LORD ARTHUR SAVI LE' S CRI ME

CHAPTER |

IT was Lady Wndernere's |ast reception before Easter, and Bentinck
House was even nore crowded than usual. Six Cabinet Mnisters had
come on fromthe Speaker's Levee in their stars and ribands, al

the pretty wonen wore their snartest dresses, and at the end of the
picture-gallery stood the Princess Sophia of Carlsruhe, a heavy
Tartar-1ooking lady, with tiny black eyes and wonderful eneralds,
tal ki ng bad French at the top of her voice, and | aughing

i moderately at everything that was said to her. It was certainly
a wonderful nedl ey of people. Gorgeous peeresses chatted affably
to violent Radicals, popular preachers brushed coat-tails with

em nent sceptics, a perfect bevy of bishops kept following a stout
pri ma-donna fromroomto room on the staircase stood several Roya
Academi ci ans, disguised as artists, and it was said that at one
time the supper-roomwas absolutely crammed with geniuses. In
fact, it was one of Lady Wndernere's best nights, and the Princess

stayed till nearly half-past el even

As soon as she had gone, Lady Wndernere returned to the picture-
gallery, where a celebrated political econom st was solemly
explaining the scientific theory of nmusic to an indignant virtuoso
from Hungary, and began to talk to the Duchess of Paisley. She

| ooked wonderfully beautiful with her grand ivory throat, her |arge
bl ue forget-ne-not eyes, and her heavy coils of golden hair. OR
PUR they were - not that pale straw col our that nowadays usurps the

graci ous nane of gold, but such gold as is woven into sunbeans or



hi dden in strange anber; and they gave to her face sonmething of the
frame of a saint, with not a little of the fascination of a sinner
She was a curious psychol ogical study. Early in life she had

di scovered the inportant truth that nothing | ooks so |ike innocence
as an indiscretion; and by a series of reckless escapades, half of
them quite harm ess, she had acquired all the privileges of a
personality. She had nore than once changed her husband; i ndeed,
Debrett credits her with three nmarriages; but as she had never
changed her lover, the world had | ong ago ceased to tal k scanda
about her. She was now forty years of age, childless, and with
that inordinate passion for pleasure which is the secret of

remai ni ng young.

Suddenly she | ooked eagerly round the room and said, in her clear

contralto voice, 'Vere is ny cheiromantist?

"Your what, d adys?' exclainmed the Duchess, giving an involuntary

start.
"My cheiromantist, Duchess; | can't live without himat present.
"Dear d adys! you are always so original,' murnured the Duchess,

trying to renmenber what a cheironantist really was, and hoping it

was not the same as a cheiropodist.

"He conmes to see ny hand twice a week regularly,' continued Lady

Wndernere, 'and is nost interesting about it.

' Good heavens!' said the Duchess to herself, '"he is a sort of
cheiropodist after all. How very dreadful. | hope he is a

foreigner at any rate. It wouldn't be quite so bad then.

"l must certainly introduce himto you.



"Introduce him"' cried the Duchess; 'you don't mean to say he is
here?' and she began | ooki ng about for a small tortoise-shell fan
and a very tattered | ace shawl, so as to be ready to go at a

nmonent's notice

"Of course he is here; | would not dream of giving a party w thout
him He tells ne | have a pure psychic hand, and that if nmy thunb
had been the least little bit shorter, | should have been a

confirnmed pessimst, and gone into a convent.

"Ch, | see!' said the Duchess, feeling very nmuch relieved; 'he

tells fortunes, | suppose?

"And misfortunes, too,' answered Lady W ndernere, 'any anount of
them Next year, for instance, | amin great danger, both by |and
and sea, so | amgoing to live in a balloon, and draw up my dinner
in a basket every evening. It is all witten down on ny little

finger, or on the palmof ny hand, | forget which.

"But surely that is tenpting Providence, d adys.

"My dear Duchess, surely Providence can resist tenptation by this

time. | think every one should have their hands told once a nonth,
so as to know what not to do. O course, one does it all the sane,
but it is so pleasant to be warned. Now if some one doesn't go and

fetch M. Podgers at once, | shall have to go nyself.

"Let me go, Lady Wndernere,' said a tall handsone young nman, who
was standing by, listening to the conversation with an anused

smle.

' Thanks so much, Lord Arthur; but | amafraid you woul dn't

recogni se him'



"I'f he is as wonderful as you say, Lady Wndernere, | couldn't well

mss him Tell me what he is like, and I'Il bring himto you at
once.'
"Wll, he is not a bit like a cheiromantist. | nean he is not

mysterious, or esoteric, or romantic-looking. He is a little,
stout man, with a funny, bald head, and great gol d-ri mred
spect acl es; sonething between a fanmly doctor and a country
attorney. I|I'mreally very sorry, but it is not ny fault. People
are so annoying. Al ny pianists |look exactly like poets, and all
my poets |l ook exactly like pianists; and | renmenber |ast season
asking a nost dreadful conspirator to dinner, a nman who had bl own
up ever so many people, and always wore a coat of nmail, and carried
a dagger up his shirt-sleeve; and do you know t hat when he cane he
| ooked just like a nice old clergyman, and cracked jokes all the
evening? O course, he was very anusing, and all that, but | was
awful Iy di sappoi nted; and when | asked hi m about the coat of mail,
he only | aughed, and said it was far too cold to wear in Engl and.
Ah, here is M. Podgers! Now, M. Podgers, | want you to tell the
Duchess of Paisley's hand. Duchess, you nust take your glove off.

No, not the left hand, the other.

"Dear G adys, | really don't think it is quite right,' said the

Duchess, feebly unbuttoning a rather soiled kid gl ove.

"Nothing interesting ever is,' said Lady Wndernere: 'ON A FAIT LE
MONDE AINSI. But | nust introduce you. Duchess, this is M.
Podgers, ny pet cheiromantist. M. Podgers, this is the Duchess of
Pai sley, and if you say that she has a |arger nmountain of the noon

than | have, | wll never believe in you again.

"l amsure, dadys, there is nothing of the kind in my hand,' said



the Duchess gravely.

"Your GGace is quite right,' said M. Podgers, glancing at the
little fat hand with its short square fingers, 'the mountain of the
moon i s not devel oped. The line of life, however, is excellent.

Kindly bend the wist. Thank you. Three distinct lines on the

RASCETTE! You will live to a great age, Duchess, and be extrenely
happy. Anmbition - very noderate, line of intellect not
exaggerated, line of heart -

"Now, do be indiscreet, M. Podgers,' cried Lady W nder nere.

" Not hi ng woul d give ne greater pleasure,' said M. Podgers, bow ng,
"if the Duchess ever had been, but | amsorry to say that | see
great pernmanence of affection, conmbined with a strong sense of

duty.'

"Pray go on, M. Podgers,' said the Duchess, |ooking quite pl eased.

"Econony is not the | east of your Grace's virtues,' continued M.

Podgers, and Lady Wndernere went off into fits of |aughter

"Econony is a very good thing,' remarked the Duchess conpl acently;
"when | married Paisley he had el even castles, and not a single

house fit to live in.

" And now he has twel ve houses, and not a single castle,' cried Lady

W nder ner e.

"Wll, ny dear,' said the Duchess, 'I like -

"Confort,' said M. Podgers, 'and nodern inprovenents, and hot
water laid on in every bedroom Your Gace is quite right.

Confort is the only thing our civilisation can give us.



"You have told the Duchess's character adnirably, M. Podgers, and
now you mnmust tell Lady Flora's'; and in answer to a nod fromthe
smling hostess, a tall girl, with sandy Scotch hair, and high
shoul der - bl ades, stepped awkwardly from behind the sofa, and held

out a long, bony hand with spatul ate fingers.

"Ah, a pianist! | see,' said M. Podgers, 'an excellent pianist,
but perhaps hardly a musician. Very reserved, very honest, and

with a great |ove of aninals.'

"Quite true!' exclained the Duchess, turning to Lady W ndernere,
"absolutely true! Flora keeps two dozen collie dogs at Macl oski e,
and would turn our town house into a nenagerie if her father would

| et her.'

"Wll, that is just what | do with ny house every Thursday
evening,' cried Lady Wndernere, laughing, 'only | like lions

better than collie dogs.

"Your one nistake, Lady Wndernere,' said M. Podgers, with a

ponpous bow.

"I'f a woman can't nmke her mistakes charming, she is only a

femal e,' was the answer. 'But you nust read some nore hands for

us. Cone, Sir Thomas, show M. Podgers yours'; and a geni al -

| ooking old gentleman, in a white waistcoat, canme forward, and held

out a thick rugged hand, with a very long third finger

" An adventurous nature; four |ong voyages in the past, and one to
come. Been ship-wecked three times. No, only twice, but in
danger of a shipweck your next journey. A strong Conservative,

very punctual, and with a passion for collecting curiosities. Had



a severe illness between the ages sixteen and eighteen. Ws left a

fortune when about thirty. Geat aversion to cats and Radicals.

"Extraordinary!' exclained Sir Thomas; 'you nust really tell ny

wi fe's hand, too.

"Your second wife's,' said M. Podgers quietly, still keeping Sir
Thomas's hand in his. 'Your second wife's. | shall be charned';
but Lady Marvel, a nel anchol y-1o0oki ng worman, with brown hair and
sentimental eyel ashes, entirely declined to have her past or her
future exposed; and nothing that Lady Wndernere could do woul d

i nduce Monsi eur de Kol of f, the Russian Anbassador, even to take his
gloves off. |In fact, nmany people seened afraid to face the odd
little man with his stereotyped smle, his gold spectacles, and his
bright, beady eyes; and when he told poor Lady Fermor, right out
before every one, that she did not care a bit for nusic, but was
extrenely fond of nusicians, it was generally felt that cheiromancy
was a nost dangerous science, and one that ought not to be

encour aged, except in a TETE-A-TETE.

Lord Arthur Savile, however, who did not know anythi ng about Lady
Fernor's unfortunate story, and who had been watching M. Podgers
with a great deal of interest, was filled with an i mense curiosity
to have his own hand read, and feeling somewhat shy about putting
hinsel f forward, crossed over the roomto where Lady W ndernere was
sitting, and, with a charning blush, asked her if she thought M.

Podgers woul d m nd.

"Of course, he won't mnd,' said Lady Wndernere, 'that is what he
is here for. Al nmy lions, Lord Arthur, are performng lions, and
junp through hoops whenever | ask them But | mnust warn you

bef orehand that | shall tell Sybil everything. She is conming to
lunch with nme to-norrow, to talk about bonnets, and if M. Podgers

finds out that you have a bad tenper, or a tendency to gout, or a



wife living in Bayswater, | shall certainly let her know all about

it.’

Lord Arthur sniled, and shook his head. 'I amnot afraid,' he
answered. 'Sybil knows nme as well as | know her.'

"Ah! | ama little sorry to hear you say that. The proper basis
for marriage is a nmutual misunderstanding. No, | amnot at all
cynical, | have nmerely got experience, which, however, is very nuch

the sane thing. M. Podgers, Lord Arthur Savile is dying to have
his hand read. Don't tell himthat he is engaged to one of the
nost beautiful girls in London, because that appeared in the

MORNI NG POST a nont h ago.

"Dear Lady Wndernere,' cried the Marchi oness of Jedburgh, 'do let
M. Podgers stay here a little longer. He has just told ne |

shoul d go on the stage, and | amso interested.'

"I'f he has told you that, Lady Jedburgh, | shall certainly take him

away. Cone over at once, M. Podgers, and read Lord Arthur's

hand. "'
"Well,' said Lady Jedburgh, naking a little MOUE as she rose from
the sofa, '"if | amnot to be allowed to go on the stage, | nust be

allowed to be part of the audience at any rate.’

"OfF course; we are all going to be part of the audience,' said Lady
W ndernere; 'and now, M. Podgers, be sure and tell us sonething

nice. Lord Arthur is one of my special favourites.'

But when M. Podgers saw Lord Arthur's hand he grew curiously pale,
and said nothing. A shudder seened to pass through him and his

great bushy eyebrows twi tched convul sively, in an odd, irritating



way they had when he was puzzled. Then sone huge beads of
perspiration broke out on his yellow forehead, |ike a poisonous

dew, and his fat fingers grew cold and cl amy.

Lord Arthur did not fail to notice these strange signs of

agitation, and, for the first tine in his life, he hinself felt
fear. His inmpulse was to rush fromthe room but he restrained
hinself. 1t was better to know the worst, whatever it was, than to

be left in this hideous uncertainty.

"I amwaiting, M. Podgers,' he said.

"W are all waiting,' cried Lady Wndernere, in her quick

i npati ent manner, but the cheiromanti st made no reply.

"l believe Arthur is going on the stage,' said Lady Jedburgh, 'and

that, after your scolding, M. Podgers is afraid to tell him so.

Suddenly M. Podgers dropped Lord Arthur's right hand, and seized
hold of his left, bending down so lowto exanine it that the gold
rinms of his spectacles seened alnost to touch the palm For a
nmoment his face became a white nmask of horror, but he soon
recovered his SANG FRO D, and | ooking up at Lady Wndernere, said

with a forced snmile, "It is the hand of a charm ng young man.

"Of course it is!' answered Lady Wndernere, 'but will he be a

charm ng husband? That is what | want to know. '

"Al'l charm ng young nen are,' said M. Podgers.

"l don't think a husband should be too fascinating,' murnured Lady

Jedburgh pensively, 'it is so dangerous.

"My dear child, they never are too fascinating,' cried Lady



W ndernere. 'But what | want are details. Details are the only

things that interest. Wat is going to happen to Lord Arthur?

"Well, within the next few nonths Lord Arthur will go a voyage -

" Ch yes, his honeynoon, of course!

"And | ose a rel ative.

"Not his sister, | hope? said Lady Jedburgh, in a piteous tone of

Voi ce.

"Certainly not his sister,' answered M. Podgers, with a

deprecating wave of the hand, 'a distant relative nerely.

"Wll, | amdreadfully disappointed,' said Lady Wndernere. 'I
have absolutely nothing to tell Sybil to-norrow. No one cares
about distant relatives nowadays. They went out of fashion years
ago. However, | suppose she had better have a black silk by her

it always does for church, you know. And now |et us go to supper
They are sure to have eaten everything up, but we may find sone hot
soup. Francois used to nmake excellent soup once, but he is so

agi tated about politics at present, that | never feel quite certain
about him | do wi sh General Boul anger woul d keep quiet. Duchess,

I am sure you are tired?

"Not at all, dear d adys,' answered the Duchess, waddling towards
the door. 'l have enjoyed nyself immensely, and the cheiropodist,

I nean the cheiromantist, is nost interesting. Flora, where can ny
tortoi se-shell fan be? OCh, thank you, Sir Thomas, so much. And ny
| ace shawl, Flora? Ch, thank you, Sir Thomas, very kind, |I'm
sure'; and the worthy creature finally nmanaged to get downstairs

wi t hout dropping her scent-bottle nore than tw ce.



Al this tine Lord Arthur Savile had remai ned standing by the
fireplace, with the same feeling of dread over him the sane

si ckening sense of coming evil. He smiled sadly at his sister, as
she swept past himon Lord Plyndale's arm |ooking lovely in her
pi nk brocade and pearls, and he hardly heard Lady W ndernere when
she called to himto follow her. He thought of Sybil Merton, and
the idea that anything could cone between them nade his eyes di m

with tears.

Looking at him one would have said that Nenesis had stolen the
shield of Pallas, and shown himthe Gorgon's head. He seened
turned to stone, and his face was |like marble in its nel ancholy.
He had lived the delicate and luxurious |ife of a young nman of
birth and fortune, a life exquisite in its freedomfrom sordid
care, its beautiful boyish insouciance; and now for the first tine
he becane conscious of the terrible nystery of Destiny, of the

awf ul neani ng of Doom

How mad and nonstrous it all seened! Could it be that witten on
his hand, in characters that he could not read hinself, but that
anot her coul d deci pher, was sone fearful secret of sin, sonme blood-
red sign of crine? Was there no escape possible? Wre we no
better than chessnen, noved by an unseen power, vessels the potter
fashions at his fancy, for honour or for shane? Hi s reason
revolted against it, and yet he felt that sonme tragedy was hangi ng
over him and that he had been suddenly called upon to bear an

i ntol erable burden. Actors are so fortunate. They can choose
whet her they will appear in tragedy or in conmedy, whether they wll
suffer or make merry, laugh or shed tears. But inreal life it is
different. Mst nen and wonen are forced to performparts for

whi ch they have no qualifications. Qur Cuildensterns play Hanl et

for us, and our Haml ets have to jest like Prince Hal. The world is



a stage, but the play is badly cast.

Suddenly M. Podgers entered the room Wen he saw Lord Arthur he
started, and his coarse, fat face becane a sort of greenish-yellow
colour. The two nen's eyes nmet, and for a nonent there was

si | ence.

'The Duchess has | eft one of her gloves here, Lord Arthur, and has
asked ne to bring it to her,' said M. Podgers finally. 'Ah, | see

it on the sofal Good eveni ng.

"M. Podgers, | mnust insist on your giving nme a straightforward

answer to a question | amgoing to put to you.

"Anot her tine, Lord Arthur, but the Duchess is anxious. | am

afraid | nust go.

"You shall not go. The Duchess is in no hurry.

'Ladi es should not be kept waiting, Lord Arthur,' said M. Podgers,

with his sickly smle. 'The fair sex is apt to be inpatient.

Lord Arthur's finely-chiselled lips curled in petul ant disdain.
The poor Duchess seened to himof very little inportance at that
monent. He wal ked across the roomto where M. Podgers was

standi ng, and held his hand out.

"Tell me what you saw there,' he said. 'Tell ne the truth. | nust

knowit. | amnot a child.

M. Podgers's eyes blinked behind his gold-rinmed spectacl es, and
he noved uneasily fromone foot to the other, while his fingers

pl ayed nervously with a flash watch-chai n.



"What nmakes you think that | saw anything in your hand, Lord

Arthur, nore than | told you?

"I know you did, and | insist on your telling ne what it was. |

will pay you. | will give you a cheque for a hundred pounds."

The green eyes flashed for a nonment, and then becane dull again.

"Qui neas?' said M. Podgers at last, in a | ow voice.

"Certainly. | will send you a cheque to-norrow. What is your

cl ub?

"I have no club. That is to say, not just at present. M address
is -, but allow nme to give you ny card'; and producing a bit of
gil t-edge pasteboard from his wai stcoat pocket, M. Podgers handed

it, with a low bow, to Lord Arthur, who read on it,

MR SEPTI MUS R PODCERS
PROFESSI ONAL CHEI ROVANTI ST

103A WEST MOON STREET

"My hours are fromten to four,' nurnured M. Podgers nechanically,

‘and | make a reduction for famlies.'

"Be quick,' cried Lord Arthur, |ooking very pale, and hol ding his

hand out.

M. Podgers gl anced nervously round, and drew the heavy PORTI ERE

across the door.

"I't will take a little tine, Lord Arthur, you had better sit down.'



"Be quick, sir,' cried Lord Arthur again, stanping his foot angrily

on the polished floor.

M. Podgers sniled, drew from his breast-pocket a small nagnifying

glass, and wiped it carefully with his handkerchi ef

"I amquite ready,' he said.

CHAPTER 1 |

TEN minutes later, with face bl anched by terror, and eyes wild with
grief, Lord Arthur Savile rushed from Bentinck House, crushing his
way through the crowd of fur-coated footnmen that stood round the

| arge striped awning, and seening not to see or hear anything. The
night was bitter cold, and the gas-lanmps round the square flared
and flickered in the keen wind; but his hands were hot with fever,
and his forehead burned like fire. On and on he went, alnmost with
the gait of a drunken man. A policerman | ooked curiously at him as
he passed, and a beggar, who slouched froman archway to ask for

al ms, grew frightened, seeing msery greater than his owmn. Once he
stopped under a lanp, and | ooked at his hands. He thought he could
detect the stain of blood already upon them and a faint cry broke

fromhis trenbling |ips.

Murder! that is what the cheiromanti st had seen there. Mirder!
The very night seenmed to know it, and the desolate wind to how it
in his ear. The dark corners of the streets were full of it. It

grinned at himfromthe roofs of the houses.



First he came to the Park, whose sonbre woodl and seened to
fascinate him He |leaned wearily up against the railings, cooling
his brow against the wet netal, and listening to the tremnul ous
silence of the trees. 'Mirder! nurder!' he kept repeating, as
though iteration could dimthe horror of the word. The sound of
hi s own voice made hi m shudder, yet he al nbst hoped that Echo night
hear him and wake the slunbering city fromits dreans. He felt a

mad desire to stop the casual passer-by, and tell himeverything.

