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Beware of blind Love, lest the dart from his bow

And the smile of the stranger should bring you to woe.

—Anon.






1

Beguiled by the amazingly low prices marked on a silk collar and pair of matching gloves that lay temptingly displayed in a milliner’s window between two silversmiths’ booths on the Ponte Vecchio, a tall foreign lady had entered the little shop haughtily glancing about her and demanded to buy the articles in question, pointing them out with her parasol and authoritatively announcing: “Vorrei comprare questo paio di guanti e colletto!”

The slatternly but astute-looking proprietress subjected her would-be customer to a swift, comprehensive scrutiny.

The Englishness of the purchaser had been beyond question as soon as she opened her mouth—no other nation could pronounce Italian so villainously. At first glance it might have seemed that she was a wealthy lady of fashion, for she appeared to be rigged out, if not in the first, at least in the second stare of the mode. Her walking dress of black-and-white-striped poplin was gathered around the shoulders into a fichu, which came to a knot low on the bosom; and it was worn over a pink quilted satin petticoat. Yellow Roman boots completed her toilette and she carried a silk reticule and an ivory-handled parasol; her elegantly tilted broad-brimmed hat had a silk scarf tied round its shallow crown, and revealed short ringlets, skillfully curled, of dark hair slightly streaked with gray. Her long pale face wore a supercilious expression, and her voice had the timbre of one accustomed to command. Yet closer inspection would have revealed that none of her articles of wear were in their first youth—indeed, they were of a style that had been worn since 1780—at least fourteen years; moreover, her silk gloves were darned, her parasol handle was cracked, and her petticoat was somewhat faded. But the light in the shop being decidedly obscure, the proprietress naturally took the Inglesa to be a lady of rank and fashion; she therefore had no hesitation in asserting that the cheap goods in the window were not for sale.

“Sold already to another person. They have been paid for and are but awaiting collection!” she kept repeating over and over.

The customer’s Italian was not equal to grasping the meaning of these words, and she, for her part, continued to point to the gloves, and to declare, “Preferisco questo! I want this! Those ones. Not these”—pushing aside the various much more expensively priced items which the shopwoman persisted in fetching out from her store and displaying on the counter.

At last, quite out of patience, the shop owner fairly snatched the disputed gloves and scarf out of the window, and locked them up in a box, proclaiming, “Not-a for sale!”

“Then I consider it a perfectly outrageous piece of imposture that you should be exhibiting them in your window!” exclaimed the customer, relapsing into her mother tongue, “and I have a great mind to report you to the Prefecture!”

Either failing to understand this threat or, more probably, choosing to ignore it as quite impossible of execution, the shopkeeper shrugged up her expressive shoulders, protruded her lower lip, and rolled her black eyes heavenward in total scorn.

Feeling herself defeated, the English lady glanced sharply about her, hoping to pick up another bargain in default of the one she had failed to secure. A rack of shawls attracted her eye, and she moved over to it, having observed a ticket with a promisingly low price at the end of the rail. After some consideration, she selected a mulberry-colored shawl and held it up.

“Mi piace questo! I will have this.”

But when she laid her money on the counter—having carefully extracted it from her purse, coin by coin—the proprietress burst into a flood of expostulation, and, as the customer showed no signs of comprehension, she wrote down the true price on a piece of paper and angrily thrust it forward.

“What? What can you mean? E costa troppo! That is three times the price stated on the ticket!” And the indignant lady pointed to it.

Exasperated, it seemed, beyond all bearing, the shop owner turned to a young girl in a gray cloak and straw bonnet who had just entered the place. To the newcomer she poured out a furious complaint and a demand for assistance with this stupid and contentious foreigner.

“Excuse me, ma’am!” the girl then said, in very clear pretty English, with just the hint of an accent. “Signora Neroni asks me to explain to you that only the first shawl on that rack is at the price marked; the others are more expensive.”

“It is all a piece of barefaced deceit. Disgraceful! Outrageous! I shall certainly report it to the polizia. I shall tell the whole story to Mr. Wyndham, the British Envoy, with whom I am acquainted. The Grand Duke shall hear of this!”

The signora’s derisive expression robbed these threats of their sting, and the girl remarked sympathetically, “I am afraid you would soon catch cold at that, ma’am. Signora Neroni is one of the best-respected traders on the Ponte Vecchio, and she is related to the Prefect by marriage.”

“Her trade practices are grossly deceitful!”

“They are common practice in Florence, ma’am.”

Angrily the lady, knowing this to be true, turned to reconsider the selection of shawls, while the girl, breaking into soft, fluent Italian, rapidly bought four white handkerchiefs from Signora Neroni.

“And how is your dear papa?” that lady inquired. “My husband says he has not seen him lately at the coffeehouse.”

“He has had a bad cold, but he is better now, signora, I thank you, and is working hard.”

“Always at the same business—il re Carlo?”

“Yes, signora.”

“Better he should trouble his head less about that Carlo, and more about finding a husband for his own daughter!” grumbled the signora. “What can it matter about an old dead-and-gone, probably no better than he should be?”

“King Carlo was, on the contrary, a most excellent man!” flashed the girl. “He was devout—affectionate—and very handsome! If I ever do have a husband, I should wish him to be just such a person—”

Then she stopped, her mouth open. Out of the comer of her eye, she thought she had seen the tall foreign lady swiftly and unobtrusively slip one of the pairs of gloves off a small table and tuck them into her reticule. Or could she have been deceived? The movement was so rapid that her eyes might have been mistaken. She could hardly base an accusation on such insecure grounds. And Signora Neroni, apparently, had seen nothing. Moreover, the lady now walked forward with the coolest composure, and halted the girl with an uplifted hand as she was about to leave the shop.

“Excuse me, miss—one moment, if you please!”

“Ma’am?” The girl paused, with an inquiring expression on her small round face.

“You seem well acquainted with this town, young lady. I wonder if you can give me information as to the direction of an English gentleman—a writer—who, I believe, resides in this quarter.”

At these words a veiled, cautious look descended over the girl’s lively countenance. She had a wide, smiling mouth and large, dancing expressive eyes; but now the lids came down over these and she gazed pensively at the ground—not before, however, the visitor thought she had detected a swift exchange of glances with Signora Neroni. But the answer was quiet and civil enough.

“I will help you, ma’am, if I can. What is the gentleman’s name?”

“I understand that he goes under the name of Mr. Charles Elphinstone. He is a writer of books. I have asked at the Envoy’s office, but they seemed unable to help me,” the Englishwoman said aggrievedly.

The girl looked up again. Now her face was quite devoid of expression. In a similarly colorless voice she replied, “I regret, ma’am. I fear that I am unable to help you either,” and, turning, she left the shop with silent speed.

