new life, to have risen in her own
  esteem, to have accepted responsibilities of which she was proud, to have
  become a gentler, fairer, softer being, more susceptible to pleasure and to
  pain. She only knew there was a great change; she did not know that she was
  passing into Fairy Land by the gate through which there is no return.

Behind her lay rugged mountain and dreary moor, paths that soil and
  blister weary feet, barren uplands yielding scanty harvest in return for
  daily toil, a scorching sun, a drenching rain, mocking winds that whirl, and
  buffet, and moan. Before her opened the dazzling vistas of a magic region:
  gleaming rivers, golden skies, velvet lawns fretted with gems, bending
  flowers laden with perfume; glade and thicket, field and forest bathed in
  glows of unearthly beauty, rich in tints of unearthly splendour, teeming with
  fruits of unearthly hues. Would she not enter in and rest? Would she not
  reach forth her hand to gather, and smell, and taste? Had she not wild
  longings, vague curiosity, unreasonable daring? Was she not a woman to the
  core? How could she tell that the Fairy Land was a glamour, the lustre a
  delusion, the beauty a snare? that serpents were coiling in the grass, that
  poison lurked in the flowers, that the fruits turned to dust and ashes on the
  lip? How could she foresee the time when she would yearn and strive and pray
  to get back to the outer world? In vain! Those who have once passed its gate
  and tasted the fruits in that fairy garden have to do with middle earth no
  more. Their phantoms may indeed remain among us, but themselves are far away
  in the enchanted country, pacing their weary round without a respite,
  fulfilling their endless penance in the listless apathy of despair.

Once the sleeping man turned with a low, deep sigh of comfort, as in
  relief from pain. Waifs dark eyes gleamed on him with glances of unspeakable
  tenderness and admiration. How noble he looked lying there in his wounds,
  like a dead prince. How graceful was the recumbent form; how luxuriant the
  dark brown hair escaped from its black riband to wander over the pillow; how
  white and shapely the strong hand opened loosely on the coverlet. This, then,
  was what they called a gentleman. She had seen gentlemen in the streets, or
  when they came to consult the Patron, but never under such favourable
  conditions for examination as now. What was she in comparison? She,
  the drudge of a charlatan, half-quack, half-conjuror? How could there be
  anything in common between them? She stirred uneasily in her chair, rose,
  crept to the bedside, and laid her slim, dusky hand by the side of his.

Waif's hands, in spite of hard work and hard weather, were beautiful with
  the beauty of her race; long, lithe, and delicate; the slender fingers and
  filbert-shaped nails concealed a vigour of grasp and tenacity denied to the
  broad coarse fist of many a powerful man. She smiled as she compared them
  with those of the sleeping patient; and her smile grew brighter while she
  reflected that she was herself the superior in those advantages of birth she
  so esteemed in him. Yes, the oldest blood in England seemed a mere puddle
  compared with hers. Where was the English gentleman who could trace his
  pedigree back for a hundred generations without break or blemish, to
  ancestors who had served the Pharaohs and set taskwork for the Jews, who even
  in that remote time boasted themselves lineal descendants of an illustrious
  line that was only lost with every other record of history in the dim
  obscurity of the Past.

All this Waif had learned beneath the stars, on Bagshot Heath or Barnes
  Common, sitting over the camp-fires in the steam of the camp-kettles, filled
  with spoils from neighbouring hen-roosts, stolen by the high-born patriarchs
  and princes of her tribe.

But she was a good nurse, notwithstanding her royal descent and barbarian
  bringing-up. Twenty times during the night she smoothed her patient's pillows
  and straightened his bed-clothes, watching with experienced eye and ear for
  symptoms of weakness or relapse. Never once did she relax her vigilance, nor
  so much as relieve her slender, supple form by leaning back in her chair.
  Unlike most watchers, for her the minutes seemed to fly on golden
  wings, and when the grey light of dawn began to steal through the shutter,
  dulling the lamp still burning in that sick chamber, she could have
  reproached the summer morning for coming so soon.
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