Then he wandered across Oxford Street into narrow, shameful alleys.
Two wonen with painted faces nocked at himas he went by. Froma
dark courtyard cane a sound of oaths and bl ows, followed by shril
screans, and, huddl ed upon a danp door-step, he saw the crook-
backed forns of poverty and eld. A strange pity cane over him
Were these children of sin and misery predestined to their end, as
he to his? Wre they, like him nerely the puppets of a nonstrous

show?

And yet it was not the nystery, but the conedy of suffering that
struck him its absolute usel essness, its grotesque want of

meani ng. How i ncoherent everything seened! How lacking in al

har mony! He was amazed at the discord between the shall ow optim sm
of the day, and the real facts of existence. He was still very

young.

After a time he found hinmself in front of Maryl ebone Church. The
silent roadway | ooked |ike a long riband of polished silver
flecked here and there by the dark arabesques of wavi ng shadows.
Far into the distance curved the line of flickering gas-Ilanps, and
outside a little walled-in house stood a solitary hansom the
driver asleep inside. He walked hastily in the direction of
Portland Pl ace, now and then | ooking round, as though he feared

that he was being followed. At the corner of Rich Street stood two



men, reading a snmall bill upon a hoarding. An odd feeling of
curiosity stirred him and he crossed over. As he canme near, the
word 'Murder,' printed in black letters, nmet his eye. He started,
and a deep flush cane into his cheek. It was an advertisenent
offering a reward for any information leading to the arrest of a
man of nedi um hei ght, between thirty and forty years of age,
wearing a billy-cock hat, a black coat, and check trousers, and
with a scar upon his right cheek. He read it over and over again,
and wondered if the wetched man woul d be caught, and how he had
been scarred. Perhaps, sone day, his own nane night be pl acarded
on the walls of London. Sone day, perhaps, a price would be set on

his head al so

The thought made himsick with horror. He turned on his heel, and

hurried on into the night.

Where he went he hardly knew. He had a dimnenory of wandering
through a I abyrinth of sordid houses, of being lost in a giant web
of sonbre streets, and it was bright dawn when he found hinsel f at
last in Piccadilly Crcus. As he strolled hone towards Bel grave
Square, he nmet the great waggons on their way to Covent Garden

The white-snocked carters, with their pleasant sunburnt faces and
coarse curly hair, strode sturdily on, cracking their whips, and
calling out now and then to each other; on the back of a huge grey
horse, the |l eader of a jangling team sat a chubby boy, with a
bunch of prinroses in his battered hat, keeping tight hold of the
mane with his little hands, and | aughing; and the great piles of
veget abl es | ooked |i ke nmasses of jade against the norning sky, like
masses of green jade against the pink petals of some narvell ous
rose. Lord Arthur felt curiously affected, he could not tell why.
There was sonmething in the dawn's delicate | oveliness that seened
to himinexpressibly pathetic, and he thought of all the days that

break in beauty, and that set in storm These rustics, too, with



t heir rough, good-hunoured voices, and their nonchal ant ways, what
a strange London they sawl A London free fromthe sin of night and
the snoke of day, a pallid, ghost-like city, a desol ate town of
tonbs! He wondered what they thought of it, and whether they knew
anything of its splendour and its shane, of its fierce, fiery-
coloured joys, and its horrible hunger, of all it nmakes and mars

fromnmorn to eve. Probably it was to themnerely a mart where they

brought their fruits to sell, and where they tarried for a few
hours at nost, leaving the streets still silent, the houses stil
asleep. It gave himpleasure to watch themas they went by. Rude

as they were, with their heavy, hob-nailed shoes, and their awkward
gait, they brought a little of a ready with them He felt that
they had lived with Nature, and that she had taught them peace. He

envied themall that they did not know.

By the tinme he had reached Bel grave Square the sky was a faint

bl ue, and the birds were beginning to twitter in the gardens.

CHAPTER 11

WHEN Lord Arthur woke it was twelve o' clock, and the midday sun was
stream ng through the ivory-silk curtains of his room He got up
and | ooked out of the window. A dimhaze of heat was hangi ng over
the great city, and the roofs of the houses were like dull silver
In the flickering green of the square bel ow sonme children were
flitting about like white butterflies, and the pavenent was crowded
with people on their way to the Park. Never had |ife seened

lovelier to him never had the things of evil seened nore renote.

Then his val et brought hima cup of chocolate on a tray. After he



had drunk it, he drew aside a heavy PORTI ERE of peach-col oured

pl ush, and passed into the bathroom The light stole softly from
above, through thin slabs of transparent onyx, and the water in the
marbl e tank glinmered |ike a noonstone. He plunged hastily in,

till the cool ripples touched throat and hair, and then di pped his
head right under, as though he woul d have w ped away the stain of
some shanmeful nenmory. Wen he stepped out he felt al nbst at peace.
The exqui site physical conditions of the noment had domi nated him
as indeed often happens in the case of very finely-wought natures,

for the senses, like fire, can purify as well as destroy.

After breakfast, he flung hinself down on a divan, and lit a
cigarette. On the mantel-shelf, framed in dainty old brocade
stood a | arge photograph of Sybil Merton, as he had seen her first
at Lady Noel's ball. The small, exquisitely-shaped head drooped
slightly to one side, as though the thin, reed-like throat could
hardly bear the burden of so nmuch beauty; the lips were slightly
parted, and seened nmade for sweet nusic; and all the tender purity
of girlhood | ooked out in wonder fromthe dreanm ng eyes. Wth her
soft, clinging dress of CREPE-DE-CH NE, and her | arge |eaf-shaped
fan, she | ooked |ike one of those delicate little figures men find
in the olive-woods near Tanagra; and there was a touch of G eek
grace in her pose and attitude. Yet she was not PETITE. She was
sinply perfectly proportioned - a rare thing in an age when so many

wonen are either over life-size or insignificant.

Now as Lord Arthur | ooked at her, he was filled with the terrible
pity that is born of love. He felt that to marry her, with the
doom of rmurder hangi ng over his head, would be a betrayal |ike that
of Judas, a sin worse than any the Borgia had ever dreaned of.

What happi ness could there be for them when at any nonent he night
be called upon to carry out the awful prophecy witten in his hand?

What manner of life would be theirs while Fate still held this



fearful fortune in the scales? The marriage nust be postponed, at
all costs. O this he was quite resolved. Ardently though he

|l oved the girl, and the nere touch of her fingers, when they sat
toget her, made each nerve of his body thrill with exquisite joy, he
recogni sed none the less clearly where his duty lay, and was fully
conscious of the fact that he had no right to marry until he had
conmitted the nurder. This done, he could stand before the altar
with Sybil Merton, and give his life into her hands wi thout terror
of wrongdoing. This done, he could take her to his arns, know ng
that she woul d never have to blush for him never have to hang her
head in shane. But done it nust be first; and the sooner the

better for both.

Many nen in his position would have preferred the prinrose path of
dalliance to the steep heights of duty; but Lord Arthur was too
conscientious to set pleasure above principle. There was nore than
mere passion in his love; and Sybil was to hima synbol of all that
is good and noble. For a noment he had a natural repugnance

agai nst what he was asked to do, but it soon passed away. His
heart told himthat it was not a sin, but a sacrifice; his reason
remi nded himthat there was no other course open. He had to choose
between living for hinmself and living for others, and terrible
though the task | aid upon hi mundoubtedly was, yet he knew that he
must not suffer selfishness to triunph over love. Sooner or |later
we are all called upon to decide on the sane issue - of us all, the
same question is asked. To Lord Arthur it cane early inlife -
before his nature had been spoiled by the cal cul ating cynici sm of

m ddl e-age, or his heart corroded by the shallow, fashionable
egotism of our day, and he felt no hesitation about doing his duty.
Fortunately also, for him he was no nere dreaner, or idle
dilettante. Had he been so, he would have hesitated, |ike Hamnlet,
and let irresolution mar his purpose. But he was essentially

practical. Life to himnmeant action, rather than thought. He had



that rarest of all things, comon sense.

The wild, turbid feelings of the previous night had by this tine
compl etely passed away, and it was alnost with a sense of shane
that he | ooked back upon his nmad wanderings fromstreet to street,
his fierce enotional agony. The very sincerity of his sufferings
made them seemunreal to himnow He wondered how he could have
been so foolish as to rant and rave about the inevitable. The only
guestion that seemed to trouble himwas, whomto make away with

for he was not blind to the fact that nmurder, like the religions of
the Pagan world, requires a victimas well as a priest. Not being
a genius, he had no enem es, and indeed he felt that this was not
the tinme for the gratification of any personal pique or dislike,
the mission in which he was engaged bei ng one of great and grave
solemity. He accordingly made out a list of his friends and

rel atives on a sheet of notepaper, and after careful consideration
decided in favour of Lady O enentina Beauchanp, a dear old | ady who
lived in Curzon Street, and was his own second cousin by his

mot her's side. He had always been very fond of Lady Clem as every
one called her, and as he was very weal thy hinsel f, having cone
into all Lord Rugby's property when he cane of age, there was no
possibility of his deriving any vul gar nonetary advantage by her
death. |In fact, the nore he thought over the natter, the nore she
seemed to himto be just the right person, and, feeling that any
del ay would be unfair to Sybil, he determ ned to make his

arrangenents at once.

The first thing to be done was, of course, to settle with the
cheiromantist; so he sat down at a small Sheraton witing-table
that stood near the w ndow, drew a cheque for 105 pounds, payable
to the order of M. Septinus Podgers, and, enclosing it in an
envel ope, told his valet to take it to West Moon Street. He then

tel ephoned to the stables for his hansom and dressed to go out.



As he was | eaving the room he | ooked back at Sybil Merton's
phot ograph, and swore that, cone what may, he woul d never let her
know what he was doing for her sake, but would keep the secret of

his self-sacrifice hidden always in his heart.

On his way to the Bucki ngham he stopped at a florist's, and sent
Sybil a beautiful basket of narcissus, with [ovely white petals and
staring pheasants' eyes, and on arriving at the club, went straight
to the library, rang the bell, and ordered the waiter to bring him
a | enon-and-soda, and a book on Toxicology. He had fully decided
that poi son was the best neans to adopt in this troubl esone

busi ness. Anything |ike personal violence was extrenely

di stasteful to him and besides, he was very anxi ous not to nurder
Lady Cenentina in any way that mght attract public attention, as
he hated the idea of being lionised at Lady Wndernere's, or seeing
his name figuring in the paragraphs of vul gar society - newspapers.
He had also to think of Sybil's father and not her, who were rather
ol d- f ashi oned peopl e, and mi ght possibly object to the marriage if
there was anything |ike a scandal, though he felt certain that if
he told themthe whole facts of the case they would be the very
first to appreciate the notives that had actuated him He had
every reason, then, to decide in favour of poison. It was safe,
sure, and quiet, and did away with any necessity for painfu

scenes, to which, |ike nost Englishnmen, he had a rooted objection

O the science of poisons, however, he knew absol utely nothing, and
as the waiter seened quite unable to find anything in the library
but RUFF'S GUI DE and BAILEY' S MAGAZI NE, he exami ned the book-

shel ves hinself, and finally canme across a handsonel y-bound edition
of the PHARMACOPCEI A, and a copy of Erskine's TOXI COLOGY, edited by
Sir Mathew Reid, the President of the Royal College of Physicians,
and one of the ol dest nenbers of the Bucki ngham having been

el ected in mstake for sonebody el se; a CONTRETEMPS that so enraged



the Committee, that when the real man came up they bl ack-balled him
unani mously. Lord Arthur was a good deal puzzled at the technica
terns used in both books, and had begun to regret that he had not
paid nore attention to his classics at Oxford, when in the second
vol ume of Erskine, he found a very interesting and conpl ete account
of the properties of aconitine, witten in fairly clear English

It seemed to himto be exactly the poison he wanted. It was swift
- indeed, alnpbst imediate, in its effect - perfectly painless, and
when taken in the formof a gelatine capsule, the nbde recommended
by Sir Mathew, not by any neans unpal atable. He accordingly rmade a
note, upon his shirt-cuff, of the ampbunt necessary for a fata

dose, put the books back in their places, and strolled up St
Janmes's Street, to Pestle and Hunbey's, the great chenists. M.
Pestl e, who always attended personally on the aristocracy, was a
good deal surprised at the order, and in a very deferential manner
mur nur ed sonet hi ng about a nedical certificate being necessary.
However, as soon as Lord Arthur explained to himthat it was for a
| arge Norwegi an nmastiff that he was obliged to get rid of, as it
showed signs of incipient rabies, and had already bitten the
coachman twice in the calf of the leg, he expressed hinself as
bei ng perfectly satisfied, conplinented Lord Arthur on his
wonder f ul know edge of Toxi col ogy, and had the prescription made up

i medi at el y.

Lord Arthur put the capsule into a pretty little silver BONBONNI ERE
that he saw in a shop window in Bond Street, threw away Pestle and

Hanbey's ugly pill-box, and drove off at once to Lady C enentina's.

"Well, MONSIEUR LE MAUWVAI S SUJET,' cried the old | ady, as he

entered the room 'why haven't you been to see ne all this tine?

"My dear Lady Cem | never have a nonment to nyself,' said Lord

Arthur, smling.



"l suppose you nean that you go about all day long with Mss Sybi

Merton, buying CH FFONS and tal ki ng nonsense? | cannot understand
why peopl e nake such a fuss about being married. In ny day we
never dreaned of billing and cooing in public, or in private for

that matter.'

"l assure you | have not seen Sybil for twenty-four hours, Lady
Cem As far as | can nake out, she belongs entirely to her

mlliners.'

"COf course; that is the only reason you cone to see an ugly old
worran |i ke nyself. | wonder you nmen don't take warning. ON A FAIT
DES FOLIES POUR MO, and here | am a poor rheumatic creature, wth
a false front and a bad tenper. Wy, if it were not for dear Lady
Jansen, who sends ne all the worst French novels she can find,

don't think I could get through the day. Doctors are no use at

all, except to get fees out of one. They can't even cure ny

hear t bur n.

"l have brought you a cure for that, Lady Clem' said Lord Arthur

gravely. 'It is a wonderful thing, invented by an American.
"I don't think I like American inventions, Arthur. | amquite sure
I don't. | read sonme Anerican novels lately, and they were quite

nonsensi cal .

"Ch, but there is no nonsense at all about this, Lady Aem |
assure you it is a perfect cure. You nust promise to try it'; and
Lord Arthur brought the little box out of his pocket, and handed it

to her.

"Wll, the box is charming, Arthur. Is it really a present? That



is very sweet of you. And is this the wonderful nedicine? It

looks like a BONBON. |'Il take it at once.'

' Good heavens! Lady Cem' cried Lord Arthur, catching hold of her
hand, 'you nustn't do anything of the kind. It is a honoeopathic
medi cine, and if you take it w thout having heartburn, it might do
you no end of harm Wit till you have an attack, and take it

then. You will be astonished at the result.’

"l should Iike to take it now,' said Lady O enentina, holding up to

the light the little transparent capsule, with its floating bubble

of liquid aconitine. | amsure it is delicious. The fact is that,
though | hate doctors, | |ove medicines. However, 1'lIl keep it
till nmy next attack.'

"And when will that be?' asked Lord Arthur eagerly. 'WII it be

soon?'

"I hope not for a week. | had a very bad tine yesterday norning

wthit. But one never knows.'

"You are sure to have one before the end of the nonth then, Lady

d enf'

"I amafraid so. But how synpathetic you are to-day, Arthur!

Real Iy, Sybil has done you a great deal of good. And now you nust
run away, for | amdining with sone very dull people, who won't
talk scandal, and | know that if | don't get ny sleep now | shall
never be able to keep awake during dinner. Good-bye, Arthur, give

my love to Sybil, and thank you so nmuch for the Anerican nedicine.’

"You won't forget to take it, Lady dem wll you? said Lord

Arthur, rising fromhis seat.



"Of course | won't, you silly boy. | think it is nost kind of you

to think of me, and | shall wite and tell you if | want any nore.

Lord Arthur left the house in high spirits, and with a feeling of

i mense relief.

That night he had an interviewwith Sybil Merton. He told her how
he had been suddenly placed in a position of terrible difficulty,
from whi ch neither honour nor duty would allow himto recede. He
told her that the marriage nust be put off for the present, as
until he had got rid of his fearful entanglenents, he was not a
free man. He inplored her to trust him and not to have any doubts
about the future. Everything would cone right, but patience was

necessary.

The scene took place in the conservatory of M. Merton's house, in
Park Lane, where Lord Arthur had dined as usual. Sybil had never
seenmed nore happy, and for a nonent Lord Arthur had been tenpted to
play the coward's part, to wite to Lady Cenentina for the pill
and to let the marriage go on as if there was no such person as M.
Podgers in the world. His better nature, however, soon asserted
itself, and even when Sybil flung herself weeping into his arnms, he
did not falter. The beauty that stirred his senses had touched his
conscience also. He felt that to weck so fair a life for the sake

of a few nonths' pleasure would be a wong thing to do.

He stayed with Sybil till nearly nidnight, conforting her and being
conforted in turn, and early the next norning he left for Venice,
after witing a manly, firmletter to M. Mrton about the

necessary postponenent of the marriage.



CHAPTER 1V

IN Veni ce he net his brother, Lord Surbiton, who happened to have
come over fromCorfu in his yacht. The two young nmen spent a
delightful fortnight together. |In the norning they rode on the

Li do, or glided up and down the green canals in their |ong bl ack
gondol a; in the afternoon they usually entertained visitors on the
yacht; and in the evening they dined at Florian's, and snoked

i nnunerabl e cigarettes on the Piazza. Yet sonmehow Lord Arthur was
not happy. Every day he studied the obituary colum in the TIMES
expecting to see a notice of Lady Cenentina' s death, but every day
he was di sappointed. He began to be afraid that sone acci dent had
happened to her, and often regretted that he had prevented her
taking the aconitine when she had been so anxious to try its
effect. Sybil's letters, too, though full of love, and trust, and
tenderness, were often very sad in their tone, and sonetines he

used to think that he was parted fromher for ever

After a fortnight Lord Surbiton got bored with Venice, and
determined to run down the coast to Ravenna, as he heard that there
was sone capital cock-shooting in the Pinetum Lord Arthur at
first refused absolutely to come, but Surbiton, of whom he was
extremely fond, finally persuaded himthat if he stayed at
Danieli's by hinself he would be noped to death, and on the norning
of the 15th they started, with a strong nor'-east w nd bl owi ng, and
a rather choppy sea. The sport was excellent, and the free, open-
air life brought the col our back to Lord Arthur's cheek, but about
the 22nd he becane anxi ous about Lady C enentina, and, in spite of

Surbiton's renonstrances, canme back to Venice by train.

As he stepped out of his gondola on to the hotel steps, the

proprietor came forward to neet himwith a sheaf of tel egrans.



Lord Arthur snatched them out of his hand, and tore them open
Everyt hi ng had been successful. Lady O enentina had died quite

suddenly on the night of the 17th!

His first thought was for Sybil, and he sent her off a tel egram
announcing his inmrediate return to London. He then ordered his

val et to pack his things for the night mail, sent his gondoliers
about five tinmes their proper fare, and ran up to his sitting-room
with a light step and a buoyant heart. There he found three
letters waiting for him One was from Sybil herself, full of
synpat hy and condol ence. The others were fromhis nother, and from
Lady Clenentina's solicitor. |t seened that the old | ady had di ned
with the Duchess that very night, had delighted every one by her
wit and ESPRI T, but had gone hone sonewhat early, conplaining of
heartburn. In the norning she was found dead in her bed, having
apparently suffered no pain. Sir Mathew Reid had been sent for at
once, but, of course, there was nothing to be done, and she was to
be buried on the 22nd at Beauchanp Chal cote. A few days before she
di ed she had made her will, and left Lord Arthur her little house
in Curzon Street, and all her furniture, personal effects, and
pictures, with the exception of her collection of mniatures, which
was to go to her sister, Lady Margaret Rufford, and her anethyst
neckl ace, which Sybil Merton was to have. The property was not of
much val ue; but M. Mnsfield, the solicitor, was extrenmely anxious
for Lord Arthur to return at once, if possible, as there were a
great nmany bills to be paid, and Lady C enentina had never kept any

regul ar accounts.

Lord Arthur was very nuch touched by Lady C ementina's kind
renmenbrance of him and felt that M. Podgers had a great deal to
answer for. Hs |love of Sybil, however, dom nated every other
enotion, and the consci ousness that he had done his duty gave him

peace and confort. \Wen he arrived at Charing Cross, he felt



perfectly happy.

The Mertons received himvery kindly. Sybil nade him promni se that
he woul d never again allow anything to cone between them and the
marriage was fixed for the 7th June. Life seened to himonce nore
bright and beautiful, and all his old gladness cane back to him

agai n.