Something about the girl’s tone—her look, her movement— aroused all the Englishwoman’s curiosity, or suspicion.

“One moment! Miss! If you please!” she demanded in a loud peremptory tone, and she moved hastily to the shop entrance, looking out to see which way the girl had gone. But the commonplace gray cloak and the inconspicuous chip-straw hat were already lost in the crowd; gray cloaks and straw bonnets abounded among the shoppers and strollers enjoying the evening breeze along the Arno; the girl was nowhere to be discovered.

With an angry exclamation the Englishwoman stood still, staring around her, biting her knuckle; a bright spot of color burned on either high cheekbone, and she frowned, thrusting her long face forward in a curiously predatory and determined gesture; then, after a moment’s indecision, she re-entered the milliner’s shop, pulled out once more her slender knitted-silk purse, and started to interrogate the signora.

Meanwhile the girl, after crossing the Ponte Vecchio in a northerly direction, threaded her way between bullocks and wine carts, and turned right, following the path beside the rushing Arno, which, now in early-autumn spate, had begun to dislodge the fishermen and mud diggers from its banks. Cautiously glancing behind her, the girl took a left turn and proceeded swiftly through a maze of little streets, going in the direction of Santa Croce. She seemed perfectly at home in the confusing network of alleys, occasionally nodding to people as she passed them, pausing here or there to buy fruit from the market stalls at street corners or in little piazzas. At last, reaching the doorway of a high, narrow house, she passed inside, and began going lightly and rapidly up the steep flights of stairs within.

On a landing two flights up she paused to let a fat old lady puff her way down.

“Good night, Signora Fontini. Thank you for seeing to Papa!”

“Aha, you are back, bambina! You are a good girl, you return swiftly. Your dear papa has been hoping you would soon be home—he says that he has many more words in his mind, ready to dictate. Dio mio, what a thinker! What a worker! Even when he is sick, he cannot rest for half an hour while his poor daughter takes the air! And he himself coughing and sneezing as if the devil had got into his chest! He should keep quiet and rest, I tell him, not talk away as he does, hour after hour.”

“Poor Papa! He is so anxious to finish this book. Let us hope that these grapes and oranges will help his throat. Fruit is all he will take at present.”

“Not good! Not good at all,” muttered the old lady, continuing her way down the staircase. “Fruit is all very well for children. But a man, a grown man like the signore, needs good red meat and wine and a nourishing dish of pasta from time to time. I could bring him up a bowl of my spaghetti Bolognese. But it is no use talking! All the English are the same, mad as hares on the mountains. The signore Carlo is good and kind as a saint, but he is as crazy as all the rest.”

“Is that you, Juliana?” called a man’s voice as the old lady panted her way downward, and the girl ran on up the last flight.

“Yes, Papa!” she called, and entered a small but pleasant room. It was bare and clean, with a floor of polished red tiles, and a remarkable painted ceiling covered by heraldic devices in pink, blue, yellow, and red. The shuttered windows were closed against the evening chills and damps, and a small charcoal brazier gave warmth. Close to this, a tall man with a thin, lined face lay reclined in a basket chair. He was wrapped in a large knitted blanket, which, however, he had impatiently half tossed aside. His hair, tied back with a ribbon, was white, it seemed more from ill health than from age. His posture suggested a considerable degree of weakness, but the eyes were at variance with the haggard cast of his face: brilliant blue, they burned with intellectual fire.

“Thank you for being so speedy, my dearest,” he said as the girl carefully shut the door behind her. “Your feet are shod with wings, I believe, like Hermes.”

“However fast I may run,” said Juliana, setting down her purchases on a small marble table and crossing the room to give him a warm hug, “I am quite sure you will have thought of another twenty pages while I have been gone! Old Annunciata said you had more work for me?”

“Well—it is true—I have planned out most of the chapter dealing with Charles’s trial and execution—if you are not too tired, my dear child, after your shopping errands?”

A sneeze stopped him at this point, and Juliana said, “It is more of a question whether you are not too tired, Papa, for such an exertion, so low as you are with your cold. Do you not think your throat is too sore for dictation?”

“No—no!” he said eagerly. “I am most desirous of setting this chapter down on paper while it is yet clear in my mind. By the mercy of Providence, the more feeble my poor body becomes, the quicker my wits seem to work—a-a-a-tschoo!”

If Juliana was daunted by the thought of the probable hours of work that lay ahead, she gave no sign of it, but said cheerfully, “Very well, Papa, but just let me put these things away. And, first, here are your new handkerchiefs—you will certainly need them, if I am to understand anything at all of what you say. I will just hang up my cloak—so—and the hat on the peg—now I’m ready for you, Papa. Oh, but I had better pour a little more ink into the standish—if this is to be one of your longer chapters, we do not want to run dry in the middle!”

Having carefully decanted some black ink from a stone jug and supplied herself with a large heap of paper, she mended the point of her pen with a small silver knife shaped like a fish, and then sat down at a low table close to her father.

“You are certain that you are not too tired, my child?”

“Oh, what fudge! You know that I am as strong as a pony, Papa!” Her mouth curved into its usual wide smile, but she had to conceal an inward sigh at her father’s own reckless use of his waning strength.

While he vigorously blew his nose on one of the newly purchased handkerchiefs, she remarked, “A curious and somewhat comical episode occurred while I was procuring those—but I will not distract you by telling you about it now—that can wait until suppertime. Now, pray dictate, dearest Papa.”

He had been waiting with ill-concealed impatience, and the moment she had her pen dipped in the silver inkwell, he launched into dictation as if the words had been coiled up inside his head, and now flowed out like a ribbon.

“On the twenty-seventh day of January, Charles, again dragged before the Court, demanded to be allowed to speak and defend himself before the Lords and the Commons. Downes, one of the Commissioners, thought that he should be permitted to do so, but Oliver Cromwell turned on Downes, exclaiming in fury, ‘What ails thee? Art thou mad? Canst thou not be still and quiet?’ The Court then retired to debate Charles’s request in camera, and, during the discussion that followed, Cromwell called Charles ‘the hardest-hearted man upon the earth.’”

The girl’s pen scratched busily, and her father, who had been gazing with absent eyes at the painted ceiling, lowered his gaze to inquire, “Do you have all that down, my dear?”

“Yes, Papa. Oh, how could they have so misunderstood his character? What a thick-skinned, bacon-brained numbskull that Cromwell must have been! Charles was not hard-hearted—only single-minded. Only bent upon doing his duty! Consider how he loved his wife and children! Consider how truly religious he was! Consider—”

“Hush, child!” said her father, laughing. “Who is writing this book, pray? Do not put yourself in a passion—due justice shall be done!”

“I am sorry, Papa! Only, when I hear him traduced, it makes me so wild! But I will not interrupt again—I beg your pardon!”

“Now, where was I?”

“Cromwell named Charles ‘the hardest-hearted man on earth.’”

“Ah, yes. The Court, having refused Charles’s plea, then reassembled, and Bradshaw made a speech in which he declared that the King, like all citizens, was subject to law, such law having been framed by the Parliament, which was the voice of the people . . . Have you that down, my dear?”

“Just a moment, Papa.” The pen scratched. “Voice of the people—yes, I have it.”

“Mind you write clearly, my love! It is but wasted labor if, after all, my words cannot be read.”

“I am writing my very best,” Juliana assured him stoutly.

“I did not mean to offend you, my dear—I know that I can rely on you. Oh,” he sighed impatiently, “if there were but a machine into which a man might speak and his words be impressed upon wax!”

“Now who is being fanciful, Papa? That would be magic. And who needs such a machine, when he has a devoted daughter at beck and call?”

“Very true, my dear!—Charles made an attempt to speak in his own defense, but he was at all times an indifferent orator. The impediment of his speech which had troubled him so sorely as a child came back to plague him at such times of stress, and while he was stammering and choosing his words, Bradshaw shouted out, interrupting him: ‘You have not owned us as a court! You look on us as a sort of people met together.’”

The girl wrote diligently, and, while he was waiting for her to reach the end of the sentence, her father observed her with absentminded affection.

She made a delightful picture as she sat with her feet curled sideways under her and one elbow resting on the table. Her gold-brown hair rippled about her face in natural ringlets, falling to the nape of her neck in front and caught up at the back in a Grecian knot. Her eyes, wide-set and almond-shaped, were dark brown, unlike those of her parent. A smudge of ink on the small chin only added to the charm of her face, which dimpled enchantingly as she looked up and smiled.

“‘A sort of people met together.’ I infer, Papa, that Bradshaw was employing the word ‘sort’ in the old-fashioned sense of a group, or number?”

“Yes, child . . . Bradshaw’s speech continued, and terminated in a sentence of death.”

Juliana sighed deeply as she wrote, but this time she ventured no comment.

“Charles again attempted to make a declaration in his own defense, but he was dragged out by the soldiers. He cried out bitterly, ‘I am not suffered for to speak!’”

“It was too bad! Oh, if I had been there!”

“If you had been there, you, single-handed, would have vanquished Cromwell, Bradshaw, Cawley, and the rest of the impeachers!”

“I would have made such a speech!” Her fists clenched at the thought. Then she recollected herself, and said, “I beg your pardon, Papa! I will not interrupt again.”

Nor did she. More than two hours passed by, during which her father dictated uninterruptedly and she, with tireless hand, wrote down his words. Occasionally, during the affecting description of Charles’s final words and execution, she surreptitiously wiped a tear from her eye, with the hand that was not writing, but she made no complaint of fatigue, as the measured periods continued to flow from the author’s mouth.

After the execution had been described in all its grim detail, Juliana did glance up hopefully, but, her father immediately proceeding to a discussion of the Martyr-King’s character and difficulties, she obediently continued setting down his words. Only when he said, “Warwick informs us that Charles seldom ate of more than three dishes at most, nor drank above thrice, a glass of small beer, another of claret wine, and the last of water,” did she remark, taking the opportunity to rub her right wrist, as her father’s flow of speech was cut short by a coughing spell, “Papa, dear, let me pour you a glass of wine. Your throat must be dry with so much work. And I believe I had better light the lamp; I can hardly see what I have written.”

“Very well, my dear. But no wine for me; a cup of water will be sufficient.”

When the lamp was lit he proposed going on again, but his throat was now in reality so weary that the frequency of his cough finally obliged him to desist. Juliana carefully collated all her pages together, and put a book on top of them, choosing the heaviest from the large number of volumes that lay strewn about within reach of her father’s chaise longue. His eye followed her actions wistfully, and he said, “I will read through those pages after I have rested for a moment or two. By the time I have perused them, I daresay I shall be fit to recommence.”

“First you must take a little nourishment, Papa. No!”—as he protested. “You must, love, you must indeed! Otherwise I—I shall rebel! I shall refuse to take down your dictation. Look, here is a supporting broth which kind old Annunciata has left for you—let me but heat a little of it over the brazier.”

He was very unwilling, but, presently recollecting that Juliana herself had taken no nourishment since breakfast, he at last permitted her to prepare a simple repast for both of them. While he was sipping the broth, he kindly inquired, “Did you have a pleasant outing, my dear? Were there many people abroad on the Ponte Vecchio?”

“Oh, a great many! Now try a grape or two, Papa”—as he pushed away the half-finished broth. “The day has been so warm and pleasant,” she went on, without betraying any hint of the fact that she might have wished to be out in it rather more than for one hasty trip to buy her father some handkerchiefs, “that multitudes of people were strolling by the river. Oh, that reminds me, Papa, of the amusing episode that I had intended relating to you.” And she recounted, with considerable natural vivacity and many lively turns of phrase, the confrontation between the haughty but shabby lady traveler and the shrewd and redoubtable Signora Neroni. She omitted her only half-founded suspicion regarding the lady’s theft of a pair of gloves, feeling that it would be wrong to blacken the character of someone who was not there to defend herself, and ended, “Now, Papa, was that not a diverting occurrence? Was it not singular that she should have applied to me for your direction? You see, your fame is being bruited abroad, and all Florence will soon know that it has a distinguished Englishman of letters living in its midst, despite kind Mr. Wyndham’s being so obliging as to keep your address a secret!”

“You did not give the lady our direction?” her father interrupted. His tone was sharp. He had gone very pale—even paler than before.

“Now, Papa, you know me better than that, I should hope! I know your dislike of tuft-hunters and sycophants. I am fully aware of your desire for privacy and seclusion—I know you do not wish to be hunted out and toad-eaten by any sensation seeker who has read your books and wishes to sit at the feet of the author. I did no such thing, but, with the most poker-faced discretion in the world, replied, ‘I am afraid, ma’am, that I cannot help you.’ Did I not do right?”

He breathed a sigh of heartfelt relief. “Yes, my dear! Of course. I might have known that I could rely upon you.”

After which he sat silent for many minutes, a half-eaten bunch of grapes dangling from his fingers, while he gazed ahead of him.

Juliana, too, had been pensive, chin on hand.