One day, however, as he was going over the house in Curzon Street,
in conpany with Lady Clenentina' s solicitor and Sybil herself,
burni ng packages of faded letters, and turning out drawers of odd

rubbi sh, the young girl suddenly gave a little cry of delight.

"What have you found, Sybil?" said Lord Arthur, |ooking up fromhis

work, and smling.

"This lovely little silver BONBONNI ERE, Arthur. Isn't it quaint
and Dutch? Do give it to ne! | know amethysts won't becone ne

till I am over eighty.

It was the box that had held the aconitine.

Lord Arthur started, and a faint blush came into his cheek. He had
al nrost entirely forgotten what he had done, and it seenmed to hima
curious coincidence that Sybil, for whose sake he had gone through
all that terrible anxiety, should have been the first to remi nd him

of it.

"Cf course you can have it, Sybil. | gave it to poor Lady O em

nysel f.

"Ch! thank you, Arthur; and nay | have the BONBON too? | had no

notion that Lady Cenentina |iked sweets. | thought she was far



too intell ectual.

Lord Arthur grew deadly pale, and a horrible idea crossed his m nd.

" BONBON, Sybil? What do you nean?' he said in a slow, hoarse

voi ce.

"There is one init, that is all. It looks quite old and dusty,
and | have not the slightest intention of eating it. What is the

matter, Arthur? How white you | ook!

Lord Arthur rushed across the room and seized the box. Inside it
was the anber-col oured capsule, with its poison-bubble. Lady

Clenentina had died a natural death after all!

The shock of the discovery was al nost too nuch for him He flung
the capsule into the fire, and sank on the sofa with a cry of

despair.

CHAPTER V

MR. MERTON was a good deal distressed at the second post ponenent of
the marriage, and Lady Julia, who had al ready ordered her dress for
the wedding, did all in her power to nake Sybil break off the

mat ch. Dearly, however, as Sybil |oved her nother, she had given
her whole life into Lord Arthur's hands, and nothing that Lady
Julia could say could make her waver in her faith. As for Lord
Arthur hinself, it took himdays to get over his terrible

di sappoi ntnent, and for a time his nerves were conpletely unstrung.

H s excell ent commpbn sense, however, soon asserted itself, and his



sound, practical nmind did not | eave himlong in doubt about what to
do. Poison having proved a conplete failure, dynanmite, or sone

ot her form of explosive, was obviously the proper thing to try.

He accordingly | ooked again over the list of his friends and
relatives, and, after careful consideration, determ ned to bl ow up
his uncle, the Dean of Chichester. The Dean, who was a man of
great culture and |l earning, was extrenely fond of clocks, and had a
wonder ful collection of tinepieces, ranging fromthe fifteenth
century to the present day, and it seened to Lord Arthur that this
hobby of the good Dean's offered him an excellent opportunity for
carrying out his schenme. Were to procure an expl osive nachi ne
was, of course, quite another matter. The London Directory gave
himno information on the point, and he felt that there was very
little use in going to Scotland Yard about it, as they never seened
to know anyt hi ng about the novenents of the dynanite faction till

after an expl osion had taken place, and not much even then.

Suddenly he thought of his friend Rouval off, a young Russian of
very revol utionary tendenci es, whom he had net at Lady W ndernere's
in the winter. Count Rouval off was supposed to be witing a life
of Peter the Great, and to have cone over to England for the

pur pose of studying the docunents relating to that Tsar's residence
in this country as a ship carpenter; but it was generally suspected
that he was a Nihilist agent, and there was no doubt that the
Russi an Enbassy did not | ook with any favour upon his presence in
London. Lord Arthur felt that he was just the nman for his purpose,
and drove down one norning to his |odgings in Bl oonmsbury, to ask

hi s advi ce and assi st ance.

'So you are taking up politics seriously? said Count Rouval off,
when Lord Arthur had told himthe object of his nission; but Lord

Arthur, who hated swagger of any kind, felt bound to admt to him



that he had not the slightest interest in social questions, and
sinply wanted the expl osive machine for a purely fanmily matter, in

whi ch no one was concerned but hinsel f.

Count Rouval of f | ooked at himfor sone nonents in anazenent, and
then seeing that he was quite serious, wote an address on a piece

of paper, initialled it, and handed it to him across the table.

"Scotland Yard would give a good deal to know this address, ny dear

fellow'

"They shan't have it,' cried Lord Arthur, |aughing; and after
shaki ng the young Russian warmy by the hand he ran downstairs,

exani ned the paper, and told the coachman to drive to Soho Square.

There he dismissed him and strolled dowmn Geek Street, till he
came to a place called Bayle's Court. He passed under the archway,
and found hinself in a curious CUL-DE-SAC, that was apparently
occupi ed by a French Laundry, as a perfect network of clothes-lines
was stretched across from house to house, and there was a flutter
of white linen in the norning air. He walked right to the end, and
knocked at a little green house. After sonme delay, during which
every window in the court becane a blurred nass of peering faces,
the door was opened by a rather rough-Iooking foreigner, who asked
himin very bad English what his business was. Lord Arthur handed
hi m t he paper Count Rouval of f had given him \Wen the man saw it
he bowed, and invited Lord Arthur into a very shabby front parl our
on the ground floor, and in a few noments Herr W nckel kopf, as he
was called in England, bustled into the room with a very w ne-

stai ned napkin round his neck, and a fork in his left hand.

' Count Rouval of f has given ne an introduction to you,' said Lord
Arthur, bowi ng, 'and | am anxious to have a short interview with

you on a matter of business. M name is Smth, M. Robert Smith



and | want you to supply ne with an expl osive cl ock.

"Charnmed to nmeet you, Lord Arthur,' said the genial little Gernan,

| aughing. 'Don't look so alarned, it is ny duty to know everybody,
and | renenber seeing you one evening at Lady Wndernere's. | hope
her ladyship is quite well. Do you nind sitting with ne while
finish ny breakfast? There is an excellent PATE, and ny friends
are kind enough to say that my Rhine wine is better than any they
get at the Gernman Enbassy,' and before Lord Arthur had got over his
surprise at being recognised, he found hinself seated in the back-
room sipping the nost delicious Marcobrunner out of a pale yell ow
hock- gl ass marked with the Inperial nonogram and chatting in the

friendliest manner possible to the fanbus conspirator

" Expl osi ve cl ocks,' said Herr W nckel kopf, 'are not very good
things for foreign exportation, as, even if they succeed in passing
the Custom House, the train service is so irregular, that they
usual ly go off before they have reached their proper destination

I f, however, you want one for honme use, | can supply you with an
excellent article, and guarantee that you will he satisfied with
the result. My | ask for whomit is intended? If it is for the
police, or for any one connected with Scotland Yard, | amafraid
cannot do anything for you. The English detectives are really our
best friends, and | have always found that by relying on their
stupidity, we can do exactly what we like. | could not spare one

of them'

"l assure you,' said Lord Arthur, '"that it has nothing to do with

the police at all. 1In fact, the clock is intended for the Dean of
Chi chester.
"Dear ne! | had no idea that you felt so strongly about religion

Lord Arthur. Few young nen do nowadays.



"I amafraid you overrate me, Herr W nckel kopf,' said Lord Arthur,

blushing. 'The fact is, | really know nothi ng about theol ogy.

"It is a purely private matter then?

"Purely private.'

Herr W nckel kopf shrugged his shoulders, and |l eft the room
returning in a few mnutes with a round cake of dynanite about the
size of a penny, and a pretty little French clock, surmounted by an

ormolu figure of Liberty tranpling on the hydra of Despotism

Lord Arthur's face brightened up when he sawit. 'That is just

what | want,' he cried, 'and now tell nme how it goes off.

"Ah! there is ny secret,' answered Herr W nckel kopf, contenplating
his invention with a justifiable | ook of pride; 'let me know when

you wish it to explode, and | will set the nmachine to the nonent.'

"Wll, to-day is Tuesday, and if you could send it off at once -
"That is inpossible; | have a great deal of inportant work on hand
for sone friends of mine in Mdscow Still, | might send it off to-
nor r ow. '

"Ch, it will be quite time enough!' said Lord Arthur politely, "if
it is delivered to-norrow night or Thursday norning. For the
monent of the explosion, say Friday at noon exactly. The Dean is

al ways at honme at that hour.

"Friday, at noon,' repeated Herr W nckel kopf, and he made a note to
that effect in a large | edger that was |lying on a bureau near the

fireplace



"And now,' said Lord Arthur, rising fromhis seat, 'pray let ne

know how nmuch | amin your debt.

"It is such a snmall matter, Lord Arthur, that | do not care to nake
any charge. The dynanmite cones to seven and sixpence, the clock
will be three pounds ten, and the carriage about five shillings. |

amonly too pleased to oblige any friend of Count Rouval off's.

"But your trouble, Herr Wnckel kopf?

"Ch, that is nothing! It is a pleasure to ne. | do not work for

nmoney; | live entirely for ny art.

Lord Arthur laid down 4 pounds, 2s. 6d. on the table, thanked the
little German for his kindness, and, having succeeded in declining
an invitation to neet some Anarchists at a neat-tea on the

followi ng Saturday, left the house and went off to the Park.

For the next two days he was in a state of the greatest excitenent,
and on Friday at twelve o' clock he drove down to the Bucki nghamto
wait for news. Al the afternoon the stolid hall-porter kept
posting up telegrans fromvarious parts of the country giving the
results of horse-races, the verdicts in divorce suits, the state of
the weather, and the like, while the tape ticked out wearisone
details about an all-night sitting in the House of Conmpbns, and a
smal | panic on the Stock Exchange. At four o' clock the evening
papers canme in, and Lord Arthur disappeared into the library with
the PALL MALL, the ST. JAMES' S, the GLOBE, and the ECHO to the

i mense i ndignati on of Col onel Goodchild, who wanted to read the
reports of a speech he had delivered that norning at the Mansion
House, on the subject of South African M ssions, and the

advi sability of having bl ack Bishops in every province, and for

some reason or other had a strong prejudi ce agai nst the EVEN NG



NEWS. None of the papers, however, contained even the slightest
allusion to Chichester, and Lord Arthur felt that the attenpt nust
have failed. It was a terrible blowto him and for a tine he was
qui te unnerved. Herr W nckel kopf, whom he went to see the next day
was full of elaborate apologies, and offered to supply himwth
anot her clock free of charge, or with a case of nitro-glycerine
bonmbs at cost price. But he had lost all faith in explosives, and
Herr W nckel kopf hinmself acknow edged that everything is so
adul t erat ed nowadays, that even dynamte can hardly be got in a
pure condition. The little German, however, while adnitting that
somet hi ng nmust have gone wrong with the machi nery, was not w thout
hope that the clock mght still go off, and instanced the case of a
baroneter that he had once sent to the mlitary Governor at (Qdessa,
whi ch, though tined to explode in ten days, had not done so for
sonmething like three nonths. It was quite true that when it did go
off, it merely succeeded in blowing a housemaid to atons, the
Governor having gone out of town six weeks before, but at least it
showed that dynamite, as a destructive force, was, when under the
control of machinery, a powerful, though a sonewhat unpunctua
agent. Lord Arthur was a little consoled by this reflection, but
even here he was destined to disappointnent, for two days
afterwards, as he was going upstairs, the Duchess called himinto
her boudoir, and showed hima letter she had just received fromthe

Deanery.

"Jane wites charming letters,' said the Duchess; 'you nust really

read her last. It is quite as good as the novels Midi e sends us.

Lord Arthur seized the letter fromher hand. |t ran as follows: -

THE DEANERY, CHI CHESTER

27TH MAY.



My Dear est Aunt,

Thank you so nuch for the flannel for the Dorcas Society, and al so
for the gingham | quite agree with you that it is nonsense their
wanting to wear pretty things, but everybody is so Radical and
irreligious nowadays, that it is difficult to nmake them see that
they should not try and dress |like the upper classes. | amsure
don't know what we are coning to. As papa has often said in his

sernmons, we live in an age of unbelief.

We have had great fun over a clock that an unknown adnirer sent
papa | ast Thursday. It arrived in a wooden box from London
carriage paid, and papa feels it nmust have been sent by sone one
who had read his remarkabl e sernmon, 'Is Licence Liberty? for on
the top of the clock was a figure of a wonan, with what papa said
was the cap of Liberty on her head. | didn't think it very
becom ng nysel f, but papa said it was historical, so | suppose it
is all right. Parker unpacked it, and papa put it on the

mantel piece in the library, and we were all sitting there on Friday
nmor ni ng, when just as the clock struck twelve, we heard a whirring
noise, a little puff of snoke cane fromthe pedestal of the figure,
and the goddess of Liberty fell off, and broke her nose on the
fender! Maria was quite alarned, but it |ooked so ridicul ous, that
Janes and | went off into fits of |aughter, and even papa was
amused. When we exanined it, we found it was a sort of alarum
clock, and that, if you set it to a particular hour, and put sone
gunpowder and a cap under a little hamrer, it went off whenever you
wanted. Papa said it nmust not remain in the library, as it made a
noi se, so Reggie carried it away to the schoolroom and does
not hi ng but have small explosions all day long. Do you think
Arthur would like one for a wedding present? | suppose they are

qui te fashionabl e in London. Papa says they should do a great dea



of good, as they show that Liberty can't last, but nust fall down.
Papa says Liberty was invented at the tinme of the French

Revol uti on. How awful it seens!

I have nowto go to the Dorcas, where | will read them your nost
instructive letter. How true, dear aunt, your idea is, that in
their rank of life they should wear what is unbecom ng. | must say

it is absurd, their anxiety about dress, when there are so many

nmore inportant things in this world, and in the next. | amso glad
your flowered poplin turned out so well, and that your |ace was not
torn. | amwearing nmy yellow satin, that you so kindly gave ne, at
the Bishop's on Wdnesday, and think it will look all right. Wuld

you have bows or not? Jennings says that every one wears bows now,
and that the underskirt should be frilled. Reggie has just had
anot her expl osion, and papa has ordered the clock to be sent to the
stables. | don't think papa likes it so nmuch as he did at first,
though he is very flattered at being sent such a pretty and

i ngenious toy. It shows that people read his sernons, and profit

by them

Papa sends his love, in which Janes, and Reggie, and Maria all
unite, and, hoping that Uncle Cecil's gout is better, believe ne,

dear aunt, ever your affectionate niece,

JANE PERCY.

PS. - Do tell nme about the bows. Jennings insists they are the

f ashi on.

Lord Arthur | ooked so serious and unhappy over the letter, that the

Duchess went into fits of |aughter

"My dear Arthur,' she cried, 'l shall never show you a young | ady's



letter again! But what shall | say about the clock? | think it is

a capital invention, and | should like to have one nyself.

'l don't think nmuch of them' said Lord Arthur, with a sad smle,

and, after kissing his nother, he left the room

When he got upstairs, he flung hinself on a sofa, and his eyes
filled with tears. He had done his best to commit this nurder, but
on both occasions he had failed, and through no fault of his own.
He had tried to do his duty, but it seened as if Destiny herself
had turned traitor. He was oppressed with the sense of the
barrenness of good intentions, of the futility of trying to be
fine. Perhaps, it would be better to break off the marriage
altogether. Sybil would suffer, it is true, but suffering could
not really mar a nature so noble as hers. As for hinself, what did
it mtter? There is always sone war in which a man can die, sone
cause to which a man can give his life, and as life had no pl easure
for him so death had no terror. Let Destiny work out his doom

He woul d not stir to help her

At hal f-past seven he dressed, and went down to the club. Surbiton
was there with a party of young nen, and he was obliged to dine
with them Their trivial conversation and idle jests did not
interest him and as soon as coffee was brought he |eft them

i nventing sone engagenent in order to get away. As he was going
out of the club, the hall-porter handed hima letter. It was from
Herr W nckel kopf, asking himto call down the next evening, and

| ook at an explosive unbrella, that went off as soon as it was
opened. It was the very latest invention, and had just arrived
fromGeneva. He tore the letter up into fragnents. He had nmade up
his mind not to try any nore experinents. Then he wandered down to
the Thames Enbankment, and sat for hours by the river. The noon

peered through a mane of tawny clouds, as if it were a lion's eye,



and i nnunerabl e stars spangl ed the hollow vault, |ike gold dust
powdered on a purple done. Now and then a barge swung out into the
turbid stream and floated away with the tide, and the railway
signals changed fromgreen to scarlet as the trains ran shrieking
across the bridge. After some tinme, twelve o' clock boormed fromthe
tall tower at Westninster, and at each stroke of the sonorous bel
the night seened to trenble. Then the railway |lights went out, one
solitary lanp left gleaming Ilike a | arge ruby on a giant mast, and

the roar of the city becanme fainter

At two o' clock he got up, and strolled towards Bl ackfriars. How
unreal everything | ooked! How |like a strange dream The houses on
the other side of the river seened built out of darkness. One
woul d have said that silver and shadow had fashioned the world
anew. The huge done of St. Paul's |ooned Iike a bubble through the

dusky air.

As he approached Cl eopatra's Needl e he saw a nman | eani ng over the
parapet, and as he came nearer the man | ooked up, the gas-1light

falling full upon his face.

It was M. Podgers, the cheiromantist! No one could nistake the
fat, flabby face, the gold-rimmed spectacles, the sickly feeble

smle, the sensual nouth

Lord Arthur stopped. A brilliant idea flashed across him and he
stole softly up behind. 1In a nonent he had seized M. Podgers by
the legs, and flung himinto the Thanmes. There was a coarse oath,
a heavy splash, and all was still. Lord Arthur |ooked anxiously
over, but could see nothing of the cheiromantist but a tall hat,
pirouetting in an eddy of moonlit water. After atime it also
sank, and no trace of M. Podgers was visible. Once he thought

that he caught sight of the bul ky nisshapen figure striking out for



the staircase by the bridge, and a horrible feeling of failure cane
over him but it turned out to be nerely a reflection, and when the
moon shone out from behind a cloud it passed away. At |ast he
seened to have realised the decree of destiny. He heaved a deep

sigh of relief, and Sybil's nane cane to his lips.

'Have you dropped anything, sir? said a voice behind himsuddenly.

He turned round, and saw a policeman with a bull's-eye lantern

"Not hi ng of inportance, sergeant,' he answered, sniling, and
hailing a passing hansom he junped in, and told the nman to drive

to Bel grave Square.

For the next few days he alternated between hope and fear. There
were nmonments when he al nost expected M. Podgers to walk into the
room and yet at other tines he felt that Fate could not be so
unjust to him Twice he went to the cheiromantist's address in
West Moon Street, but he could not bring hinmself to ring the bell.

He I onged for certainty, and was afraid of it.

Finally it cane. He was sitting in the snoking-roomof the club
having tea, and listening rather wearily to Surbiton's account of
the last conmic song at the Gaiety, when the waiter cane in with the
eveni ng papers. He took up the ST. JAMES'S, and was |listlessly

turning over its pages, when this strange headi ng caught his eye:

SUI CI DE OF A CHElI ROVANTI ST.

He turned pale with excitenent, and began to read. The paragraph

ran as follows:



Yest erday norning, at seven o'clock, the body of M. Septinmus R
Podgers, the eminent cheiromantist, was washed on shore at

G eenwich, just in front of the Ship Hotel. The unfortunate

gentl eman had been missing for sone days, and consi derabl e anxiety
for his safety had been felt in cheiromantic circles. It is
supposed that he conmtted suicide under the influence of a
tenporary nmental derangenent, caused by overwork, and a verdict to
that effect was returned this afternoon by the coroner's jury. M.
Podgers had just completed an el aborate treatise on the subject of
the Hunman Hand, that will shortly be published, when it will no
doubt attract nuch attention. The deceased was sixty-five years of

age, and does not seemto have left any relations.

Lord Arthur rushed out of the club with the paper still in his
hand, to the i mense amazenent of the hall-porter, who tried in
vain to stop him and drove at once to Park Lane. Sybil saw him
fromthe wi ndow, and sonething told her that he was the bearer of
good news. She ran down to neet him and, when she saw his face,

she knew that all was well.

"My dear Sybil,' cried Lord Arthur, 'let us be married to-norrow

"You foolish boy! Wy, the cake is not even ordered!' said Sybil

| aughi ng t hrough her tears.

CHAPTER VI

VHEN t he weddi ng took place, sonme three weeks later, St. Peter's
was crowded with a perfect nob of smart people. The service was

read in the nost inpressive nmanner by the Dean of Chichester, and



everybody agreed that they had never seen a handsomer coupl e than
the bride and bridegroom They were nore than handsone, however -
they were happy. Never for a single nonment did Lord Arthur regret
all that he had suffered for Sybil's sake, while she, on her side,
gave himthe best things a woman can give to any man - worship,

tenderness, and |ove. For themronmance was not killed by reality.

They always felt young.