“It is a queer thing, Papa,” she said at length. “I did not observe it at the time, but, recollecting that lady— something about her, I do not know what—perhaps the tone of her voice—has brought back to me an episode of my very early childhood—at least I am not fully certain that it happened at all—did I perhaps dream it? When we were living in Geneva—when I was very small—I seem to recall something that took place in a boat—was it in a boat? I can remember your shouting—you were very angry—and some person holding me up—you taking me from them—”

She had been saying these things in a musing tone, staring into the red heart of the brazier as she tried to piece together her early recollections, but now she looked up and, aghast, discovered her father white as a corpse, staring at her with dilated eyes.

“Dio mio, what is it, Papa?” she cried out, breaking into Italian in her agitation. “You look as if you had seen a ghost! What is the matter? For God’s sake, tell me!”

“The Englishwoman!” he said harshly. “Describe her! What age was she? What was her dress? What did she look like?”

“Tall,” faltered Juliana. “Decidedly shabby—I noticed a great darn in her glove, and a patch on the toe of her boot—long face like a horse—dark eyes, I think—her voice rather deep and loud—and I observed that she wore on her right hand, over her glove, a ring of white stone, shaped into the form of a unicorn’s head. I observed that most particularly because it was so—Papa!”

A bitter groan had burst from him.

“It is she! God damn her, the fiend! I thought I had shaken her off at last. How has she managed to find out my whereabouts? I thought I was safe to end my days here!”

“Papa?” Juliana was trembling. “Who is it? Who is she? Oh, what is the matter?”

For he had sprung agitatedly to his feet and, with trembling hands, was attempting to assemble together some of the piles of books and papers that lay strewn about the room.

“We must leave instantly!” he ejaculated. “There is no time to be lost if that archdevil is in Florence. At any moment some unthinking person may betray my direction.”

“Leave? Leave Florence?” Juliana stared at him in consternation. “But we have lived here for so long—ever since I was eight! You mean—go away altogether? Leave Tuscany? For good?”

“Yes, yes! Quick! Find the basket trunk! And the hamper and bandbox. And my portmanteau! I will go down to bespeak a chaise. Or, no”—recollecting. “Perhaps it is best if you go. But wear a cloak—a hood. Do you have a loo mask?”

“A loo mask, Papa?” she exclaimed in astonishment. “What ever should I want with such an article?”

“Then muffle the cloak around your face. Bid the chaise be here as soon as the horses can be set to!”

“But, Papa,” said Juliana, wondering if her father had suddenly run mad, “pray consider! I doubt if any chaise may be had so late in the evening! Remember the hour! Will it not do if I go in the morning? Directly the sun has risen, if you wish.”

“Very true—you are right,” he sighed.

“And where are we to go?”

“To England.”

“To England?” She could scarcely believe him. “But how are we to get there? A chaise will not take us to England.”

“We will travel by stagecoach across France. Or, no”—recollecting. “I am so shocked I forget that France has declared war on England. As English subjects, that way is barred to us. We must go by sea, from Leghorn.”

“All the way around Spain?” Juliana was horrified. “Papa, you must not! Do you not remember that Dr. Penzarro said a sea voyage was not to be thought of—that the pitching of a ship would be the worst thing possible—that time when you were wishing to go to Constantinople? Oh, I am sure you should not—I beg you not to think of it.”

“Child, I must think of it. But it is true,” he said, after a pause, frowning, “they say all the English are beginning to leave—embarking from Leghorn. She might, also. I must reflect. I will write a note to Mr. Wyndham—perhaps he may be able to help us. He has been a good friend. I shall be obliged, my dear, if you can summon young Luigi Fontini, and tell him that I shall require him to carry a note to the Envoy’s residence—and, if Mr. Wyndham is not there, to seek him out.”

“Very well, Papa,” she said obediently.

“And, when you have done that, help me pack our possessions. I will attend to my papers—do you concern yourself with our clothes, and other belongings. Fortunately we have not much! We must, in any case, have left within a few months,” he murmured to himself, and, to Juliana’s inquiring glance, added rather hastily, “It is said that the French are certain to invade Tuscany.”

With trembling hands he began inserting books into a canvas bag, breaking off to admonish Juliana, “If anybody knocks at the door—do not answer!”

“Oh, dearest Papa—truly I am not sure that you are well enough—”

“Hush!” he said, turning on her so terrible a look that without further question she set about doing his bidding.
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Two days later the father and daughter were aboard a small packet boat in the Gulf of Genoa. Tuscany being neutral, shipping still plied to and fro between Leghorn and the French Mediterranean ports. By some mysterious means Mr. Wyndham, the British Envoy at the Court of Tuscany, a good friend of Mr. Elphinstone, had procured Swiss papers for the pair, and they traveled as Herr Doktor Eck and his daughter Johanna. Switzerland at that time was still on terms of uneasy friendship with France; therefore as Swiss citizens they might hope to travel through France unmolested, though Juliana worried privately as to what might befall them when they reached a Channel port and must take ship for England. However, that lay untold weeks ahead; no use to fret about it yet. There seemed little doubt that their journey across revolution-torn France must be far slower and more hazardous than it would have been in normal times.

Up to the moment of setting sail Juliana had not dared to question her father about their abrupt and unexpected departure—so harassed, apprehensive, and distraught had been his bearing, so impaired his state of health, so infrequent and nightmare-ridden his brief spells of repose as they journeyed across Italy in a drafty and rattling carriage. Sometimes, at posting stages, he had glanced back along the road, as if expecting to see the tall pale Englishwoman in pursuit, but, so far as Juliana was aware, and greatly to her relief, no further sign had been seen of this personage.

When they were safely afloat and, favored by a calm sea and following wind, were making northwestward, Juliana, observing with unbounded relief her father’s happier look and somewhat easier deportment as the roofs of Leghorn fell away below the horizon, ventured for the first time to make an inquiry.

Little as she wished to worry her distressed parent any further by questioning, she felt it really incumbent upon her to do so. Beneath her youthful vivacity there lay a vein of sound common sense which told her that, reluctant though she must be to entertain the idea, her father’s frail health and recklessly self-taxing disposition rendered it unlikely that he would live for many more years. Indeed, so exhausting had this hasty removal proved to his delicate frame that, she owned sorrowfully to herself, the period of life remaining to him might even have to be measured in months. If only he could be brought to follow medical advice! But he nurtured a barely concealed contempt for all Italian doctors and paid very little heed to their admonitions. Perhaps in England he might prove more biddable; this, Juliana thought, was one of the very few factors in favor of their removal.

She herself grieved at quitting Florence, in which city they had lived for nearly ten years, and where the climate appeared to agree with her father. They had acquired few friends, however; Mr. Elphinstone was of a reclusive temperament and seemed to shun his fellow countrymen; their only connections were his professional acquaintances, editors of journals for whom he sometimes wrote articles or did translation, tradespeople from whom they purchased supplies, and the officials at the Envoy’s residence who were also glad sometimes to avail themselves of Mr. Elphinstone’s services as a translator. If her father were to die, thought Juliana, she would hardly know to whom she might turn; and so far as she knew, she had no other relations. She had been vaguely aware that their way of life—solitary, peaceful, hard-working—was somewhat unusual, but she knew no other.