Sone years afterwards, when two beautiful children had been born to
them Lady W ndermere cane down on a visit to Alton Priory, a

| ovely old place, that had been the Duke's weddi ng present to his
son; and one afternoon as she was sitting with Lady Arthur under a
linme-tree in the garden, watching the little boy and girl as they
pl ayed up and down the rose-wal k, like fitful sunbeans, she
suddenly took her hostess's hand in hers, and said, 'Are you happy,

Sybi | ?'

'Dear Lady Wndernere, of course | am happy. Aren't you?

"l have no time to be happy, Sybil. 1 always |ike the |last person
who is introduced to ne; but, as a rule, as soon as | know people |

get tired of them'

"Don't your lions satisfy you, Lady W ndernere?

'Ch dear, no! lions are only good for one season. As soon as their
manes are cut, they are the dullest creatures going. Besides, they
behave very badly, if you are really nice to them Do you renenber
that horrid M. Podgers? He was a dreadful inpostor. O course, |
didn't mnd that at all, and even when he wanted to borrow noney |

forgave him but | could not stand his making | ove to ne. He has

really nade ne hate cheiromancy. | go in for telepathy now It is

much nore amusi ng.



"You nmustn't say anything agai nst cheiromancy here, Lady

Wndernere; it is the only subject that Arthur does not |ike people

to chaff about. | assure you he is quite serious over it.

"You don't nean to say that he believes in it, Sybil?

"Ask him Lady Wndernere, here he is'; and Lord Arthur cane up the
garden with a | arge bunch of yellow roses in his hand, and his two

chil dren dancing round him

"Lord Arthur?

'Yes, Lady W ndernere.'

"You don't nean to say that you believe in cheironancy?

"Of course | do,' said the young nman, smling.

" But why?'

"Because | owe to it all the happiness of nmy life,' he nurnured,

throwing hinself into a wi cker chair.

"My dear Lord Arthur, what do you owe to it?

"Sybil," he answered, handing his wife the roses, and | ooking into

her viol et eyes.

"What nonsense!' cried Lady Wndermere. '1 never heard such

nonsense in all my life.

THE CANTERVI LLE GHOST



CHAPTER |

WHEN M. HramB. Qis, the Anerican M nister, bought Canterville
Chase, every one told himhe was doing a very foolish thing, as
there was no doubt at all that the place was haunted. |[|ndeed, Lord
Canterville hinmself, who was a nan of the nobst punctilious honour
had felt it his duty to nmention the fact to M. Qis when they came

to discuss terns.

"W have not cared to live in the place ourselves,' said Lord
Canterville, 'since ny grandaunt, the Dowager Duchess of Bolton
was frightened into a fit, fromwhich she never really recovered

by two skel eton hands being placed on her shoul ders as she was
dressing for dinner, and | feel bound to tell you, M. Qis, that

t he ghost has been seen by several living nenbers of ny famly, as
well as by the rector of the parish, the Rev. Augustus Danpier, who
is a Fellow of King's College, Canbridge. After the unfortunate
accident to the Duchess, none of our younger servants woul d stay
with us, and Lady Canterville often got very little sleep at night,
i n consequence of the nysterious noises that came fromthe corridor

and the library.

"My Lord,' answered the Mnister, 'I will take the furniture and
the ghost at a valuation. | conme froma nodern country, where we
have everything that noney can buy; and with all our spry young
fellows painting the dd Wrld red, and carrying off your best

actresses and prinma-donnas, | reckon that if there were such a



thing as a ghost in Europe, we'd have it at hone in a very short

time in one of our public nuseuns, or on the road as a show'

"I fear that the ghost exists,' said Lord Canterville, smling,
"though it may have resisted the overtures of your enterprising
i mpresarios. |t has been well known for three centuries, since
1584 in fact, and al ways nmakes its appearance before the death of

any nenber of our famly.'

"Wll, so does the famly doctor for that matter, Lord Canterville.
But there is no such thing, sir, as a ghost, and | guess the |aws
of Nature are not going to be suspended for the British

ari stocracy."'

"You are certainly very natural in Anerica,' answered Lord
Canterville, who did not quite understand M. Qis's |ast
observation, 'and if you don't nmind a ghost in the house, it is al

right. Only you nust remenber | warned you.

A few weeks after this, the purchase was conpl eted, and at the

cl ose of the season the Mnister and his famly went down to
Canterville Chase. Ms. OQis, who, as Mss Lucretia R Tappan, of
West 53rd Street, had been a celebrated New York belle, was now a
very handsone, mi ddl e-aged wonman, with fine eyes, and a superb
profile. Many Anmerican | adies on |eaving their native | and adopt
an appearance of chronic ill-health, under the inpression that it
is a formof European refinenent, but Ms. Qis had never fallen
into this error. She had a nmagnificent constitution, and a really
wonder ful anobunt of aninmal spirits. Indeed, in many respects, she
was quite English, and was an excellent exanple of the fact that we
have really everything in common with Anerica nowadays, except, of
course, |language. Her eldest son, christened Washi ngton by his
parents in a nonent of patriotism which he never ceased to regret,

was a fair-haired, rather good-Iooking young man, who had qualified



hinsel f for American di plomacy by | eading the Gernan at the Newport
Casino for three successive seasons, and even in London was wel |
known as an excell ent dancer. Gardenias and the peerage were his
only weaknesses. Oherw se he was extrenely sensible. Mss
Virginia EE Ois was a little girl of fifteen, lithe and |ovely as
a fawn, and with a fine freedomin her |large blue eyes. She was a
wonder ful anazon, and had once raced old Lord Bilton on her pony
twice round the park, winning by a Iength and a half, just in front
of the Achilles statue, to the huge delight of the young Duke of
Cheshire, who proposed for her on the spot, and was sent back to
Eton that very night by his guardians, in floods of tears. After
Virginia cane the twins, who were usually called 'The Stars and
Stripes,' as they were always getting swished. They were
delightful boys, and with the exception of the worthy Mnister the

only true republicans of the famly.

As Canterville Chase is seven nmiles from Ascot, the nearest rail way
station, M. Ois had tel egraphed for a waggonette to neet them
and they started on their drive in high spirits. It was a lovely
July evening, and the air was delicate with the scent of the pine-
woods. Now and then they heard a wood pi geon brooding over its own
sweet voice, or saw, deep in the rustling fern, the burnished
breast of the pheasant. Little squirrels peered at themfromthe
beech-trees as they went by, and the rabbits scudded away through

t he brushwood and over the nobssy knolls, with their white tails in
the air. As they entered the avenue of Canterville Chase, however,
the sky becane suddenly overcast with clouds, a curious stillness
seenmed to hold the atnosphere, a great flight of rooks passed
silently over their heads, and, before they reached the house, some

big drops of rain had fallen

Standi ng on the steps to receive themwas an old wonan, neatly

dressed in black silk, with a white cap and apron. This was Ms.



Umey, the housekeeper, whom Ms. Qis, at Lady Canterville's
earnest request, had consented to keep on in her former position
She made them each a | ow curtsey as they alighted, and said in a
quai nt, ol d-fashioned nanner, 'I bid you welconme to Canterville
Chase.' Follow ng her, they passed through the fine Tudor hal

into the library, a long, |owroom panelled in black oak, at the
end of which was a | arge stai ned-glass window. Here they found tea
laid out for them and, after taking off their waps, they sat down

and began to |l ook round, while Ms. Umey waited on them

Suddenly Ms. Qis caught sight of a dull red stain on the fl oor
just by the fireplace and, quite unconscious of what it really
signified, said to Ms. Umey, 'I am afraid sonethi ng has been

spilt there.

"Yes, madam' replied the old housekeeper in a | ow voice, 'blood

has been spilt on that spot.

"How horrid,' cried Ms. Ois; 'l don't at all care for bl ood-

stains in a sitting-room It nust be renoved at once.

The ol d worman smil ed, and answered in the sanme | ow, nysterious
voice, 'It is the blood of Lady El eanore de Canterville, who was
murdered on that very spot by her own husband, Sir Sinon de
Canterville, in 1575. Sir Sinmon survived her nine years, and

di sappeared suddenly under very nysterious circunstances. H's body
has never been di scovered, but his guilty spirit still haunts the
Chase. The bl ood-stain has been nuch admired by tourists and

ot hers, and cannot be renoved.

"That is all nonsense,' cried Washington Qis; 'Pinkerton's
Chanpi on Stai n Renover and Paragon Detergent will clean it up in no

time,' and before the terrified housekeeper could interfere he had



fallen upon his knees, and was rapidly scouring the floor with a
smal | stick of what | ooked |ike a black cosnetic. 1In a few nonments

no trace of the bl ood-stain could be seen

"l knew Pinkerton would do it,' he exclained triunphantly, as he

| ooked round at his admiring fanmly; but no sooner had he said
these words than a terrible flash of lightning lit up the sonbre
room a fearful peal of thunder nmade themall start to their feet,

and Ms. Umey fainted.

"What a nonstrous climate!' said the Anerican Mnister calmy, as
he lit a long cheroot. 'I guess the old country is so

over popul ated that they have not enough decent weather for
everybody. | have always been of opinion that emigration is the

only thing for England.

"My dear Hiram' cried Ms. Qis, '"what can we do with a woman who

faints?

"Charge it to her |ike breakages,' answered the Mnister; 'she
won't faint after that'; and in a few nonents Ms. Umey certainly
cane to. There was no doubt, however, that she was extrenely
upset, and she sternly warned M. Ois to beware of sone trouble

com ng to the house.

"l have seen things with ny own eyes, sir,' she said, 'that would
make any Christian's hair stand on end, and many and many a ni ght |
have not closed ny eyes in sleep for the awmful things that are done
here." M. Qis, however, and his wife warmy assured the honest
soul that they were not afraid of ghosts, and, after invoking the
bl essi ngs of Providence on her new master and m stress, and making

arrangenents for an increase of salary, the old housekeeper

tottered off to her own room



CHAPTER |

THE stormraged fiercely all that night, but nothing of particular
note occurred. The next norning, however, when they came down to
breakfast, they found the terrible stain of blood once again on the
floor. 'l don't think it can be the fault of the Paragon

Det ergent,' said Washington, 'for | have tried it with everything.
It must be the ghost.' He accordingly rubbed out the stain a
second tine, but the second norning it appeared again. The third
morning also it was there, though the library had been | ocked up at
night by M. Ois hinself, and the key carried upstairs. The whole
famly were now quite interested; M. Qis began to suspect that he
had been too dogmatic in his denial of the existence of ghosts,

Ms. OQis expressed her intention of joining the Psychical Society,
and Washington prepared a long letter to Messrs. Myers and Podnore
on the subject of the Pernmanence of Sangui neous Stains when
connected with Crime. That night all doubts about the objective

exi stence of phantasnmata were renoved for ever

The day had been warm and sunny; and, in the cool of the evening,
the whole family went out for a drive. They did not return honme
till nine o' clock, when they had a |Iight supper. The conversation
in no way turned upon ghosts, so there were not even those prinary
conditions of receptive expectation which so often precede the
presentation of psychical phenonmena. The subjects discussed, as
have since learned fromM. Qis, were nerely such as formthe
ordi nary conversation of cultured Americans of the better class,
such as the i mense superiority of Mss Fanny Davenport over Sarah

Bernhardt as an actress; the difficulty of obtaining green corn



buckwheat cakes, and honiny, even in the best English houses; the
i nportance of Boston in the devel opnent of the world-soul; the
advant ages of the baggage check systemin railway travelling; and
the sweetness of the New York accent as conpared to the London
drawi. No nention at all was nade of the supernatural, nor was Sir
Sinon de Canterville alluded to in any way. At eleven o'clock the
famly retired, and by half-past all the lights were out. Sone
time after, M. OQis was awakened by a curious noise in the
corridor, outside his room It sounded |ike the clank of netal
and seened to be coming nearer every nonent. He got up at once,
struck a match, and | ooked at the tinme. It was exactly one

o' clock. He was quite calm and felt his pul se, which was not at
all feverish. The strange noise still continued, and with it he
heard distinctly the sound of footsteps. He put on his slippers,
took a small oblong phial out of his dressing-case, and opened the
door. Right in front of himhe saw, in the wan noonlight, an old
man of terrible aspect. His eyes were as red burning coals; |ong
grey hair fell over his shoulders in matted coils; his garnents,
whi ch were of antique cut, were soiled and ragged, and fromhis

wists and ankl es hung heavy manacl es and rusty gyves.

"My dear sir,' said M. Qis, 'l really nust insist on your oiling
those chai ns, and have brought you for that purpose a snmall bottle
of the Tammany Rising Sun Lubricator. It is said to be conpletely
ef fi caci ous upon one application, and there are severa
testinmonials to that effect on the wapper fromsone of our nost
em nent native divines. | shall leave it here for you by the
bedroom candl es, and will be happy to supply you with nore shoul d
you require it.' Wth these words the United States Mnister laid
the bottle down on a nmarble table, and, closing his door, retired

to rest.

For a monent the Canterville ghost stood quite notionless in



natural indignation; then, dashing the bottle violently upon the
polished floor, he fled down the corridor, uttering hollow groans,
and emtting a ghastly green light. Just, however, as he reached
the top of the great oak staircase, a door was flung open, two
little white-robed figures appeared, and a large pillow whizzed
past his head! There was evidently no tine to be lost, so, hastily
adopting the Fourth Dinension of Space as a neans of escape, he

vani shed t hrough the wai nscoting, and the house becane quite quiet.

On reaching a small secret chanber in the left wing, he | eaned up
agai nst a mobonbeamto recover his breath, and began to try and
realise his position. Never, in a brilliant and uninterrupted
career of three hundred years, had he been so grossly insulted. He
t hought of the Dowager Duchess, whom he had frightened into a fit
as she stood before the glass in her lace and di anonds; of the four
housemai ds, who had gone off into hysterics when he nerely grinned
at them through the curtains of one of the spare bedroons; of the
rector of the parish, whose candl e he had bl owmn out as he was
comng late one night fromthe library, and who had been under the
care of Sir Wlliam @ull ever since, a perfect martyr to nervous

di sorders; and of old Madane de Trenouillac, who, having wakened up
one norning early and seen a skeleton seated in an armchair by the
fire reading her diary, had been confined to her bed for six weeks
with an attack of brain fever, and, on her recovery, had becone
reconciled to the Church, and broken off her connection with that
notori ous sceptic Mnsieur de Voltaire. He renenbered the terrible
ni ght when the wi cked Lord Canterville was found choking in his
dressing-room with the knave of dianonds hal f-way down his throat,
and confessed, just before he died, that he had cheated Charles
Janmes Fox out of 50,000 pounds at Crockford's by neans of that very
card, and swore that the ghost had nade himswallowit. Al his
great achi evenents cane back to himagain, fromthe butler who had

shot hinself in the pantry because he had seen a green hand tapping



at the wi ndow pane, to the beautiful Lady Stutfield, who was al ways
obliged to wear a bl ack vel vet band round her throat to hide the
mark of five fingers burnt upon her white skin, and who drowned
herself at last in the carp-pond at the end of the King s Wl k.
Wth the enthusiastic egotismof the true artist he went over his
nmost cel ebrated performances, and smiled bitterly to hinself as he
recalled to mnd his | ast appearance as ' Red Ruben, or the
Strangl ed Babe,' his DEBUT as ' Gaunt G beon, the Bl ood-sucker of
Bexl ey Moor,' and the FURCRE he had excited one | ovely June evening
by nerely playing ninepins with his own bones upon the |awn-tennis
ground. And after all this, some wetched nodern Americans were to
come and offer himthe R sing Sun Lubricator, and throw pillows at
his head! It was quite unbearable. Besides, no ghosts in history
had ever been treated in this manner. Accordingly, he deternined
to have vengeance, and remained till daylight in an attitude of

deep t hought.

CHAPTER 11 |

THE next norning when the Qis famly met at breakfast, they

di scussed the ghost at sone length. The United States M nister was
naturally a little annoyed to find that his present had not been
accepted. 'l have no wish,' he said, 'to do the ghost any persona
injury, and | nust say that, considering the length of tinme he has
been in the house, | don't think it is at all polite to throw
pillows at him - a very just remark, at which, | amsorry to say,
the twins burst into shouts of laughter. 'Upon the other hand,' he
continued, '"if he really declines to use the Rising Sun Lubricator
we shall have to take his chains fromhim It would be quite

i mpossible to sleep, with such a noise going on outside the



bedr oons. '

For the rest of the week, however, they were undisturbed, the only
thing that excited any attention being the continual renewal of the
bl ood-stain on the library floor. This certainly was very strange,
as the door was always | ocked at night by M. OQis, and the w ndows
kept closely barred. The chanel eon-Ilike col our, also, of the stain
excited a good deal of comment. Sone nornings it was a dul

(al nost Indian) red, then it would be vernilion, then a rich
purpl e, and once when they came down for fam |y prayers, according
to the sinple rites of the Free Anmerican Reforned Episcopalian
Church, they found it a bright eneral d-green. These kal ei doscopic
changes naturally anused the party very nuch, and bets on the

subj ect were freely nade every evening. The only person who did
not enter into the joke was little Virginia, who, for sone
unexpl ai ned reason, was al ways a good deal distressed at the sight
of the blood-stain, and very nearly cried the norning it was

emer al d- gr een.

The second appearance of the ghost was on Sunday night. Shortly
after they had gone to bed they were suddenly alarned by a fearful
crash in the hall. Rushing downstairs, they found that a |arge
suit of old arnour had become detached fromits stand, and had
fallen on the stone floor, while, seated in a high-backed chair,
was the Canterville ghost, rubbing his knees with an expression of
acute agony on his face. The tw ns, having brought their pea-
shooters with them at once discharged two pellets on him wth
that accuracy of aimwhich can only be attained by | ong and carefu
practice on a witing-master, while the United States M nister
covered himwith his revolver, and called upon him in accordance
with Californian etiquette, to hold up his hands! The ghost
started up with a wild shriek of rage, and swept through themlike

a mst, extinguishing Washington O is's candl e as he passed, and so



leaving themall in total darkness. On reaching the top of the
staircase he recovered hinself, and deternmined to give his

cel ebrated peal of denoniac |aughter. This he had on nore than one
occasion found extrenely useful. It was said to have turned Lord
Raker's wig grey in a single night, and had certainly made three of
Lady Canterville's French governesses give warning before their
month was up. He accordingly |aughed his nost horrible laugh, till
the old vaulted roof rang and rang again, but hardly had the
fearful echo died away when a door opened, and Ms. Qis canme out
in alight blue dressing-gown. 'I amafraid you are far from

well,' she said, 'and have brought you a bottle of Dr. Dobell's
tincture. |If it is indigestion, you will find it a nost excellent
remedy.' The ghost glared at her in fury, and began at once to
make preparations for turning hinself into a |large black dog, an
acconpl i shnment for which he was justly renowned, and to which the
fam |y doctor always attributed the permanent idiocy of Lord
Canterville's uncle, the Hon. Thonmas Horton. The sound of
approachi ng footsteps, however, nade himhesitate in his fel
purpose, so he contented hinself w th beconming faintly

phosphorescent, and vanished with a deep churchyard groan, just as

the twins had cone up to him

On reaching his roomhe entirely broke down, and becane a prey to
the nmost violent agitation. The vulgarity of the twins, and the
gross materialismof Ms. Ois, were naturally extremely annoyi ng,
but what really distressed himnost was, that he had been unable to
wear the suit of mail. He had hoped that even nodern Anericans
woul d be thrilled by the sight of a Spectre In Armour, if for no
nore sensi bl e reason, at |east out of respect for their nationa
poet Longfellow, over whose graceful and attractive poetry he

hi nsel f had whil ed away many a weary hour when the Cantervilles
were up in town. Besides, it was his own suit. He had worn it

with great success at the Kenilworth tournanment, and had been



hi ghly conplinmented on it by no I ess a person than the Virgin Queen
herself. Yet when he had put it on, he had been conpletely
overpowered by the weight of the huge breastplate and steel casque,
and had fallen heavily on the stone pavenent, barking both his

knees severely, and bruising the knuckles of his right hand.

For some days after this he was extrenmely ill, and hardly stirred
out of his roomat all, except to keep the blood-stain in proper
repair. However, by taking great care of hinself, he recovered,
and resolved to make a third attenpt to frighten the United States
M nister and his famly. He selected Friday, the 17th of August,
for his appearance, and spent nost of that day in | ooking over his
war drobe, ultimately deciding in favour of a | arge slouched hat
with a red feather, a w nding-sheet frilled at the wists and neck
and a rusty dagger. Towards evening a violent stormof rain canme
on, and the wind was so high that all the wi ndows and doors in the
ol d house shook and rattled. 1In fact, it was just such weather as
he loved. Hi s plan of action was this. He was to nake his way
quietly to Washington Gtis's room gibber at himfromthe foot of
the bed, and stab hinself three times in the throat to the sound of
slow nmusic. He bore Washington a special grudge, being quite aware
that it was he who was in the habit of renoving the fanous
Canterville bl ood-stain, by neans of Pinkerton's Paragon Detergent.
Havi ng reduced the reckl ess and fool hardy youth to a condition of
abject terror, he was then to proceed to the room occupi ed by the
United States Mnister and his wife, and there to place a clamy
hand on Ms. Ois's forehead, while he hissed into her trenbling
husband's ear the awful secrets of the charnel-house. Wth regard
tolittle Virginia, he had not quite nade up his mind. She had
never insulted himin any way, and was pretty and gentle. A few
hol | ow groans fromthe wardrobe, he thought, would be nore than
sufficient, or, if that failed to wake her, he nmight grabble at the

counterpane with palsy-twitching fingers. As for the twi ns, he was



quite deternmined to teach thema lesson. The first thing to be
done was, of course, to sit upon their chests, so as to produce the
stifling sensation of nightnmare. Then, as their beds were quite
close to each other, to stand between themin the formof a green
icy-cold corpse, till they becanme paral ysed with fear, and finally,
to throw of f the w nding-sheet, and crawl round the room wth
whi t e bl eached bones and one rolling eye-ball, in the character of
"Dunb Daniel, or the Suicide' s Skeleton,” a ROLE in which he had on
nore than one occasion produced a great effect, and which he
considered quite equal to his fanmous part of 'Martin the Maniac, or

the Masked Mystery.'

At hal f-past ten he heard the fanmily going to bed. For sone tine
he was disturbed by wild shrieks of |aughter fromthe tw ns, who,
with the Iight-hearted gaiety of school boys, were evidently anusing
thensel ves before they retired to rest, but at a quarter past

el even all was still, and, as m dni ght sounded, he sallied forth.
The owl beat against the w ndow panes, the raven croaked fromthe
old yewtree, and the wi nd wandered noani ng round the house like a
| ost soul; but the is fam |y slept unconscious of their doom and
hi gh above the rain and storm he could hear the steady snoring of
the Mnister for the United States. He stepped stealthily out of
the wai nscoting, with an evil smile on his cruel, winkled nouth,
and the noon hid her face in a cloud as he stole past the great
oriel w ndow, where his own arns and those of his nurdered wife
were bl azoned in azure and gold. On and on he glided, like an evi
shadow, the very darkness seenming to |l oathe himas he passed. Once
he thought he heard sonething call, and stopped; but it was only
the baying of a dog fromthe Red Farm and he went on, nuttering
strange si xteenth-century curses, and ever and anon brandi shing the
rusty dagger in the mdnight air. Finally he reached the corner of
the passage that led to |uckless Washington's room For a nonent

he paused there, the wind blowing his long grey |ocks about his



head, and twi sting into grotesque and fantastic folds the namel ess
horror of the dead man's shroud. Then the clock struck the
quarter, and he felt the tine was conme. He chuckled to hinself,
and turned the corner; but no sooner had he done so, than, with a
piteous wail of terror, he fell back, and hid his blanched face in
his long, bony hands. Right in front of himwas standing a
horrible spectre, notionless as a carven inage, and nonstrous as a
madman's dreanl Its head was bal d and burnished; its face round,
and fat, and white; and hideous |aughter seened to have withed its
features into an eternal grin. Fromthe eyes streaned rays of
scarlet light, the nouth was a wide well of fire, and a hi deous
garment, like to his own, swathed with its silent snows the Titan
form On its breast was a placard with strange witing in antique
characters, sone scroll of shane it seemed, sone record of wld
sins, sonme awful cal endar of crine, and, with its right hand, it

bore aloft a falchion of gleaning steel

Never having seen a ghost before, he naturally was terribly
frightened, and, after a second hasty gl ance at the awful phantom
he fled back to his room tripping up in his |Iong w nding-sheet as
he sped down the corridor, and finally dropping the rusty dagger
into the Mnister's jack-boots, where it was found in the norning
by the butler. Once in the privacy of his own apartment, he flung
hi nsel f down on a small pallet-bed, and hid his face under the
clothes. After a time, however, the brave old Canterville spirit
asserted itself, and he determined to go and speak to the other
ghost as soon as it was daylight. Accordingly, just as the dawn
was touching the hills with silver, he returned towards the spot
where he had first laid eyes on the grisly phantom feeling that,
after all, two ghosts were better than one, and that, by the aid of
his new friend, he might safely grapple with the twins. On
reachi ng the spot, however, a terrible sight net his gaze.

Sonet hi ng had evidently happened to the spectre, for the Iight had



entirely faded fromits holl ow eyes, the gleanm ng fal chion had
fallen fromits hand, and it was | eaning up against the wall in a
strained and unconfortable attitude. He rushed forward and seized
it in his arns, when, to his horror, the head slipped off and
rolled on the floor, the body assunmed a recunbent posture, and he
found hinself clasping a white dinmty bed-curtain, with a sweeping-
brush, a kitchen cleaver, and a hollow turnip lying at his feet!
Unabl e to understand this curious transformati on, he clutched the
placard with feverish haste, and there, in the grey norning |light,

he read these fearful words: -

YE OLDE GHOSTE

Ye Onlie True and Oigi nal e Spook.
Beware of Ye Initationes.

All others are Counterfeite.

The whol e thing flashed across him He had been tricked, foiled,
and outwitted! The old Canterville | ook cane into his eyes; he
ground his toothless guns together; and, raising his wthered hands
hi gh above his head, swore, according to the picturesque
phraseol ogy of the antique school, that when Chanticl eer had
sounded twi ce his nmerry horn, deeds of blood would be w ought, and

Murder wal k abroad with silent feet.

Hardly had he finished this awful oath when, fromthe red-tiled
roof of a distant honestead, a cock crew. He |aughed a long, |ow,
bitter |augh, and waited. Hour after hour he waited, but the cock
for sone strange reason, did not crow again. Finally, at half-past
seven, the arrival of the housemai ds made himgive up his fearfu

vigil, and he stal ked back to his room thinking of his vain hope



and baffl ed purpose. There he consulted several books of ancient
chivalry, of which he was exceedingly fond, and found that, on
every occasi on on which his oath had been used, Chanticleer had
al ways crowed a second tine. 'Perdition seize the naughty fow,'
he muttered, 'l have seen the day when, with ny stout spear, |

woul d have run himthrough the gorge, and nade himcrow for ne an

"twere in death!" He then retired to a confortable | ead coffin,
and stayed there till evening.
CHAPTER | V

THE next day the ghost was very weak and tired. The terrible
excitenent of the last four weeks was beginning to have its effect.
H s nerves were conpletely shattered, and he started at the
slightest noise. For five days he kept his room and at |ast nade
up his mind to give up the point of the blood-stain on the library
floor. If the Ois famly did not want it, they clearly did not
deserve it. They were evidently people on a |low, material plane of
exi stence, and quite incapable of appreciating the synbolic val ue
of sensuous phenonena. The question of phantasmi c apparitions, and
t he devel opnent of astral bodies, was of course quite a different
matter, and really not under his control. It was his solem duty
to appear in the corridor once a week, and to gibber fromthe |arge
oriel window on the first and third Wednesday in every nonth, and
he did not see how he coul d honourably escape from his obligations.
It is quite true that his |life had been very evil, but, upon the

ot her hand, he was nobst conscientious in all things connected with
the supernatural. For the next three Saturdays, accordingly, he
traversed the corridor as usual between midnight and three o' cl ock

taki ng every possi bl e precaution agai nst being either heard or



seen. He renoved his boots, trod as lightly as possible on the old
wor m eat en boards, wore a | arge black velvet cloak, and was carefu
to use the Rising Sun Lubricator for oiling his chains. | am bound
to acknow edge that it was with a good deal of difficulty that he
brought hinself to adopt this |ast node of protection. However,
one night, while the famly were at dinner, he slipped into M.
Qis's bedroomand carried off the bottle. He felt alittle
hum|iated at first, but afterwards was sensible enough to see that
there was a great deal to be said for the invention, and, to a
certain degree, it served his purpose. Still, in spite of
everything, he was not left unnolested. Strings were continually
bei ng stretched across the corridor, over which he tripped in the
dark, and on one occasion, while dressed for the part of 'Black

| saac, or the Huntsman of Hogley Wods,' he net with a severe fall,
through treading on a butter-slide, which the twins had constructed
fromthe entrance of the Tapestry Chanber to the top of the oak
staircase. This last insult so enraged him that he resolved to
make one final effort to assert his dignity and social position

and determined to visit the insolent young Etonians the next night
in his celebrated character of 'Reckless Rupert, or the Headl ess

Earl .

He had not appeared in this disguise for nore than seventy years;
in fact, not since he had so frightened pretty Lady Barbara Modi sh
by means of it, that she suddenly broke off her engagenent with the
present Lord Canterville's grandfather, and ran away to Getna

G een with handsome Jack Castleton, declaring that nothing in the
worl d woul d i nduce her to marry into a famly that allowed such a
horri ble phantomto wal k up and down the terrace at twilight. Poor
Jack was afterwards shot in a duel by Lord Canterville on
Wandsworth Common, and Lady Barbara died of a broken heart at
Tunbridge Wlls before the year was out, so, in every way, it had

been a great success. It was, however, an extremely difficult



"make-up,' if | may use such a theatrical expression in connection
with one of the greatest mysteries of the supernatural, or, to
enploy a nore scientific term the higher-natural world, and it
took himfully three hours to make his preparations. At |ast
everyt hing was ready, and he was very pleased with his appearance.
The big | eather riding-boots that went with the dress were just a
little too large for him and he could only find one of the two
horse-pistols, but, on the whole, he was quite satisfied, and at a
quarter past one he glided out of the wainscoting and crept down
the corridor. On reaching the room occupi ed by the tw ns, which
shoul d nmention was cal |l ed the Blue Bed Chanber, on account of the
col our of its hangings, he found the door just ajar. Wshing to
make an effective entrance, he flung it wi de open, when a heavy jug
of water fell right down on him wetting himto the skin, and just
m ssing his | eft shoul der by a couple of inches. At the sane
nmoment he heard stifled shrieks of |aughter proceeding fromthe
four-post bed. The shock to his nervous systemwas so great that
he fled back to his roomas hard as he could go, and the next day
he was laid up with a severe cold. The only thing that at all
consoled himin the whole affair was the fact that he had not
brought his head with him for, had he done so, the consequences

ni ght have been very serious.

He now gave up all hope of ever frightening this rude Anerican
famly, and contented hinself, as a rule, with creeping about the
passages in list slippers, with a thick red nuffler round his
throat for fear of draughts, and a small arquebuse, in case he
shoul d be attacked by the twins. The final blow he received
occurred on the 19th of Septenmber. He had gone downstairs to the
great entrance-hall, feeling sure that there, at any rate, he would
be quite unnol ested, and was anusing hinsel f by nmaking satirica
remarks on the | arge Saroni photographs of the United States

M nister and his wife, which had now taken the place of the



Canterville famly pictures. He was sinply but neatly clad in a

| ong shroud, spotted with churchyard nould, had tied up his jaw
with a strip of yellow linen, and carried a snall lantern and a
sexton's spade. In fact, he was dressed for the character of
"Jonas the Gravel ess, or the Corpse-Snatcher of Chertsey Barn,' one
of his nost renarkabl e i npersonations, and one which the
Cantervilles had every reason to renenber, as it was the rea

origin of their quarrel with their neighbour, Lord Rufford. It was
about a quarter past two o' clock in the norning, and, as far as he
coul d ascertain, no one was stirring. As he was strolling towards
the library, however, to see if there were any traces left of the
bl ood-stain, suddenly there | eaped out on himfroma dark corner
two figures, who waved their arns wildly above their heads, and

shrieked out "BOO"' in his ear

Seized with a panic, which, under the circunstances, was only
natural, he rushed for the staircase, but found Washington Qis
waiting for himthere with the big garden-syringe; and being thus
henmed in by his enem es on every side, and driven al nost to bay,
he vani shed into the great iron stove, which, fortunately for him
was not lit, and had to nake his way hone through the flues and
chi meys, arriving at his own roomin a terrible state of dirt,

di sorder, and despair.

After this he was not seen again on any nocturnal expedition. The
twins lay in wait for himon several occasions, and strewed the
passages with nutshells every night to the great annoyance of their
parents and the servants, but it was of no avail. It was quite
evident that his feelings were so wounded that he woul d not appear
M. Ois consequently resuned his great work on the history of the
Denocratic Party, on which he had been engaged for sonme years; Ms.
Qis organi sed a wonderful clam bake, which amazed t he whol e

county; the boys took to | acrosse, euchre, poker, and other



Aneri can national ganes; and Virginia rode about the | anes on her
pony, acconpani ed by the young Duke of Cheshire, who had cone to
spend the | ast week of his holidays at Canterville Chase. It was
general ly assuned that the ghost had gone away, and, in fact, M.
Ois wote a letter to that effect to Lord Canterville, who, in
reply, expressed his great pleasure at the news, and sent his best

congratulations to the Mnister's worthy w fe.

The Otises, however, were deceived, for the ghost was still in the
house, and though now al nost an invalid, was by no neans ready to
let matters rest, particularly as he heard that anobng the guests
was the young Duke of Cheshire, whose grand-uncle, Lord Francis
Stilton, had once bet a hundred gui neas with Col onel Carbury that
he would play dice with the Canterville ghost, and was found the
next nmorning lying on the floor of the card-roomin such a hel pl ess
paral ytic state, that though he lived on to a great age, he was
never able to say anything again but 'Double Sixes.' The story was
well known at the tinme, though, of course, out of respect to the
feelings of the two noble fanmlies, every attenpt was nmade to hush
it up; and a full account of all the circunstances connected with
it will be found in the third volune of Lord Tattle's RECOLLECTI ONS
OF THE PRI NCE REGENT AND HI S FRI ENDS. The ghost, then, was
naturally very anxious to show that he had not |ost his influence
over the Stiltons, with whom indeed, he was distantly connected,
his own first cousin having been marri ed EN SECONDES NOCES to the
Si eur de Bul kel ey, from whom as every one knows, the Dukes of
Cheshire are lineally descended. Accordingly, he made arrangenents
for appearing to Virginia's little lover in his cel ebrated

i mpersonation of 'The Vanpire Mnk, or, the Bl oodl ess Benedictine,
a performance so horrible that when old Lady Startup saw it, which
she did on one fatal New Year's Eve, in the year 1764, she went off
into the nost piercing shrieks, which culninated in violent

apopl exy, and died in three days, after disinheriting the



Cantervilles, who were her nearest relations, and leaving all her
money to her London apot hecary. At the last noment, however, his
terror of the twins prevented his leaving his room and the little
Duke slept in peace under the great feathered canopy in the Roya

Bedchamber, and dreaned of Virginia.

CHAPTER V

A FEW days after this, Virginia and her curly-haired cavalier went
out riding on Brockley meadows, where she tore her habit so badly
in getting through a hedge, that, on her return honme, she nade up
her mnd to go up by the back staircase so as not to be seen. As
she was running past the Tapestry Chanber, the door of which
happened to be open, she fanci ed she saw sone one inside, and
thinking it was her nother's nmaid, who sonetines used to bring her
work there, looked in to ask her to nmend her habit. To her inmmense
surprise, however, it was the Canterville CGhost hinself! He was
sitting by the wi ndow, watching the ruined gold of the yellow ng
trees fly through the air, and the red | eaves dancing nadly down
the I ong avenue. His head was | eaning on his hand, and his whol e
attitude was one of extrene depression. Indeed, so forlorn, and so
much out of repair did he | ook, that little Virginia, whose first

i dea had been to run away and | ock herself in her room was filled
with pity, and determined to try and confort him So Iight was her
footfall, and so deep his nelancholy, that he was not aware of her

presence till she spoke to him

"Il amso sorry for you,' she said, 'but ny brothers are going back

to Eton to-norrow, and then, if you behave yourself, no one wll



annoy you.

"It is absurd asking me to behave nyself,' he answered, | ooking
round in astoni shnent at the pretty little girl who had ventured to
address him 'quite absurd. | nust rattle ny chains, and groan
t hrough keyhol es, and wal k about at night, if that is what you

mean. It is my only reason for existing.

"It is no reason at all for existing, and you know you have been
very wicked. Ms. Umey told us, the first day we arrived here,

that you had killed your wife.

"Well, | quite admit it,' said the CGhost petulantly, '"but it was a

purely family matter, and concerned no one el se.

"It is very wwong to kill any one,' said Virginia, who at tinmes had

a sweet Puritan gravity, caught from sone old New Engl and ancestor.

"Ch, | hate the cheap severity of abstract ethics! MW wfe was
very plain, never had ny ruffs properly starched, and knew not hi ng
about cookery. Wy, there was a buck | had shot in Hogley Wods, a
magni ficent pricket, and do you know how she had it sent up to
tabl e? However, it is no natter now, for it is all over, and

don't think it was very nice of her brothers to starve nme to death,

though I did kill her.

"Starve you to death? GCh, M. Ghost, | nmean Sir Sinon, are you
hungry? | have a sandwich in ny case. Wuld you like it?
"No, thank you, | never eat anything now, but it is very kind of

you, all the same, and you are rmuch nicer than the rest of your

horrid, rude, vulgar, dishonest famly.

"Stop!' cried Virginia, stanping her foot, 'it is you who are rude,



and horrid, and vulgar, and as for dishonesty, you know you stole
the paints out of nmy box to try and furbish up that ridicul ous

bl ood-stain in the library. First you took all ny reds, including
the vermilion, and | couldn't do any nore sunsets, then you took
the eneral d-green and the chrome-yellow, and finally |I had not hing
| eft but indigo and Chinese white, and could only do noonli ght
scenes, which are always depressing to |l ook at, and not at all easy
to paint. | never told on you, though | was very nuch annoyed, and
it was nost ridiculous, the whole thing; for who ever heard of

ener al d- green bl ood?

"Well, really,' said the Ghost, rather neekly, 'what was | to do?
It is avery difficult thing to get real blood nowadays, and, as
your brother began it all with his Paragon Detergent, | certainly
saw no reason why | should not have your paints. As for col our
that is always a matter of taste: the Cantervilles have bl ue

bl ood, for instance, the very bluest in England; but | know you

Anericans don't care for things of this kind.'

" You know not hing about it, and the best thing you can do is to

em grate and inprove your mind. M father will be only too happy
to give you a free passage, and though there is a heavy duty on
spirits of every kind, there will be no difficulty about the Custom
House, as the officers are all Denpcrats. Once in New York, you
are sure to be a great success. | know |ots of people there who
woul d give a hundred thousand dollars to have a grandfather, and

much nore than that to have a famly Ghost.

"l don't think | should |ike Anerica.

"l suppose because we have no ruins and no curiosities,' said

Virginia satirically.



"No ruins! no curiosities!' answered the Ghost; 'you have your navy

and your nanners.

'Good evening; | will go and ask papa to get the twins an extra

week' s hol i day.

"Please don't go, Mss Virginia,' he cried; 'l amso lonely and so
unhappy, and | really don't know what to do. | want to go to sleep

and | cannot.

"That's quite absurd! You have nerely to go to bed and bl ow out
the candle. It is very difficult sonetines to keep awake,
especially at church, but there is no difficulty at all about

sl eeping. Wy, even babies know how to do that, and they are not

very clever.’

"l have not slept for three hundred years,' he said sadly, and
Virginia' s beautiful blue eyes opened in wonder; 'for three hundred

years | have not slept, and | amso tired.

Virginia grew quite grave, and her little lips trenmbled |ike rose-
| eaves. She cane towards him and kneeling down at his side,

| ooked up into his old withered face.

' Poor, poor Ghost,' she nurnured; 'have you no place where you can

sl eep?'

"Far away beyond the pine-woods,' he answered, in a | ow dreany
voice, 'there is alittle garden. There the grass grows |ong and
deep, there are the great white stars of the hem ock flower, there
the nightingale sings all night long. Al night Iong he sings, and
the cold, crystal nmoon | ooks down, and the yewtree spreads out its

giant arnms over the sleepers.



Virginia's eyes grewdimw th tears, and she hid her face in her

hands.

"You nmean the Garden of Death,' she whispered.

"Yes, Death. Death nust be so beautiful. To lie in the soft brown
earth, with the grasses wavi ng above one's head, and listen to
silence. To have no yesterday, and no to-norrow. To forget tine,
to forgive life, to be at peace. You can help ne. You can open
for me the portals of Death's house, for Love is always with you

and Love is stronger than Death is.

Virginia trenbled, a cold shudder ran through her, and for a few
monents there was silence. She felt as if she was in a terrible

dr eam

Then the Ghost spoke again, and his voice sounded |ike the sighing

of the w nd.

'Have you ever read the old prophecy on the library w ndow?