“Papa?” she ventured as, in the fresh autumn evening, they sat on deck wrapped in capes and watched the sea turn from turquoise to a wonderful shade of amethyst, while the sky’s sharp blue faded to a transparent green. “Papa, may I ask you some questions?”

She felt, rather than heard, the deep sigh with which he received her words. But after a pause he replied in a melancholy tone, “Of course you may ask questions, my dearest child. Believe me, I am fully aware of the self-restraint which has kept you from doing so hitherto. But it is time, alas, that you were informed, at least of such among our circumstances as are fit for your ears . . . How old are you now, Juliana?”

“Papa! What a question to ask your own daughter! I shall be eighteen on John the Baptist’s Day.”

“Eighteen . . . to be sure, that is not very old. Yet you are a sensible child. And—it is as well that you should be informed as to our plans. Ask, then, what you wish, my child.”

At this permission, questions jostled together in Juliana’s mind. She asked the simplest first.

“Where are we going to in England?”

“We are going to a house called Flintwood Manor, in the county of Hampshire.”

“That is in the south of England, is it not?” Juliana inquired, after consulting a mental map.

“Yes, it is in a region known as the New Forest—though the forest has not been new for some five hundred years. We shall hope to take ship across the Channel to the port of Southampton, from where it is quite a short journey to Flintwood.”

“You think that even in time of war ships will still be crossing the Channel to England?”

“Oh, I daresay there will always be privateers and freebooters,” her father replied dryly. “At a price, doubtless a passage can be found. In my young days I know there was plenty of wool going out, and brandy coming in; I imagine it will still be found to be so.”

“England!” said Juliana musingly. “I have imagined going there for so long! I have wondered so much what it was like, and wished to see London; especially Whitehall, where poor King Charles lived. Whitehall is such a beautiful name; I picture it all built in gleaming white marble, with orange trees and fountains.”

“Do not get your hopes up too high,” replied her father in a rather quelling manner. “It is not precisely like that; however, you will see it for yourself in due course, doubtless, and will be able to form your own opinions.”

“Why are we going to this Flintwood, Papa? Who lives there?”

“Your grandfather, Juliana.”

“My grandfather,” she said wonderingly. “I did not know that I had one! He is your father, then, Papa?”

“My father, yes.” His tone was far from enthusiastic.

“What is his name?”

“He is called General Sir Horace Tullesley Paget.”

“Paget? Then why is our name Elphinstone?”

“Paget is our real name, Juliana. Elphinstone is the name under which I chose to write my books. I assumed it for—for various reasons.”

“And why have you never spoken of my grandfather before?”

“Because we quarreled, my dear. We have not seen each other in a great many years—since before you were born.”

“What was the cause of your quarrel?”

“There were various causes. First, he disapproved of my choice of profession. He wished me to purchase a commission in his regiment—as he had done, and his father, and all my uncles but one. My father could not understand my wish to study history and write for a living—it made him excessively angry.”

“What a stupid reason!” said Juliana. “If I have children, I shall allow them to become writers or—or carpenters, whatever they wish.”

“Ay, but you have been brought up in Italy, my little one. In English society, matters are more carefully regulated. And besides, this was twenty, thirty years ago. Children were obliged to mind their parents.”

“Do I not mind you, Papa?”

“Sometimes!” he said, smiling. “But I am not near so strict with you as my father was with me.”

“What were the other reasons for your quarrel?”

“Well,” he replied, much more slowly, “the principal one was that your grandfather did not approve of the lady whom I wished to marry.”

“My mother?”

“Yes, child. Your mother.” His voice was hollow— heavy—he stared out over the darkening sea with a look of profound depression.

“Why did Sir Horace not approve of her?” Juliana wanted to know.

“First, because she came from a level of society which, he said, being lower than ours, was an unsuitable source for a partner: she was the daughter of an apothecary. He held that she was after nothing but my money.”

“Your money? But we have so little money, Papa. Only what you earn from your writing.”

“Now that is so—yes; but your grandfather was—is—quite a rich man.”

“But if you had enough money, why did it matter that you wished to marry a girl who had less?”

“My father was certain that she did not truly love me; that she was merely after money and position. He said she was a sly, scheming, designing hussy.”

Juliana thought about this for a little while. Then she said, “Was that true?”

Her father likewise waited a moment to answer. Then, sighing, he replied, “Yes, my dear. I fear your grandfather was in the right about her. At that time, though, I was but a romantic, idealistic young fool, with my head full of ancient history—notions about chivalry—gallant knights—beautiful ladies—and so on! Laura seemed my ideal of the knight’s lady.”

“My mother’s name was Laura?”

“Laura Brooke.” He paused, and then said slowly, “And she was extremely beautiful—tall, pale, dark-haired—like some queen from a legend of romance.”

“Oh . . .” For some reason Juliana found that these words gave her a curious pang. After a while she asked, “But, in spite of my grandfather’s opposition, you married her?”

“Yes, we married. I was of age, so he could not prevent me. But he could—and did—stop my allowance and cut me out of his will. He refused to support me or have anything more to do with me.”

“What happened then?”

Next moment Juliana wished that she had not asked, for her father’s face became so full of anguish that she could have bitten out her tongue. But his voice when he replied remained level enough.

“First, my dear, you were born—and have been my chief delight and comfort ever since. Then—what followed was precisely what your grandfather had foretold. Your mother, disillusioned by a life of poverty and scraping care, as I tried to earn enough with my pen to support us all, soon decided that—that she had made a mistake in thinking that she loved me. She found others—another, whom she preferred. And so she left me. And you too. You, of course, were only a baby then.”

“So why did you not make up the quarrel with my grandfather?”

“He had said things that—that I could not forgive.”

“And you were too proud to acknowledge that you also had been wrong,” Juliana said in a reflective tone. “I know your nature, you see, Papa.”

“Perhaps.” There was a smile in his voice.

“Did you never see my mother again? Did she never wish to see me?”

She asked the question wistfully. It seemed to her incredible that another man could be preferred above her father—so handsome, clever, and sweet-natured as he was. And for a mother to go off and desert her own baby—that appeared hardly possible; it was the most strange, unnatural thing she had ever heard. She had always supposed her mother dead. She added tremblingly, “Did you divorce her?”