"Ch, often,' cried the little girl, looking up; 'l knowit quite
well. It is painted in curious black letters, and it is difficult

to read. There are only six |ines:

When a golden girl can win

Prayer fromout the lips of sin,

When the barren al nond bears,

And a little child gives away its tears,
Then shall all the house be stil

And peace conme to Canterville.



But | don't know what they mean.

'They nmean,' he said sadly, 'that you nust weep for me for ny sins,
because | have no tears, and pray with me for ny soul, because

have no faith, and then, if you have al ways been sweet, and good,
and gentle, the Angel of Death will have nercy on ne. You wll see
fearful shapes in darkness, and w cked voices w Il whisper in your
ear, but they will not harmyou, for against the purity of alittle

child the powers of Hell cannot prevail.

Virginia nade no answer, and the Ghost wung his hands in wld
despair as he | ooked down at her bowed gol den head. Suddenly she
stood up, very pale, and with a strange light in her eyes. 'I am
not afraid,' she said firmy, "and | will ask the Angel to have

mercy on you.

He rose fromhis seat with a faint cry of joy, and taking her hand
bent over it with ol d-fashioned grace and kissed it. His fingers
were as cold as ice, and his lips burned Iike fire, but Virginia
did not falter, as he |l ed her across the dusky room On the faded
green tapestry were broidered little huntsnmen. They blew their
tasselled horns and with their tiny hands waved to her to go back
"CGo back! little Virginia,' they cried, 'go back!' but the Ghost
clutched her hand nore tightly, and she shut her eyes agai nst them
Horrible animals with lizard tails, and goggl e eyes, blinked at her
fromthe carven chi mey-pi ece, and nmurnmured 'Beware! little
Virginia, beware! we may never see you again,' but the CGhost glided
on nore swiftly, and Virginia did not listen. Wen they reached
the end of the room he stopped, and nuttered sone words she could
not understand. She opened her eyes, and saw the wall slowy
fading away like a nist, and a great black cavern in front of her

A bitter cold wind swept round them and she felt something pulling

at her dress. 'Quick, quick,' cried the Grost, 'or it will be too



late,' and, in a nonment, the wainscoting had cl osed behind them

and the Tapestry Chanber was enpty.

CHAPTER VI

ABQUT ten minutes later, the bell rang for tea, and, as Virginia
did not come down, Ms. Ois sent up one of the footnmen to tel

her. After a little tine he returned and said that he could not
find Mss Virginia anywhere. As she was in the habit of going out
to the garden every evening to get flowers for the dinner-table,
Ms. Ois was not at all alarmed at first, but when six o' clock
struck, and Virginia did not appear, she becane really agitated,
and sent the boys out to look for her, while she herself and M.
Qis searched every roomin the house. At half-past six the boys
came back and said that they could find no trace of their sister
anywhere. They were all now in the greatest state of excitement,
and did not know what to do, when M. Qis suddenly renenbered
that, sone few days before, he had given a band of gypsies

perm ssion to canp in the park. He accordingly at once set off for
Bl ackfell Hollow, where he knew they were, acconpanied by his

el dest son and two of the farmservants. The little Duke of
Cheshire, who was perfectly frantic with anxiety, begged hard to be
allowed to go too, but M. OGis would not allow him as he was
afraid there might be a scuffle. On arriving at the spot, however,
he found that the gypsies had gone, and it was evident that their
departure had been rather sudden, as the fire was still burning,
and sone plates were lying on the grass. Having sent off

Washi ngton and the two nmen to scour the district, he ran home, and

despatched telegrans to all the police inspectors in the county,



telling themto |ook out for alittle girl who had been ki dnapped
by tranps or gypsies. He then ordered his horse to be brought
round, and, after insisting on his wife and the three boys sitting
down to dinner, rode off down the Ascot Road with a groom He had
hardly, however, gone a couple of miles when he heard sonebody
gall oping after him and, |ooking round, saw the little Duke com ng
up on his pony, with his face very flushed and no hat. 'I'm
awfully sorry, M. Qis,' gasped out the boy, 'but I can't eat any
dinner as long as Virginiais lost. Please, don't be angry with
me; if you had | et us be engaged | ast year, there would never have
been all this trouble. You won't send ne back, will you? | can't

go! 1 won't go!

The M nister could not help smling at the handsone young
scapegrace, and was a good deal touched at his devotion to
Virginia, so |eaning dowmn fromhis horse, he patted himkindly on
the shoul ders, and said, 'Well, Cecil, if you won't go back

suppose you nust cone with ne, but | nust get you a hat at Ascot.

"Ch, bother ny hat! | want Virginia!'' cried the little Duke,

| aughi ng, and they galloped on to the railway station. There M.
Qis inquired of the station-master if any one answering the
description of Virginia had been seen on the platform but could
get no news of her. The station-master, however, wired up and down
the line, and assured himthat a strict watch would be kept for
her, and, after having bought a hat for the little Duke froma

i nen-draper, who was just putting up his shutters, M. Qis rode
off to Bexley, a village about four mles away, which he was told
was a wel | -known haunt of the gypsies, as there was a | arge comon
next to it. Here they roused up the rural policenan, but could get
no information fromhim and, after riding all over the comon,
they turned their horses' heads honewards, and reached the Chase

about el even o' clock, dead-tired and al nost heart-broken. They



found Washington and the twins waiting for themat the gate-house
with lanterns, as the avenue was very dark. Not the slightest
trace of Virginia had been discovered. The gypsies had been caught
on Brockl ey neadows, but she was not with them and they had
expl ai ned their sudden departure by saying that they had m staken
the date of Chorton Fair, and had gone off in a hurry for fear they
m ght be late. |Indeed, they had been quite distressed at hearing
of Virginia' s disappearance, as they were very grateful to M. Qis
for having allowed themto canp in his park, and four of their
nunber had stayed behind to help in the search. The carp-pond had
been dragged, and the whol e Chase thoroughly gone over, but w thout
any result. It was evident that, for that night at any rate,
Virginia was lost to them and it was in a state of the deepest
depression that M Qis and the boys wal ked up to the house, the
groom foll owi ng behind with the two horses and the pony. 1In the
hall they found a group of frightened servants, and lying on a sofa
inthe library was poor Ms. Ois, alnpst out of her mind with
terror and anxiety, and having her forehead bathed w th eau-de-

col ogne by the old housekeeper. M. Qis at once insisted on her
havi ng sonmething to eat, and ordered up supper for the whole party.
It was a nel ancholy neal, as hardly any one spoke, and even the
twins were awestruck and subdued, as they were very fond of their
sister. \When they had finished, M. Qis, in spite of the
entreaties of the little Duke, ordered themall to bed, saying that
not hing nore could be done that night, and that he woul d tel egraph
in the norning to Scotland Yard for some detectives to be sent down
i medi ately. Just as they were passing out of the dining-room

m dni ght began to boom fromthe clock tower, and when the | ast
stroke sounded they heard a crash and a sudden shrill cry; a
dreadful peal of thunder shook the house, a strain of unearthly
nmusi ¢ floated through the air, a panel at the top of the staircase
flew back with a | oud noise, and out on the |anding, |ooking very

pale and white, with a little casket in her hand, stepped Virginia.



In a nonent they had all rushed up to her. Ms. Qis clasped her
passionately in her arms, the Duke snothered her with violent

ki sses, and the twi ns executed a wild war-dance round the group

' Good heavens! child, where have you been?' said M. Ois, rather
angrily, thinking that she had been playing sone foolish trick on
them ' Cecil and | have been riding all over the country | ooking
for you, and your nother has been frightened to death. You nust

never play these practical jokes any nore.'

'Except on the Ghost! except on the Ghost!' shrieked the twins, as

t hey capered about.

"My own darling, thank God you are found; you nust never |eave ny
side again,' murmured Ms. Qis, as she kissed the trenmbling child,

and snoot hed the tangled gold of her hair.

"Papa,' said Virginia quietly, 'l have been with the CGhost. He is
dead, and you nust conme and see him He had been very w cked, but
he was really sorry for all that he had done, and he gave ne this

box of beautiful jewels before he died.

The whole fanmily gazed at her in nute amazenent, but she was quite
grave and serious; and, turning round, she led themthrough the
opening in the wainscoting down a narrow secret corridor

Washi ngton following with a lighted candle, which he had caught up
fromthe table. Finally, they came to a great oak door, studded
with rusty nails. Wen Virginia touched it, it swung back on its
heavy hinges, and they found thenselves in a little |lowroom wth
a vaulted ceiling, and one tiny grated wi ndow. |nbedded in the
wal |l was a huge iron ring, and chained to it was a gaunt skel eton
that was stretched out at full length on the stone floor, and
seermed to be trying to grasp with its long fleshless fingers an

ol d-fashi oned trencher and ewer, that were placed just out of its



reach. The jug had evidently been once filled with water, as it
was covered inside with green nmould. There was nothing on the
trencher but a pile of dust. Virginia knelt down beside the
skel eton, and, folding her little hands together, began to pray
silently, while the rest of the party |ooked on in wonder at the

terrible tragedy whose secret was now di sclosed to them

"Hal | o!* suddenly exclaimed one of the twi ns, who had been | ooking
out of the window to try and discover in what wi ng of the house the
roomwas situated. 'Hallo! the old withered al nond-tree has

bl ossoned. | can see the flowers quite plainly in the noonlight.

'CGod has forgiven him' said Virginia gravely, as she rose to her

feet, and a beautiful light seemed to illum ne her face.

"What an angel you are!' cried the young Duke, and he put his arm

round her neck and ki ssed her

CHAPTER VI |

FOUR days after these curious incidents a funeral started from
Canterville Chase at about eleven o' clock at night. The hearse was
drawn by ei ght black horses, each of which carried on its head a
great tuft of nodding ostrich-plunes, and the | eaden coffin was
covered by a rich purple pall, on which was enbroidered in gold the
Canterville coat-of-arms. By the side of the hearse and the
coaches wal ked the servants with lighted torches, and the whol e
processi on was wonderfully inpressive. Lord Canterville was the
chi ef nourner, having cone up specially fromWales to attend the

funeral, and sat in the first carriage along with little Virginia.



Then cane the United States Mnister and his wife, then Washi ngton
and the three boys, and in the last carriage was Ms. Umey. It
was generally felt that, as she had been frightened by the ghost
for nmore than fifty years of her life, she had a right to see the
last of him A deep grave had been dug in the corner of the
churchyard, just under the old yewtree, and the service was read
in the nost inpressive nanner by the Rev. Augustus Danpier. Wen
the cerenmony was over, the servants, according to an old custom
observed in the Canterville fam |y, extinguished their torches,
and, as the coffin was being lowered into the grave, Virginia
stepped forward and laid on it a large cross nade of white and pink
al nond- bl ossons. As she did so, the noon cane out from behind a
cloud, and flooded with its silent silver the little churchyard,
and froma distant copse a nightingale began to sing. She thought
of the ghost's description of the Garden of Death, her eyes becane

dimwith tears, and she hardly spoke a word during the drive hone.

The next norning, before Lord Canterville went up to town, M. Qis
had an interview with himon the subject of the jewels the ghost
had given to Virginia. They were perfectly magnificent, especially
a certain ruby necklace with old Venetian setting, which was really
a superb specinen of sixteenth-century work, and their value was so
great that M. Ois felt considerable scruples about allow ng his

daughter to accept them

"My lord,' he said, 'l knowthat in this country nortrmain is held
to apply to trinkets as well as to land, and it is quite clear to
me that these jewels are, or should be, heirloons in your fanily.

I nust beg you, accordingly, to take themto London with you, and
to regard themsinply as a portion of your property which has been
restored to you under certain strange conditions. As for ny
daughter, she is nerely a child, and has as yet, | amglad to say,

but little interest in such appurtenances of idle luxury. | am



also informed by Ms. Qis, who, | nay say, is no mean authority
upon Art - having had the privilege of spending several winters in
Bost on when she was a girl - that these gens are of great nonetary
worth, and if offered for sale would fetch a tall price. Under
these circunstances, Lord Canterville, | feel sure that you wll
recogni se how inpossible it would be for ne to allow themto renain
in the possession of any nenber of ny family; and, indeed, all such
vai n gauds and toys, however suitable or necessary to the dignity
of the British aristocracy, would be conpletely out of place anobng
those who have been brought up on the severe, and | believe
imortal, principles of republican sinmplicity. Perhaps |I should
mention that Virginia is very anxious that you should allow her to
retain the box as a nenmento of your unfortunate but m sguided
ancestor. As it is extrenely old, and consequently a good deal out
of repair, you may perhaps think fit to conply with her request.

For ny own part, | confess | ama good deal surprised to find a
child of m ne expressing synpathy with nmedi aevalismin any form
and can only account for it by the fact that Virginia was born in
one of your London suburbs shortly after Ms. Qis had returned

froma trip to Athens.

Lord Canterville listened very gravely to the worthy Mnister's
speech, pulling his grey noustache now and then to hide an
involuntary smle, and when M. Qis had ended, he shook him
cordially by the hand, and said, 'My dear sir, your charmng little
daught er rendered ny unl ucky ancestor, Sir Sinmon, a very inportant
service, and | and ny family are nuch indebted to her for her
mar vel | ous courage and pluck. The jewels are clearly hers, and,
egad, | believe that if | were heartl ess enough to take them from
her, the wicked old fellow would be out of his grave in a
fortnight, leading nme the devil of alife. As for their being
heirl oons, nothing is an heirloomthat is not so nentioned in a

will or legal docunment, and the existence of these jewels has been



quite unknown. | assure you | have no nmore claimon themthan your
butler, and when Mss Virginia grows up | daresay she will be

pl eased to have pretty things to wear. Besides, you forget, M.
Qis, that you took the furniture and the ghost at a val uation, and
anyt hing that belonged to the ghost passed at once into your
possessi on, as, whatever activity Sir Sinon nay have shown in the
corridor at night, in point of |aw he was really dead, and you

acquired his property by purchase.

M. Ois was a good deal distressed at Lord Canterville's refusal
and begged himto reconsider his decision, but the good-natured
peer was quite firm and finally induced the Mnister to allow his
daughter to retain the present the ghost had given her, and when
in the spring of 1890, the young Duchess of Cheshire was presented
at the Queen's first draw ng-roomon the occasion of her marriage,
her jewels were the universal thene of admiration. For Virginia
received the coronet, which is the reward of all good little
Anerican girls, and was married to her boy-lover as soon as he cane
of age. They were both so charming, and they | oved each other so
much, that every one was delighted at the match, except the old

Mar chi oness of Dunbl eton, who had tried to catch the Duke for one
of her seven unmarried daughters, and had given no | ess than three
expensi ve dinner-parties for that purpose, and, strange to say, M.
Qis hinmself. M. OQis was extrenely fond of the young Duke
personal Iy, but, theoretically, he objected to titles, and, to use
his own words, 'was not w thout apprehension lest, anid the
enervating influences of a pleasure-loving aristocracy, the true
principles of republican sinplicity should be forgotten.' His

obj ections, however, were conpletely overruled, and | believe that
when he wal ked up the aisle of St. George's, Hanover Square, wth
hi s daughter | eaning on his arm there was not a prouder man in the

whol e I ength and breadth of Engl and.



The Duke and Duchess, after the honeynbon was over, went down to
Canterville Chase, and on the day after their arrival they wal ked
over in the afternoon to the lonely churchyard by the pine-woods.
There had been a great deal of difficulty at first about the
inscription on Sir Sinmon's tonmbstone, but finally it had been
decided to engrave on it sinply the initials of the old gentleman's
nane, and the verse fromthe library window. The Duchess had
brought with her sonme |lovely roses, which she strewed upon the
grave, and after they had stood by it for sonme tinme they strolled
into the ruined chancel of the old abbey. There the Duchess sat
down on a fallen pillar, while her husband | ay at her feet snoking
a cigarette and | ooking up at her beautiful eyes. Suddenly he
threw his cigarette away, took hold of her hand, and said to her

"Virginia, a wife should have no secrets from her husband.

"Dear Cecil! | have no secrets from you.

"Yes, you have,' he answered, snmiling, 'you have never told me what

happened to you when you were | ocked up with the ghost.

"l have never told any one, Cecil,' said Virginia gravely.

"I know that, but you might tell ne.

'Pl ease don't ask me, Cecil, | cannot tell you. Poor Sir Sinon! |
owe hima great deal. Yes, don't laugh, Cecil, | really do. He
made nme see what Life is, and what Death signifies, and why Love is

stronger than both.

The Duke rose and kissed his wife |ovingly.

'You can have your secret as long as | have your heart,' he

mur nur ed.



" You have always had that, Cecil.

"And you will tell our children some day, won't you?

Vi rgi ni a bl ushed.

THE SPHI NX W THOUT A SECRET

ONE afternoon | was sitting outside the Cafe de |a Pai x, watching

t he spl endour and shabbi ness of Parisian life, and wondering over
my vernouth at the strange panoranma of pride and poverty that was
passi ng before ne, when | heard sone one call ny nane. | turned
round, and saw Lord Miurchison. W had not net since we had been at
col |l ege together, nearly ten years before, so | was delighted to
come across himagain, and we shook hands warmy. At Oxford we had
been great friends. | had liked himimrensely, he was so handsone,
so high-spirited, and so honourable. W used to say of himthat he
woul d be the best of fellows, if he did not always speak the truth,
but I think we really adnmired himall the nore for his frankness.

I found hima good deal changed. He | ooked anxious and puzzl ed,
and seened to be in doubt about sonething. | felt it could not be
nmodern scepticism for Mirchison was the stoutest of Tories, and
believed in the Pentateuch as firmy as he believed in the House of
Peers; so | concluded that it was a worman, and asked himif he was

married yet.

"l don't understand wonen well enough,' he answered.



"My dear Cerald,' | said, '"wonen are neant to be |oved, not to be

under st ood. '

"l cannot | ove where | cannot trust,' he replied.

"l believe you have a nystery in your life, Gerald,' | exclained,

"tell nme about it.

"Let us go for a drive,' he answered, 'it is too crowded here. No,
not a yellow carriage, any other colour - there, that dark green
one will do'; and in a few nonments we were trotting down the

boul evard in the direction of the Madel ei ne.

"Where shall we go to?' | said.

" Ch, anywhere you like!" he answered - '"to the restaurant in the
Bois; we will dine there, and you shall tell nme all about

your sel f.

"l want to hear about you first," | said. 'Tell nme your nystery.

He took fromhis pocket a little silver-clasped norocco case, and
handed it to me. | opened it. Inside there was the photograph of
a wonan. She was tall and slight, and strangely picturesque with
her | arge vague eyes and | oosened hair. She |ooked like a

CLAlI RVOYANTE, and was wapped in rich furs.

"What do you think of that face? he said; 'is it truthful?

| examned it carefully. It seemed to ne the face of some one who
had a secret, but whether that secret was good or evil | could not
say. |Its beauty was a beauty noul ded out of many nysteries - the
beauty, in fact, which is psychol ogical, not plastic - and the

faint snmle that just played across the lips was far too subtle to



be really sweet

"Vell," he cried inpatiently, 'what do you say?
"She is the Goconda in sables,' | answered. 'Let nme know al
about her.

"Not now,' he said; 'after dinner,' and began to talk of other

t hi ngs.

When the waiter brought us our coffee and cigarettes | rem nded
Gerald of his promise. He rose fromhis seat, wal ked two or three
times up and down the room and, sinking into an arnchair, told me

the following story: -

'One evening,' he said, 'I was wal ki ng down Bond Street about five
o'clock. There was a terrific crush of carriages, and the traffic
was al nost stopped. Cose to the pavenent was standing a little
yel | ow brougham which, for sonme reason or other, attracted ny
attention. As | passed by there | ooked out fromit the face
showed you this afternoon. It fascinated me imediately. Al that
night | kept thinking of it, and all the next day. | wandered up
and down that wetched Row, peering into every carriage, and

wai ting for the yell ow brougham but | could not find MA BELLE

I NCONNUE, and at last | began to think she was nerely a dream
About a week afterwards | was dining with Madanme de Rastail .

D nner was for eight o' clock; but at hal f-past eight we were stil
waiting in the drawing-room Finally the servant threw open the
door, and announced Lady Alroy. It was the wonan | had been

| ooking for. She cane in very slowy, looking Iike a noonbeamin
grey lace, and, to ny intense delight, | was asked to take her in
to dinner. After we had sat down, | renmarked quite innocently, "

think |1 caught sight of you in Bond Street sone tine ago, Lady



Alroy." She grew very pale, and said to ne in a |l ow voice, "Pray
do not talk so loud; you may be overheard." | felt mniserable at
havi ng nmade such a bad begi nning, and plunged recklessly into the
subj ect of the French plays. She spoke very little, always in the
sane | ow nusi cal voice, and seemed as if she was afraid of sone one
listening. | fell passionately, stupidly in love, and the

i ndefi nabl e at nosphere of nystery that surrounded her excited ny
nost ardent curiosity. Wen she was going away, which she did very
soon after dinner, | asked her if | mght call and see her. She
hesitated for a nonent, glanced round to see if any one was near

us, and then said, "Yes; to-norrow at a quarter to five." | begged
Madane de Rastail to tell nme about her; but all that | could learn
was that she was a widow with a beautiful house in Park Lane, and
as sone scientific bore began a dissertation on wi dows, as
exenplifying the survival of the matrinonially fittest, I left and

went hone.