But to this question her father replied, “If you do not mind, my dear, that touches upon topics which are a cause of such anguish and horror to me that I prefer not to recall them. I would rather not speak any more on this subject at this time. In England—when we are rested from the journey—I will tell you the whole history.”

“Oh, dear Papa! Indeed, I would not give you pain for the world! Pray do not think of—of telling me anything that you would rather not! I am only sorry to have distressed you so much as I have. I had thought that I ought to know something of our circumstances in case—in case you—”

Her voice faltered to a halt.

He said calmly, “You were very right. And I can tell you also that a year ago—when France declared war on England—I wrote to your grandfather, explaining that—that I was not in the first degree of health, and that if I were to fall ill, or die, it would greatly relieve my anxieties about you if I could be assured that he might be willing to offer you a home—since you are the only thing in the world that I cherish.”

“You wrote to my grandfather a year ago?” She was amazed. “You never told me!”

“There are many things that I do not choose to tell you, Puss.” Her father pinched her cheek.

“And did my grandfather reply?”

“He replied—somewhat stiffly, which was to be expected, but without recriminations. He said that he was now alone, as your grandmother died five years ago—which I had heard—and that we might come to Flintwood—either or both of us—whenever we wished to do so. He was not cordial—he did not say that we should be welcome—his phrases were formal— but he said all that was proper, and intimated that we had a right to come; that he would not bar his door to us.”

Juliana, with her chin propped on her fists, looked thoughtfully at her father.

“His letter was so unwelcoming that you did not wish to accept his offer,” she deduced. “Or at least you wished to postpone accepting it as long as possible. Am I right, Papa?”

“You will think me selfish, my love, I fear, but I did greatly wish to complete my Vindication of King Charles I before removing to Flintwood. Your grandfather was always so wholly unsympathetic to my writing. And we have been happy in Florence, have we not? I know I should have been considering your interests—”

“My interests? What have they to say to anything?”

“Why, as a young lady of respectable birth, you should be learning to move in Polite Circles, instead of keeping house in a tenement and cooking on a brazier in Florence. Your aunt would be scandalized, without a doubt—”

“Oh, have I an aunt?” she said, all curiosity.

“My elder sister Caroline. She married a baronet and has two daughters; I daresay she will be prepared to bring you out in society, for she was used to go to all the ton parties; her husband, at one time, was on the fringe of the Carlton House set.”

“What is that?”

“Oh, the Prince of Wales and his friends. My sister Caroline was always the most empty-headed fool possible; I doubt if time will have improved her. I believe her husband turned from fashionable circles to political ones—but with as little distinction, I imagine. He was always a dull stick.”

Her father’s tone was so impatient that Juliana did not pursue the question of her aunt’s family.

“Does my grandfather know that you have written several historical works under the name of Charles Elphinstone? That your life of George Villiers received wide acclaim?”

“I fear, my love, that your grandfather is not to be impressed by the writing of books! He has rarely opened one in his life, unless it might be a history of some military campaign, or a treatise on strategy. He is a soldier first and last. Whether my books received acclaim or not would be of no account to him. But no, I have not told him. And I do not plan to do so. That is one reason why they have all been written under a nom de plume. I knew that your grandfather would detest the thought of the family name being used in such a context.”

“I do not think that I shall like my grandfather,” was Juliana’s comment.

“I devoutly hope that you will endeavor to do so, my child! He is a man of just and upright principle, strict attention to duty, and impeccable religious beliefs. His military career was not marked by—by any outstanding success in the field—he commanded a brigade in the American war—but I understand that his careful regard to detail and his consideration for his men have earned him the respect of his peers.”

Juliana did not voice her opinion that her grandfather sounded to her like a dead bore; instead she remarked, “I believe, Papa, that we should go below. The evening air is too cool for you. You are coughing a great deal, and that is bad.”

“Yes, I fear that you are right, my dear. What should I do without my ministering sprite?” he asked playfully, as he rose with difficulty to his feet, supporting himself by leaning on her slight shoulder. Another violent fit of coughing shook him, and he had to clutch at the deck rail while the seizure lasted. His daughter watched, biting her lip with distress, unable to help or relieve him in any way, as he coughed and coughed, pressing a kerchief to his lips. A sailor passing nearby said in alarm, “Il povero signore! He should not be on deck—he should be in his bed!”

“Nothing—it is nothing!” Impatiently the sick man shook off the kindly hand laid on his arm, and began haltingly to make his way toward the companion ladder. But Juliana noticed with terror that the kerchief he had been pressing to his lips and now returned to his pocket was patched and stained with blotches of vivid scarlet.


Six weeks later the travelers were approaching the port of St.-Malo in Brittany. Their journey across France had been slow and difficult enough to justify Juliana’s worst forebodings. Sometimes she felt that it might even have been better to risk the effects of a long sea passage on her father’s constitution; that way at least they might have been certain of a landfall. But now, although so close to the Channel coast, they still were not sure of being able to cross the narrow strip of water that lay so tantalizingly between them and England. And the weather had been bad, the roads had been vile, the transport had been uncertain; besides which, there were all the hazards of revolutionary officialdom. In these days of the people’s government, every town gate and village tax office offered an obstacle, sometimes dangerous; the smaller the place, the more ignorant the natives, the likelier they were, in their new-found arrogance, armed with muskets and knots of red ribbon, to stop all strangers, cross-question them, inspect their papers, lengthily consult lists of proscribed persons in case the travelers’ names might be found thereon, keep them waiting, and generally harass them in every way possible.

The journey had been a nightmare. On several occasions, furthermore, they had been obliged to stop at tiny places and stay in small country hostelries deficient in almost every convenience or amenity, because the sick man had been too weak to continue on the journey. Even then—lying abed in the dark chamber of some miserable little auberge—he could not bear to be idle, and demanded that Juliana find her pen, procure whatever ink and paper might be at hand, and continue to transcribe from his dictation. Obedient to his wishes, she therefore crouched by ill-placed windows to catch the last of the light, or knelt on the floor because there was no chair, by the light of guttering candles, setting down his final estimate of Charles’s character, which was often dictated in a voice so faint with fatigue that she must strain her ears to catch its note. She herself would often be trembling with exhaustion after a day’s travel, or shivering from the damp and chill of the inn bedroom; it was fortunate, she frequently reflected, that she was so strong, that her own health remained unimpaired and she was able to help her father with his book as well as ministering to his other needs, without succumbing to the strain of his unremitting requirements. Although the gentlest man in the world, he seemed unaware of how hard he was driving her.

Even in the diligence or stagecoach, as they rumbled on and on, over the monotonous and mud-covered French countryside, he would be thinking of new and important sidelights to the main thread of his book, and might require Juliana to take down notes, often greatly to the surprise, and sometimes suspicion, of their fellow travelers. Once a douanier in a small town demanded why, if Monsieur was a Swiss, as it said in his passport, did he dictate and require his young lady to write down in English, as one of their companions in the coach said he had been doing?

Juliana with great presence of mind explained that her father was a professor of English history, which necessitated his writing in English. The douanier scratched his head doubtfully at this, and she added with a stroke of inspiration, “My father, Citizen, is making a study of Cromwell’s Glorious Revolution, and the execution of the renegade ci-devant Royalist usurper Charles Stuart—see, it is all written down here!” And she held out to him some of the pages that she had been writing.

“I do not read English, Citizeness.”

“No, but you can read the names!” And she pointed out Cromwell, Downes, Cawley, Bradshaw, Charles. The douanier slowly peered his way from one to another, and at last said, “Good. The citizen-professor writes a history of the English revolution—very good. Too bad that revolution did not succeed! Ours is better. You may pass on your way, Citizens.”

“Oh, Papa!” Juliana exclaimed that night in their damp, unsavory bedroom. “Poor King Charles! I felt the most wicked traitor to him—saying such things! I am sure he would never have forgiven me—he would never have told such a lie! But I was so afraid that if the man knew what your book really said, he might confiscate it, or tear it up.”

“You did very well, Puss,” her father said, smiling. “I should not have had such presence of mind. And I daresay King Charles would condone your act—if he wanted my book published, that is!”

“Of course—that is true. It will establish his good name for ever!”

The arrival within sight of St.-Malo was an occasion for joy. They stopped for the night in the small fishing village of St.-Servan, where, for a wonder, the inn they chose proved clean and comfortable. And on that evening her father dictated his last paragraph to Juliana, concluded his final peroration, and announced with a sigh, “There! It is finished. And I fear a weary work it has been for you, my pet! You have been an angel—a rock—a monument of forbearance and industry. How many pages of manuscript?”

“Six hundred and two, Papa,” she said faintly.

“Hand me a sheet of paper, my love, and I will make it six hundred and three by adding the title page.”

With a weak and shaky hand he dipped his pen into the standish, and wrote in staggering letters: “A Vindication of King Charles I, by Charles Elphinstone.” Then, underneath, he added, “This work is dedicated to my Dear and Dutiful Daughter Juliana, without whose untiring and faithful help its completion would never have been achieved.”

“Oh, Papa!” Reading over his shoulder, Juliana could hardly see the words; her eyes were blinded by tears.

But then he somewhat impaired her pleasure by depositing the unwieldy bundle of manuscript in her arms, and observing, “Now, as soon as you have made a fair copy, Juliana—a task that should prove easy and speedy once we are at your grandfather’s, for there will be no household duties to distract you from the labor—the book may be sent off to my publisher, Mr. John Murray. How long do you suppose the copying may take you, my love? Could you write as many as ten pages an hour?”

“I—I should rather doubt that, Papa,” faltered Juliana—even her stout spirit was a little daunted at the prospect ahead, for the book was more than twice the length of any of his previous works. “For the first hour it is very well, but—but presently one’s hand begins to tire! However, you may be sure that I shall do it as speedily as may be. You cannot be any more eager than I am to see it on its way to the publisher’s. Only think! Instead of having to ask the British Envoy to undertake its dispatch, you may be able to travel up to London and leave it with Mr. Murray yourself.”

“So I may,” agreed her father, coughing.

At this moment they were startled by a tremendous noise of shouting, the clashing of sabers, and musket shots in the street outside their bedroom window.

“Mercy! What is it? What can be happening?” exclaimed Juliana in dismay, running to the window to look out.

“Have a care, my child. Do not let yourself be the target for a bullet. If there is a disturbance, it is best to stay out of sight.”

But Juliana, reckless of his warning, struggled with the stiff casement, pushed it open, and hung over the sill.

“It is a mob,” she soon reported.

“As usual,” commented her father, who was lying on his bed. “Pray, dearest—”

“Men in red caps shouting, ‘Down with the foreign spy!’”

“You do not think it is us they are after?” he said uneasily. “Are they coming this way?”

“No—no—they have got hold of somebody, but I cannot see who it is. Yes, they are bringing him this way. They are all dancing and yelling—it is like savages, indeed!” Juliana said, shivering. “They are shouting, ‘To be the Tree, to the Liberty Tree! Hang him up!’”

“Poor devil!” said her father with a shudder. “But there is nothing we can do.”

“Oh!” exclaimed Juliana in a tone of horror next minute. “It is the man who was so kind to you in the diligence, when you were sick! Oh, poor fellow, how terrible! How can they be such monsters?”

“Which man?”

“Why, our fellow traveler in the coach from Rennes—the Dane or German, or whatever he was, who gave you the cordial and was so kind and helpful when I was in despair because you seemed so ill I feared you were dying. Oh, how can they? I believe they do mean to hang him!”

“Well, that is very terrible,” said her father, “but I fear there is nothing in the world we can do to hinder them.”

Juliana thought otherwise.

“Well, I am going to try,” she asserted, and without wasting a moment she ran from the room, despite her father’s anguished shout of “Juliana! For God’s sake! Come back! You can do no good, and will only place yourself in terrible danger!”

Running into the street, Juliana saw that the mob had dragged the unfortunate victim of their disapproval some distance along, to a small place, where grew a plane tree which, for the time being, had been garlanded with knots of dirty red ribbon and christened the Liberty Tree. Toward this the wretched man was being dragged by his red-capped assailants.

“Spy! Agent of foreign tyrants! Hang him up!”

The man, who had struggled until he was exhausted, was looking half stunned, and as much dazed as alarmed by the sudden fate that had overtaken him. He was a tall, thickset individual, plainly but handsomely dressed in a suit of very fine gray cloth, with large square cuffs and large flaps to his pockets, and a very high white stock which had come untied in the struggle. His hat had been knocked off—so had his wig—revealing untidy brown hair, kept short in a Corinthian cut. A noose had been slung round his neck, and the manifest intention of the crowd was to haul him up and hang him from a branch of the tree, when Juliana ran across the cobbled place.

“Citizens!” she panted. “You should not be doing this!”

Luckily her French, due to a childhood in Geneva, was perfect, but it seemed to have little effect on the crowd.

“Mind your own business!” grunted one of the three men principally in charge of the operation, but another explained, “Yes, we should, Citizeness! The man is a spy.”

“He is not a spy—he is a doctor! And a very good doctor! He gave some medicine to my father that cured him of a terribly severe spasm. And my father is an important professor of Revolutionary History. Think if he had died, what the world would have lost. But this man saved him! Think what you are doing, Citizens! France cannot afford to lose a good doctor! Think of all the poor sick, suffering people!”