'The next day | arrived at Park Lane punctual to the nonent, but
was told by the butler that Lady Alroy had just gone out. | went
down to the club quite unhappy and very nuch puzzled, and after

| ong consideration wote her a letter, asking if | mght be allowed
to try nmy chance sone other afternoon. | had no answer for severa
days, but at last | got a little note saying she would be at hone
on Sunday at four and with this extraordinary postscript: "Please
do not wite to me here again; | will explain when | see you." On
Sunday she received ne, and was perfectly charm ng; but when | was
goi ng away she begged of ne, if | ever had occasion to wite to her
again, to address ny letter to "Ms. Knox, care of Wittaker's

Li brary, Green Street." "There are reasons,” she said, "why

cannot receive letters in nmy own house."

"Al'l through the season | saw a great deal of her, and the

at mosphere of nystery never left her. Sonetimes | thought that she



was in the power of some nman, but she | ooked so unapproachabl e,
that | could not believe it. It was really very difficult for ne
to come to any conclusion, for she was |ike one of those strange
crystals that one sees in nuseuns, which are at one nonment clear
and at another clouded. At last | determined to ask her to be ny
wife: | was sick and tired of the incessant secrecy that she

i mposed on all ny visits, and on the few letters | sent her. |
wote to her at the library to ask her if she could see ne the

foll owi ng Monday at six. She answered yes, and | was in the

seventh heaven of delight. | was infatuated with her: in spite of
the nystery, | thought then - in consequence of it, | see now No;
it was the woman herself | loved. The mystery troubled ne,

maddened ne. Wiy did chance put ne in its track?

"You discovered it, then?" | cried.

"Il fear so,' he answered. 'You can judge for yourself.

"When Monday cane round | went to lunch with nmy uncle, and about
four o' clock found nyself in the Maryl ebone Road. M/ uncle, you
know, lives in Regent's Park. | wanted to get to Piccadilly, and
took a short cut through a lot of shabby little streets. Suddenly
| sawin front of me Lady Alroy, deeply veiled and wal ki ng very

fast. On coming to the |last house in the street, she went up the

steps, took out a latch-key, and let herself in. "Here is the
mystery," | said to nyself; and | hurried on and exam ned the
house. It seened a sort of place for letting | odgings. On the
doorstep | ay her handkerchi ef, which she had dropped. | picked it

up and put it in ny pocket. Then | began to consider what | should
do. | cane to the conclusion that | had no right to spy on her

and | drove down to the club. At six | called to see her. She was
lying on a sofa, in a tea-gown of silver tissue |ooped up by some

strange noonstones that she always wore. She was |ooking quite



lovely. "I amso glad to see you," she said; "I have not been out

all day." | stared at her in amazenent, and pulling the
handker chi ef out of ny pocket, handed it to her. "You dropped this
in Cummor Street this afternoon, Lady Alroy," | said very calnly.

She | ooked at me in terror but nade no attenpt to take the

handkerchi ef. "Wat were you doing there?" | asked. "Wat right
have you to question nme?" she answered. "The right of a nan who
I oves you," | replied; "I cane here to ask you to be ny wife." She
hid her face in her hands, and burst into floods of tears. "You
must tell nme," | continued. She stood up, and, |ooking ne straight

in the face, said, "Lord Murchison, there is nothing to tell you."

"You went to neet sonme one,"” | cried; "this is your mystery."
She grew dreadfully white, and said, "I went to neet no one."
"Can't you tell the truth?" | exclainmed. "I have told it," she
replied. 1 was mad, frantic; | don't know what | said, but | said

terrible things to her. Finally | rushed out of the house. She
wote me a letter the next day; | sent it back unopened, and
started for Norway with Alan Colville. After a nonth | came back
and the first thing | saw in the MORNI NG POST was the death of Lady
Alroy. She had caught a chill at the Opera, and had died in five
days of congestion of the lungs. | shut nyself up and saw no one.

I had | oved her so nmuch, | had |oved her so nadly. Good God! how

had | oved that woman!'

"You went to the street, to the house in it?' | said.

"Yes,' he answered.

"One day | went to Cummor Street. | could not help it; | was
tortured with doubt. | knocked at the door, and a respectabl e-

| ooki ng wonman opened it to nme. | asked her if she had any roons to
let. "Well, sir,"” she replied, "the draw ng-roons are supposed to

be let; but I have not seen the lady for three nmonths, and as rent



is owing on them you can have them" - "Is this the lady?" | said,

showi ng the photograph. "That's her, sure enough," she excl ai ned;
"and when is she com ng back, sir?" - "The lady is dead," |
replied. "Oh sir, | hope not!" said the worman; "she was ny best

| odger. She paid ne three guineas a week nmerely to sit in ny
drawi ng-roons now and then." "She net sone one here?" | said; but
the wonan assured nme that it was not so, that she al ways cane

al one, and saw no one. "What on earth did she do here?" | cried.
"She sinply sat in the drawi ng-room sir, reading books, and

sonetines had tea," the wonan answered. | did not know what to
say, so | gave her a sovereign and went away. Now, what do you
think it all neant? You don't believe the woman was telling the

truth?

"1 do.'

'Then why did Lady Alroy go there?

"My dear Cerald,' | answered, 'Lady Alroy was sinply a wonan with a
mani a for nmystery. She took these roons for the pleasure of going
there with her veil down, and inmagining she was a heroi ne. She had
a passion for secrecy, but she herself was nerely a Sphinx wi thout

a secret.

"Do you really think so?

"I amsure of it," | replied

He took out the norocco case, opened it, and | ooked at the

phot ograph. 'l wonder?' he said at |ast.

THE MODEL M LLI ONAI RE



UNLESS one is wealthy there is no use in being a charnming fell ow
Romance is the privilege of the rich, not the profession of the
unenmpl oyed. The poor should be practical and prosaic. It is
better to have a pernmanent incone than to be fascinating. These
are the great truths of nodern |ife which Hughie Erskine never
realised. Poor Hughie! Intellectually, we nust admt, he was not
of much inportance. He never said a brilliant or even an ill-
natured thing in his life. But then he was wonderfully good-

| ooking, with his crisp brown hair, his clear-cut profile, and his
grey eyes. He was as popular with nen as he was with wonen and he
had every acconplishnent except that of making noney. H s father
had bequeat hed himhis cavalry sword and a H STORY OF THE

PENI NSULAR WAR in fifteen volunes. Hughie hung the first over his
| ooki ng-gl ass, put the second on a shelf between RUFF' S GUI DE and
BAI LEY' S MAGAZI NE, and lived on two hundred a year that an ol d aunt
allowed him He had tried everything. He had gone on the Stock
Exchange for six nonths; but what was a butterfly to do anong bulls
and bears? He had been a tea-nerchant for a little |onger, but had
soon tired of pekoe and souchong. Then he had tried selling dry
sherry. That did not answer; the sherry was a little too dry.
Utimately he becane nothing, a delightful, ineffectual young man

with a perfect profile and no profession.

To nake nmatters worse, he was in love. The girl he loved was Laura
Merton, the daughter of a retired Colonel who had | ost his tenper
and his digestion in India, and had never found either of them
again. Laura adored him and he was ready to kiss her shoe-
strings. They were the handsonest couple in London, and had not a

penny- pi ece between them The Col onel was very fond of Hughie, but



woul d not hear of any engagenent.

"Conme to ne, ny boy, when you have got ten thousand pounds of your
own, and we will see about it,' he used to say; and Hughi e | ooked

very glumin those days, and had to go to Laura for consol ation

One norning, as he was on his way to Hol |l and Park, where the
Mertons lived, he dropped in to see a great friend of his, Al an
Trevor. Trevor was a painter. Indeed, few people escape that
nowadays. But he was also an artist, and artists are rather rare.
Personal ly he was a strange rough fellow, with a freckled face and
a red ragged beard. However, when he took up the brush he was a
real master, and his pictures were eagerly sought after. He had
been very nuch attracted by Hughie at first, it nust be

acknow edged, entirely on account of his personal charm 'The only
peopl e a painter should know,' he used to say, 'are people who are
BETE and beautiful, people who are an artistic pleasure to | ook at
and an intellectual repose to talk to. Men who are dandi es and
worren who are darlings rule the world, at |east they should do so.
However, after he got to know Hughie better, he liked himquite as
much for his bright, buoyant spirits and his generous, reckless

nature, and had given himthe permanent ENTREE to his studio.

When Hughi e cane in he found Trevor putting the finishing touches
to a wonderful life-size picture of a beggar-nman. The beggar

hi msel f was standing on a raised platformin a corner of the
studio. He was a wi zened old man, with a face Iike winkled
parchnment, and a nobst piteous expression. Over his shoul ders was
flung a coarse brown cloak, all tears and tatters; his thick boots
wer e patched and cobbl ed, and with one hand he | eant on a rough

stick, while with the other he held out his battered hat for al ns.

"What an anmazi ng nodel !' whi spered Hughi e, as he shook hands with

his friend.



"An amazi ng nodel ?' shouted Trevor at the top of his voice;
shoul d think so! Such beggars as he are not to be net with every
day. A TROUVAILLE, MON CHER, a living Vel asquez! M stars! what

an etchi ng Renbrandt woul d have nade of him’

"Poor old chap!' said Hughie, 'how miserable he | ooks! But |

suppose, to you painters, his face is his fortune?

"Certainly,' replied Trevor, 'you don't want a beggar to | ook

happy, do you?

" How nmuch does a nodel get for sitting? asked Hughie, as he found

hinself a confortable seat on a divan

"A shilling an hour.

" And how nuch do you get for your picture, Al an?

"Ch, for this | get two thousand!

' Pounds?

"Qui neas. Painters, poets, and physicians always get gui neas.

"Wll, | think the nodel should have a percentage,' cried Hughie,

| aughi ng; 'they work quite as hard as you do.

' Nonsense, nonsense! Wy, look at the trouble of laying on the
pai nt al one, and standing all day long at one's easel! It's al
very well, Hughie, for you to talk, but | assure you that there are
monent s when Art alnost attains to the dignity of manual | abour

But you nustn't chatter; |I'mvery busy. Snoke a cigarette, and



keep qui et.

After sone tinme the servant cane in, and told Trevor that the

framenmaker wanted to speak to him

"Don't run away, Hughie,' he said, as he went out, 'I will be back

in a nonent.

The ol d beggar-man took advantage of Trevor's absence to rest for a
noment on a wooden bench that was behind him He | ooked so forlorn
and wretched that Hughie could not help pitying him and felt in
hi s pockets to see what noney he had. All he could find was a
soverei gn and sonme coppers. 'Poor old fellow, ' he thought to
himself, 'he wants it nmore than | do, but it nmeans no hansons for a
fortnight'; and he wal ked across the studio and slipped the

sovereign into the beggar's hand.

The old man started, and a faint smle flitted across his wthered

lips. 'Thank you, sir,' he said, 'thank you.

Then Trevor arrived, and Hughie took his |eave, blushing a little
at what he had done. He spent the day with Laura, got a charm ng

scol ding for his extravagance, and had to wal k hone.

That night he strolled into the Palette C ub about el even o' clock
and found Trevor sitting by hinself in the snoking-room drinking

hock and seltzer

"Well, Alan, did you get the picture finished all right? he said,

as he lit his cigarette.

"Finished and franed, ny boy!' answered Trevor; 'and, by the bye,
you have made a conquest. That old nodel you saw is quite devoted

to you. | had to tell himall about you - who you are, where you



live, what your incone is, what prospects you have -

"My dear Alan,' cried Hughie, 'I shall probably find himwaiting
for me when | go hone. But of course you are only joking. Poor
old wetch! | wish | could do sonething for him | think it is
dreadful that any one should be so miserable. | have got heaps of
old clothes at hone - do you think he would care for any of thenf

Why, his rags were falling to bits.

"But he | ooks splendid in them' said Trevor. 'I| wouldn't paint
himin a frock coat for anything. What you call rags | cal
romance. \What seens poverty to you is picturesqueness to ne.

However, |'Il tell himof your offer.

"Alan,' said Hughie seriously, 'you painters are a heartless |ot.

"An artist's heart is his head,' replied Trevor; 'and besides, our
business is to realise the world as we see it, not to reformit as
we know it. A CHACUN SON METIER And now tell ne how Laura is.

The ol d nodel was quite interested in her.

"You don't nmean to say you tal ked to hi mabout her?' said Hughie.

"Certainly | did. He knows all about the relentless col onel, the

| ovely Laura, and the 10,000 pounds.

"You told that old beggar all ny private affairs? cried Hughie,

| ooki ng very red and angry.

"My dear boy,' said Trevor, smling, 'that old beggar, as you cal
him is one of the richest men in Europe. He could buy all London
to-nmorrow wi t hout overdrawi ng his account. He has a house in every

capital, dines off gold plate, and can prevent Russia going to war



when he chooses.

"What on earth do you nean?' exclai ned Hughi e.

"What | say,' said Trevor. 'The old nman you saw to-day in the
studi o was Baron Hausberg. He is a great friend of mne, buys al
my pictures and that sort of thing, and gave nme a conmi ssion a
month ago to paint himas a beggar. QUE VOULEZ-VOUS? LA FANTAISIE
D UN M LLIONNAIRE! And | nust say he nmade a magnificent figure in
his rags, or perhaps | should say in ny rags; they are an old suit

I got in Spain.

'Baron Hausberg!' cried Hughie. 'Good heavens! | gave hima

sovereign!' and he sank into an arncthair the picture of dismay.

"Gave hima sovereign!' shouted Trevor, and he burst into a roar of
| aughter. 'MW dear boy, you'll never see it again. SON AFFAI RE

C EST L' ARGENT DES AUTRES.'

"I think you mght have told me, Alan,' said Hughie sulkily, 'and

not have let me make such a fool of nyself.

"Wll, to begin with, Hughie,' said Trevor, 'it never entered ny

m nd that you went about distributing alms in that reckless way. |
can understand your kissing a pretty nodel, but your giving a
sovereign to an ugly one - by Jove, no! Besides, the fact is that
| really was not at honme to-day to any one; and when you cane in |
didn't know whet her Hausberg would |ike his nane nentioned. You

know he wasn't in full dress.

"What a duffer he nust think ne!' said Hughie.

"Not at all. He was in the highest spirits after you left; kept

chuckling to hinmself and rubbing his old winkled hands together



I couldn't make out why he was so interested to know all about you
but | see it all now He'll invest your sovereign for you, Hughie,
pay you the interest every six nonths, and have a capital story to

tell after dinner.

"l am an unlucky devil,' growl ed Hughie. 'The best thing | can do
is to go to bed; and, ny dear Alan, you nustn't tell any one.

shoul dn't dare show ny face in the Row.'

"Nonsense! It reflects the highest credit on your philanthropic
spirit, Hughie. And don't run away. Have another cigarette, and

you can tal k about Laura as nmuch as you Iike.

However, Hughie woul dn't stop, but wal ked hone, feeling very

unhappy, and | eaving Alan Trevor in fits of |aughter

The next norning, as he was at breakfast, the servant brought him
up a card on which was witten, 'Mnsieur Qustave Naudin, DE LA
PART DE M | e Baron Hausberg.' 'I suppose he has cone for an

apol ogy,' said Hughie to hinself; and he told the servant to show

the visitor up.

An ol d gentleman with gold spectacles and grey hair canme into the
room and said, in a slight French accent, 'Have |I the honour of

addr essi ng Monsi eur Erskine?
Hughi e bowed.

"l have cone from Baron Hausberg,' he continued. 'The Baron -

"I beg, sir, that you will offer himny sincerest apol ogies,

st ammer ed Hughi e.

"The Baron,' said the old gentleman with a snile, 'has conmi ssioned



me to bring you this letter'; and he extended a seal ed envel ope.

On the outside was witten, 'A wedding present to Hugh Erskine and
Laura Merton, froman old beggar,' and inside was a cheque for

10, 000 pounds.

When they were married Al an Trevor was the best man, and the Baron

made a speech at the weddi ng breakfast.

"MIlionaire nodels,' remarked Alan, 'are rare enough; but, by

Jove, nodel millionaires are rarer still!

THE PORTRAIT OF MR W H.

CHAPTER |

I HAD been dining with Erskine in his pretty little house in

Bi rdcage WAl k, and we were sitting in the library over our coffee
and cigarettes, when the question of literary forgeries happened to
turn up in conversation. | cannot at present renenber how it was
that we struck upon this sonewhat curious topic, as it was at that
time, but I know that we had a | ong discussion about Macpherson
Ireland, and Chatterton, and that with regard to the | ast |
insisted that his so-called forgeries were nerely the result of an
artistic desire for perfect representation; that we had no right to
quarrel with an artist for the conditions under which he chooses to

present his work; and that all Art being to a certain degree a node



of acting, an attenpt to realise one's own personality on sone
i magi nati ve pl ane out of reach of the trammelling accidents and
limtations of real life, to censure an artist for a forgery was to

confuse an ethical with an aesthetical problem

Er ski ne, who was a good deal older than |I was, and had been
listening to me with the amused deference of a man of forty,
suddenly put his hand upon ny shoul der and said to ne, 'Wuat would
you say about a young man who had a strange theory about a certain
work of art, believed in his theory, and committed a forgery in

order to prove it?

"Ah! that is quite a different natter,' | answered.

Erskine remained silent for a few nonents, |ooking at the thin grey
threads of snmoke that were rising fromhis cigarette. 'Yes,' he

said, after a pause, 'quite different.

There was something in the tone of his voice, a slight touch of
bitterness perhaps, that excited ny curiosity. 'Di d you ever know

anybody who did that?' | cried.

"Yes,' he answered, throwing his cigarette into the fire, - 'a
great friend of mne, Cyril Gaham He was very fascinating, and
very foolish, and very heartless. However, he left ne the only

| egacy | ever received in nmy life.

"What was that?' | exclainmed. Erskine rose fromhis seat, and
going over to a tall inlaid cabinet that stood between the two

wi ndows, unlocked it, and cane back to where | was sitting, holding
in his hand a snall panel picture set in an old and somewhat

tarni shed Eli zabet han frane.



It was a full-length portrait of a young man in | ate sixteenth-
century costune, standing by a table, with his right hand resting
on an open book. He seened about seventeen years of age, and was
of quite extraordinary personal beauty, though evidently sonewhat
effeminate. |Indeed, had it not been for the dress and the closely
cropped hair, one would have said that the face with its dreany

wi stful eyes, and its delicate scarlet lips, was the face of a
girl. In manner, and especially in the treatnent of the hands, the
pi cture renm nded one of Francois Couet's |ater work. The bl ack
vel vet doublet with its fantastically gilded points, and the
peacock- bl ue background agai nst which it showed up so pleasantly,
and fromwhich it gained such | um nous val ue of colour, were quite
in Clouet's style; and the two nasks of Tragedy and Conedy that
hung sonewhat formally fromthe marbl e pedestal had that hard
severity of touch - so different fromthe facile grace of the
Italians - which even at the Court of France the great Flenish
mast er never conpletely lost, and which in itself has al ways been a

characteristic of the northern tenper.

"It is a charmng thing," | cried, 'but who is this wonderful young

man, whose beauty Art has so happily preserved for us?

"This is the portrait of M. W H.,' said Erskine, with a sad
smile. It nmight have been a chance effect of light, but it seened

to ne that his eyes were quite bright with tears.

"M. W H!" | exclained; '"who was M. W H. ?

"Don't you remenber?' he answered; 'look at the book on which his

hand is resting.'

'l see there is sone witing there, but | cannot nake it out,' |

replied.



' Take this magnifying-glass and try,' said Erskine, with the same

sad smle still playing about his nouth.

I took the glass, and noving the lanmp a little nearer, | began to
spel |l out the crabbed sixteenth-century handwiting. 'To the onlie
begetter of these insuing sonnets.' . . . 'Good heavens!' | cried

"is this Shakespeare's M. W H. ?

"Cyril Grahamused to say so,' mnuttered Erskine

"But it is not a bit Iike Lord Penbroke,' | answered. 'I know the
Penshurst portraits very well. | was staying near there a few
weeks ago.

"Do you really believe then that the sonnets are addressed to Lord

Penbr oke?' he asked.