Juliana had raised her voice to its fullest extent in this impassioned appeal, and her words penetrated to the outer fringe of the crowd, which had come along mainly out of curiosity. She heard some encouraging cries of agreement.

“Ah, that is true! We can’t afford to waste a doctor. There are plenty of sick people in this town!” “Let him cure my Henri, who has had the suppuration on his leg for so long.” “My daughter’s quinsy!” “My father’s backache!” “Do not hang the doctor!” they all began to roar.

“Are you a doctor?” demanded a man who carried an enormous smith’s hammer.

The victim’s eyes met those of Juliana for a moment, and a curious spasm passed across his countenance; then he said firmly, “Certainly I am a doctor! If you have any sick people who need healing, I shall be happy to look after them. Just find me a room that will do as a surgery, and provide me with the materials I shall ask for.”

This suggestion proved so popular with the crowd that in five minutes the man was accommodated with a small parlor of the same inn where Juliana and her father were lodged. A large queue of persons instantly lined up, demanding attention, but before he would even listen to their symptoms, the gray-suited man demanded supplies of various medicaments, such as rhubarb, borage, wine, brandy, oil, egg white, orris root, antimony, cat’s urine, wood ash, and oak leaves. Some of these were not available, but others were supplied as circumstances permitted. He also asked for the services of “the young lady in brown” as a nurse and helper.

“You have gone halfway to saving my life, mademoiselle,” he muttered as the crowd chattered and jostled in the passageway outside the door. “Now do me the kindness to finish your task and help save the other half.”

“How do you mean, monsieur?”

“Help me devise some remedies for these ignorant peasants!”

“But—are you not, then—?”

“Hush! I am no more a doctor than that piebald horse across the street. But with your intelligent assistance and a little credulity from our friends outside, I hope that we may brush through.”

The next hour was one of the most terrifying and yet exhilarating that Juliana had ever lived through.

“What are your symptoms, Citizen?” she would inquire as each grimy, limping, hopeful figure came through the door. “Sore throat—difficulty in swallowing—pains in the knee—bad memory—trouble in passing water—”

Then she would hold a solemn discussion with the gray-coated man—he told her in a low voice and what she had now identified as a Dutch accent that his name was Frederick Welcker.

“Sore throat—hmm, hmm—white of egg with rosemary beaten into it—take that now, and suck the juice of three lemons at four-hourly intervals. Pound up a kilo of horseradish with olive oil, and apply half internally, half externally. A little cognac will not come amiss. Next?

“Toothache? Chew a dozen cloves, madame, and drink a liter of cognac.

“A bad toe? Wash it with vinegar, mademoiselle, and wrap a hank of cobwebs round it.”

Combining scraps of such treatments as she could remember having received herself in her rare illnesses with some of old Signora Fontini’s nostrums, remedies she had culled from The Vindication of King Charles I, and various ingenious but not always practicable suggestions provided by Herr Welcker, Juliana was able to supply each patient with something that at least, for the time being, sent him away hopeful and satisfied.

“Now what happens?” she asked breathlessly as the last sufferer (a boy with severely broken chilblains) hobbled away smelling of the goose grease that had been applied to his afflicted members.

“Now, mademoiselle, I have a moment’s breathing space. And, with the French mob, that is often sufficient. They are fickle and changeable; in a couple of hours they will have forgotten me and discovered some other victim,” replied Herr Welcker, washing off the goose grease in a finger bowl and fastidiously settling his white wristbands and stock.

“But what if the sick people are not all cured by tomorrow? They will come back and accuse us of being impostors,” pointed out Juliana, who was beginning to suffer from reaction, and to feel that her actions had been over-impulsive and probably very foolish indeed. What had she got herself into? Her despondency was increased when her father burst hastily into the room, exclaiming, “Juliana! There you are! I have been half over the village, searching for you—I was at my wits’ end with terror! Never—never do such a thing again! Rash—hasty—shatterbrained—”

“I am sorry, Papa! I am truly sorry!” Juliana was very near to tears, but Herr Welcker intervened promptly.

“I regret, sir, but I must beg to disagree with you! Your daughter’s cool and well-thought intercession indubitably saved my life—for which I cannot help but be heartily grateful—and was, furthermore, the most consummate piece of quick thinking and shrewd acting that it has been my good fortune to witness! Thanks to her, I am now in a fair way to get back to England, instead of hanging from a withered bough on that dismal scrawny growth they are pleased to call the Liberty Tree.”

“England?” said Juliana in surprise. “I thought you were a Hollander, sir?”

“So I am, but England is my country of residence.”

Charles Elphinstone brightened a little at these words.

“If you are bound for England, sir—as we are, likewise—perhaps you can give me information as to what ships are sailing from St.-Malo?”

Herr Welcker looked at him with a wry grin.

“Ships from St.-Malo? You are hoping for a ship? I fear, sir, your hopes are due to be dashed. No ships are sailing at present. Those wretched devils of Frogs have closed the port.”

“Then—” gasped Juliana’s father. “My god! We are trapped! Fixed in France! Heaven help us, what can we do?”

He tottered to a chair and sank on it, looking haggardly at the other two occupants of the small room. But Herr Welcker, strangely enough, did not seem too dispirited.

“Well, I’ll tell you!” he said. “Damme if I haven’t got a soft spot for you two, after the young lady stood up for me with such spunk. Pluck to the backbone you are, my dear. I’ll take you both with me—though,” he added puzzlingly, “it will mean throwing out some of the Gobelins, half a dozen of the Limoges, and most of the wallpaper too, I shouldn’t wonder. Devilish bulky stuff!”

“Sir? I don’t understand you.”

“Walls have ears,” said Herr Welcker. “Let us all take a stroll out of the town. And if you have any luggage that can be carried in a handbag, fetch it along. The rest will have to remain here.”

“What?” gasped Mr. Elphinstone. “Leave my books? My Horace—my Livy—my Montefiume’s Apologia—Dieudonné’s History of the Persian Empire in fourteen volumes? Leave them behind?”

Herr Welcker shrugged.

“Stay with them if you please,” he said. “Otherwise it’s bring what you can carry. I daresay the innkeeper will look after your things faithfully enough if you leave a few francs in a paper on top—you can come back for the books when the war’s over! Who wants a lot of plaguey books? The Frogs don’t, for sure. Unlettered, to a man . . . Well, are you coming, or not?”

Anguished, Mr. Elphinstone hesitated, then sighed and said, “Well, Juliana, my dear, if you will carry my own Vindication, I daresay I could make shift to bring along a few of my most treasured volumes. We shall just have to leave our clothes behind. I collect, sir, that you have at your disposal an air balloon?”

“You collect rightly,” said Herr Welcker.
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