"Il amsure of it,' | answered. ' Penbroke, Shakespeare, and Ms
Mary Fitton are the three personages of the Sonnets; there is no

doubt at all about it.

"Well, | agree with you,' said Erskine, 'but | did not always think
so. | used to believe - well, | suppose | used to believe in Cyril

Graham and his theory.'

"And what was that?' | asked, |ooking at the wonderful portrait,

whi ch had al ready begun to have a strange fascination for ne.

"It is along story,' said Erskine, taking the picture away from ne
- rather abruptly I thought at the time - '"a very long story; but

if you care to hear it, I will tell it to you.

"I love theories about the Sonnets,' | cried; "but | don't think I

amlikely to be converted to any new idea. The matter has ceased



to be a nystery to any one. Indeed, | wonder that it ever was a

nmystery.'

"As | don't believe in the theory, | amnot likely to convert you

toit," said Erskine, laughing; "but it may interest you.

"Tell it to ne, of course,’ | answered. 'If it is half as
delightful as the picture, | shall be nore than satisfied.
"Well,' said Erskine, lighting a cigarette, 'l nust begin by

telling you about Cyril Graham hinself. He and | were at the sane
house at Eton. | was a year or two ol der than he was, but we were
i mense friends, and did all our work and all our play together
There was, of course, a good deal nore play than work, but | cannot
say that | amsorry for that. It is always an advantage not to
have received a sound conmmerci al education, and what | learned in
the playing fields at Eton has been quite as useful to nme as
anything | was taught at Canbridge. | should tell you that Cyril's
father and nother were both dead. They had been drowned in a
horri bl e yachting accident off the Isle of Wght. His father had
been in the diplomatic service, and had nmarried a daughter, the
only daughter, in fact, of old Lord Crediton, who becane Cyril's
guardi an after the death of his parents. | don't think that Lord
Crediton cared very nuch for Cyril. He had never really forgiven
his daughter for marrying a nan who had not a title. He was an
extraordinary old aristocrat, who swore |ike a costernonger, and
had the manners of a farmer. | remenber seeing himonce on Speech-
day. He growed at nme, gave nme a sovereign, and told nme not to
grow up "a dammed Radical" like ny father. Cyril had very little
affection for him and was only too glad to spend nost of his
holidays with us in Scotland. They never really got on together at
all. Cyril thought hima bear, and he thought Cyril effemninate.

He was effem nate, | suppose, in sonme things, though he was a very



good rider and a capital fencer. |In fact he got the foils before
he left Eton. But he was very languid in his manner, and not a
little vain of his good | ooks, and had a strong objection to
football. The two things that really gave him pleasure were poetry
and acting. At Eton he was always dressing up and reciting

Shakespeare, and when we went up to Trinity he becane a nenber of

the AD.C his first term | renenber | was always very jeal ous of
his acting. | was absurdly devoted to him | suppose because we
were so different in sonme things. | was a rather awkward, weakly

lad, with huge feet, and horribly freckled. Freckles run in Scotch
famlies just as gout does in English famlies. Cyril used to say
that of the two he preferred the gout; but he always set an
absurdly hi gh val ue on personal appearance, and once read a paper
bef ore our debating society to prove that it was better to be good-
| ooking than to be good. He certainly was wonderful |y handsone.
Peopl e who did not like him Philistines and college tutors, and
young nen reading for the Church, used to say that he was nerely
pretty; but there was a great deal nore in his face than nere
prettiness. | think he was the nost splendid creature | ever saw,
and not hing coul d exceed the grace of his novenents, the charm of
his manner. He fascinated everybody who was worth fascinating, and

a great many people who were not. He was often wilful and

petulant, and | used to think himdreadfully insincere. It was
due, | think, chiefly to his inordinate desire to please. Poor
Cyril! 1 told himonce that he was contented with very cheap

triunmphs, but he only | aughed. He was horribly spoiled. Al
charnming people, | fancy, are spoiled. It is the secret of their

attraction.

' However, | nust tell you about Cyril's acting. You know that no
actresses are allowed to play at the AD.C. At |east they were not
innm time. | don't know how it is now Well, of course, Cyri

was al ways cast for the girls' parts, and when AS YOU LIKE I T was



produced he played Rosalind. It was a marvellous performance. In
fact, Cyril Graham was the only perfect Rosalind | have ever seen
It woul d be inpossible to describe to you the beauty, the delicacy,
the refinement of the whole thing. It made an i mense sensation
and the horrid little theatre, as it was then, was crowded every
night. Even when | read the play now | can't hel p thinking of
Cyril. It mght have been witten for him The next term he took
his degree, and cane to London to read for the diplomatic. But he
never did any work. He spent his days in reading Shakespeare's
Sonnets, and his evenings at the theatre. He was, of course, wld
to go on the stage. It was all that | and Lord Crediton could do
to prevent him Perhaps if he had gone on the stage he woul d be

alive now It is always a silly thing to give advice, but to give

good advice is absolutely fatal. | hope you will never fall into
that error. |If you do, you will be sorry for it
"Wll, to cone to the real point of the story, one day | got a

letter fromCyril asking me to come round to his roons that
evening. He had charming chanbers in Piccadilly overl ooking the
Green Park, and as | used to go to see himevery day, | was rather
surprised at his taking the trouble to wite. O course | went,
and when | arrived | found himin a state of great excitement. He
told me that he had at |ast discovered the true secret of
Shakespeare's Sonnets; that all the scholars and critics had been
entirely on the wong tack; and that he was the first who, working
purely by internal evidence, had found out who M. W H. really
was. He was perfectly wild with delight, and for a long time would
not tell me his theory. Finally, he produced a bundle of notes,
took his copy of the Sonnets off the nantel piece, and sat down and

gave nme a long lecture on the whol e subject.

'He began by pointing out that the young nan to whom Shakespeare

addressed these strangely passionate poens nust have been somebody



who was a really vital factor in the devel opnent of his dramatic
art, and that this could not be said either of Lord Penbroke or
Lord Sout hanpton. | ndeed, whoever he was, he could not have been
anybody of high birth, as was shown very clearly by the 25th
Sonnet, in which Shakespeare contrasting hinself with those who are

"great princes' favourites," says quite frankly -

Let those who are in favour with their stars
O public honour and proud titles boast,
Whil st |, whom fortune of such triunph bars,

Unl ook’ d for joy in that | honour nost.

And ends the sonnet by congratul ating hinself on the nean state of

hi m he so adored

Then happy |, that |ove and am bel oved

Where | may not renove nor be renoved

This sonnet Cyril declared would be quite unintelligible if we
fancied that it was addressed to either the Earl of Penbroke or the
Earl of Southanpton, both of whom were nen of the highest position
in England and fully entitled to be called "great princes"; and he
in corroboration of his viewread ne Sonnets CXXIV. and CXXV., in
whi ch Shakespeare tells us that his love is not "the child of
state,” that it "suffers not in snmling ponp," but is "builded far
fromaccident." | listened with a good deal of interest, for I
don't think the point had ever been nade before; but what foll owed
was still nore curious, and seened to nme at the tine to di spose

entirely of Penbroke's claim W know from Meres that the Sonnets



had been written before 1598, and Sonnet ClV. infornms us that
Shakespeare's friendship for M. W H had been already in

exi stence for three years. Now Lord Penbroke, who was born in
1580, did not cone to London till he was eighteen years of age,
that is to say till 1598, and Shakespeare's acquai ntance with M.
W H. nust have begun in 1594, or at the latest in 1595.
Shakespeare, accordingly, could not have known Lord Penbroke til

after the Sonnets had been witten.

"Cyril pointed out also that Penbroke's father did not die til

1601; whereas it was evident fromthe |ine,

You had a father; let your son say so,

that the father of M. W H was dead in 1598. Besides, it was
absurd to i magi ne that any publisher of the tinme, and the preface
is fromthe publisher's hand, would have ventured to address

W I liam Herbert, Earl of Penbroke, as M. W H.; the case of Lord
Buckhur st being spoken of as M. Sackville being not really a
paral l el instance, as Lord Buckhurst was not a peer, but nerely the
younger son of a peer, with a courtesy title, and the passage in
ENGLAND S PARNASSUS, where he is so spoken of, is not a formal and
stately dedi cation, but sinply a casual allusion. So far for Lord
Penbr oke, whose supposed clains Cyril easily denolished while | sat
by in wonder. Wth Lord Southanpton Cyril had even | ess
difficulty. Southanpton becane at a very early age the | over of

El i zabet h Vernon, so he needed no entreaties to nmarry; he was not

beautiful; he did not resenble his nmother, as M. W H did -

Thou art thy nother's glass, and she in thee

Calls back the lovely April of her prine;



and, above all, his Christian name was Henry, whereas the punning
sonnets (CXXXV. and CXLIII1.) show that the Christian nane of

Shakespeare's friend was the sanme as his owmn - WLL.

"As for the other suggestions of unfortunate commentators, that M.
W H is amsprint for M. W S., neaning M. WII|iam Shakespear e;
that "M. W H all" should be read "M. W Hall"; that M. W H
is M. WIIliam Hat haway; and that a full stop should be placed

after "wisheth,” making M. W H the witer and not the subject of
the dedication, - Cyril got rid of themin a very short tine; and
it is not worth while to nmention his reasons, though | renmenber he
sent me off into a fit of laughter by reading to me, | amglad to
say not in the original, sone extracts froma Gernman coment at or
called Barnstorff, who insisted that M. W H was no | ess a person
than "M. WIlliamHi nmself." Nor would he allow for a nonment that
the Sonnets are nere satires on the work of Drayton and John Davies
of Hereford. To him as indeed to ne, they were poens of serious
and tragic inport, wung out of the bitterness of Shakespeare's
heart, and nade sweet by the honey of his lips. Still Iess would
he adnmit that they were nmerely a phil osophical allegory, and that
in them Shakespeare is addressing his Ideal Self, or |Ideal Manhood,
or the Spirit of Beauty, or the Reason, or the Divine Logos, or the
Catholic Church. He felt, as indeed | think we all nust feel, that
the Sonnets are addressed to an individual, - to a particular young
man whose personality for sone reason seens to have filled the sou

of Shakespeare with terrible joy and no less terrible despair.

"Having in this manner cleared the way as it were, Cyril asked ne
to disnmiss fromny mnd any preconceived ideas | mght have forned
on the subject, and to give a fair and unbi assed hearing to his own

theory. The problem he pointed out was this: Wo was that young



man of Shakespeare's day who, without being of noble birth or even
of noble nature, was addressed by himin ternms of such passionate
adoration that we can but wonder at the strange worship, and are
al rost afraid to turn the key that unlocks the nystery of the
poet's heart? Wo was he whose physical beauty was such that it
becane the very corner-stone of Shakespeare's art; the very source
of Shakespeare's inspiration; the very incarnation of Shakespeare's
dreans? To | ook upon himas sinply the object of certain |ove-
poens is to mss the whole neaning of the poens: for the art of
whi ch Shakespeare talks in the Sonnets is not the art of the
Sonnets t hensel ves, which indeed were to himbut slight and secret
things - it is the art of the dramatist to which he is al ways

al l udi ng; and he to whom Shakespeare said -

Thou art all ny art, and dost advance

As high as |earning ny rude ignorance,

he to whom he prom sed imortality,

Where breath nost breathes, even in the nouths of nen,

was surely none other than the boy-actor for whom he created Viola
and | nmogen, Juliet and Rosalind, Portia and Desdenona, and

Cl eopatra herself. This was Cyril G aham s theory, evolved as you
see purely fromthe Sonnets thensel ves, and depending for its
acceptance not so rmuch on denonstrabl e proof or fornmal evidence,
but on a kind of spiritual and artistic sense, by which al one he
clained could the true neaning of the poens be discerned.

renenber his reading to me that fine sonnet -



How can ny Muse want subject to invent,

Whil e thou dost breathe, that pour'st into my verse
Thi ne own sweet argument, too excellent

For every vul gar paper to rehearse?

O give thyself the thanks, if aught in ne
Wirthy perusal stand against thy sight;

For who's so dunb that cannot wite to thee,
When thou thyself dost give invention Iight?

Be thou the tenth Muse, ten tinmes nore in worth
Than those ol d nine which rhyners invocate;

And he that calls on thee, let himbring forth

Et ernal nunbers to outlive long date -

and pointing out how conpletely it corroborated his theory; and

i ndeed he went through all the Sonnets carefully, and showed, or
fanci ed that he showed, that, according to his new explanation of
their neaning, things that had seened obscure, or evil, or
exaggerated, becane clear and rational, and of high artistic
import, illustrating Shakespeare's conception of the true relations

between the art of the actor and the art of the dramati st.

"It is of course evident that there nust have been in Shakespeare's
company some wonderful boy-actor of great beauty, to whom he
intrusted the presentation of his noble heroines; for Shakespeare
was a practical theatrical nanager as well as an inmginative poet,
and Cyril Graham had actually discovered the boy-actor's nane. He
was WIIl, or, as he preferred to call him WIIlie Hughes. The
Christian name he found of course in the punning sonnets, CXXXV.
and CXLIII.; the surnane was, according to him hidden in the

seventh |ine of the 20th Sonnet, where M. W H is described as -



A man in hew, all HEWS in his controwing

"In the original edition of the Sonnets "Hews" is printed with a
capital letter and in italics, and this, he clained, showed clearly
that a play on words was intended, his view receiving a good dea

of corroboration fromthose sonnets in which curious puns are nmade

on the words "use" and "usury." O course | was converted at once,
and WIIlie Hughes becane to nme as real a person as Shakespeare.

The only objection | nmade to the theory was that the nane of Wllie
Hughes does not occur in the list of the actors of Shakespeare's
conpany as it is printed in the first folio. Cyril, however,

poi nted out that the absence of WIllie Hughes's name fromthis |ist
really corroborated the theory, as it was evident from Sonnet
LXXXVI. that WIIlie Hughes had abandoned Shakespeare's conpany to
play at a rival theatre, probably in some of Chapman's plays. It
isinreference to this that in the great sonnet on Chapnan,

Shakespeare said to WIlie Hughes -

But when your countenance fill'd up his line,

Then lack'd | matter; that enfeebled mne -

t he expression "when your countenance filled up his line" referring
obviously to the beauty of the young actor giving life and reality
and added charmto Chapman's verse, the sane idea being al so put

forward in the 79th Sonnet -

Whilst | alone did call upon thy aid,
My verse alone had all thy gentle grace;

But now ny graci ous nunbers are decay'd,



And my sick Muse doth give another place;

and in the imedi ately precedi ng sonnet, where Shakespeare says -

Every alien pen has got ny USE

And under thee their poesy disperse,

the play upon words (use=Hughes) being of course obvious, and the
phrase "under thee their poesy disperse,” neaning "by your

assi stance as an actor bring their plays before the people.™

"I't was a wonderful evening, and we sat up alnost till dawn reading
and re-readi ng the Sonnets. After sone time, however, | began to
see that before the theory could be placed before the world in a
really perfected form it was necessary to get sone independent

evi dence about the existence of this young actor, WIIlie Hughes.

If this could be once established, there could be no possible doubt
about his identity with M. W H.; but otherw se the theory would
fall to the ground. | put this forward very strongly to Cyril, who
was a good deal annoyed at what he called ny Philistine tone of

m nd, and indeed was rather bitter upon the subject. However,

made him prom se that in his own interest he would not publish his
di scovery till he had put the whole matter beyond the reach of
doubt; and for weeks and weeks we searched the registers of City
churches, the Alleyn MSS. at Dulw ch, the Record Ofice, the papers
of the Lord Chanberlain - everything, in fact, that we thought

nmi ght contain some allusion to WIlie Hughes. W discovered
not hi ng, of course, and every day the existence of WIIlie Hughes
seenmed to nme to becone nore problematical. Cyril was in a dreadfu

state, and used to go over the whole question day after day,



entreating ne to believe; but | saw the one flaw in the theory, and
I refused to be convinced till the actual existence of Wllie
Hughes, a boy-actor of Elizabethan days, had been placed beyond the

reach of doubt or cavil.

"One day Cyril left town to stay with his grandfather, | thought at
the time, but | afterwards heard fromLord Crediton that this was
not the case; and about a fortnight afterwards | received a
telegram fromhim handed in at Warwi ck, asking me to be sure to
cone and dine with himthat evening at eight o'clock. Wen
arrived, he said to nme, "The only apostle who did not deserve proof
was St. Thonas, and St. Thonas was the only apostle who got it." |
asked hi m what he nmeant. He answered that he had not nerely been
able to establish the existence in the sixteenth century of a boy-
actor of the name of WIlie Hughes, but to prove by the nost
concl usi ve evidence that he was the M. W H of the Sonnets. He
would not tell nme anything nore at the tinme; but after dinner he
sol ennly produced the picture | showed you, and told ne that he had
di scovered it by the nmerest chance nailed to the side of an old
chest that he had bought at a farmhouse in Warwi ckshire. The chest
itself, which was a very fine exanple of Elizabethan work, he had,

of course, brought with him and in the centre of the front pane

the initials W H were undoubtedly carved. It was this nonogram
that had attracted his attention, and he told me that it was not
till he had had the chest in his possession for several days that
he had thought of naking any careful exami nation of the inside.

One norning, however, he saw that one of the sides of the chest was
much thicker than the other, and | ooking nore closely, he

di scovered that a franmed panel picture was clanped against it. On
taking it out, he found it was the picture that is now lying on the
sofa. It was very dirty, and covered with nould; but he managed to
clean it, and, to his great joy, saw that he had fallen by nere

chance on the one thing for which he had been | ooking. Here was an



authentic portrait of M. W H, with his hand resting on the
dedi catory page of the Sonnets, and on the frame itself could be
faintly seen the nane of the young man witten in black uncial

letters on a faded gold ground, "Master WIIl. Hews."

"Wll, what was | to say? It never occurred to nme for a nonent
that Cyril Grahamwas playing a trick on nme, or that he was trying

to prove his theory by nmeans of a forgery.

"But is it a forgery?' | asked

"Of course it is,' said Erskine. 'It is a very good forgery; but
it is a forgery none the less. | thought at the time that Cyri
was rather calmabout the whole matter; but | renenber he nore than
once told nme that he hinself required no proof of the kind, and
that he thought the theory conplete without it. | |aughed at him
and told himthat without it the theory would fall to the ground,
and | warmly congratul ated himon the marvell ous di scovery. W
then arranged that the picture should be etched or facsimiled, and
pl aced as the frontispiece to Cyril's edition of the Sonnets; and
for three nonths we did nothing but go over each poemline by line,
till we had settled every difficulty of text or neaning. One
unlucky day I was in a print-shop in Hol born, when | saw upon the
counter sone extrenely beautiful drawings in silver-point. | was
so attracted by themthat | bought themy and the proprietor of the
pl ace, a man called Rawings, told nme that they were done by a
young pai nter of the nane of Edward Merton, who was very cl ever
but as poor as a church nouse. | went to see Merton sonme days
afterwards, having got his address fromthe printseller, and found
a pale, interesting young nman, with a rather comon-1|ooking wfe -
his nodel, as | subsequently learned. | told him how nuch I

adm red his drawi ngs, at which he seened very pleased, and | asked

himif he woul d show ne sonme of his other work. As we were | ooking



over a portfolio, full of really very lovely things, - for Merton
had a nost delicate and delightful touch, - | suddenly caught sight
of a drawing of the picture of M. W H  There was no doubt

what ever about it. It was alnost a FACSIMLE - the only difference
being that the two nmasks of Tragedy and Comedy were not suspended
fromthe marble table as they are in the picture, but were |lying on
the floor at the young man's feet. "Were on earth did you get
that?" | said. He grewrather confused, and said - "Ch, that is
nothing. | did not knowit was in this portfolio. It is not a
thing of any value." "It is what you did for M. Cyril Gaham"

exclainmed his wife; "and if this gentleman wi shes to buy it, |et

himhave it." "For M. Cyril GahanP" | repeated. "Did you paint
the picture of M. W H?" "I don't understand what you nean," he
answered, growing very red. Wll, the whole thing was quite
dreadful. The wife let it all out. | gave her five pounds when |
was going away. | can't bear to think of it now, but of course
was furious. | went off at once to Cyril's chanbers, waited there

for three hours before he cane in, with that horrid lie staring nme

in the face, and told him| had discovered his forgery. He grew

very pale and said - "I did it purely for your sake. You would not
be convinced in any other way. |t does not affect the truth of the
theory." "The truth of the theory!" | exclained; "the less we talk
about that the better. You never even believed in it yourself. If
you had, you would not have conmmitted a forgery to prove it." High
wor ds passed between us; we had a fearful quarrel. | dare say |

was unjust. The next norning he was dead.

"Dead!" | cried,

"Yes; he shot hinself with a revolver. Sonme of the blood splashed
upon the frane of the picture, just where the nane had been
painted. By the tine | arrived - his servant had sent for ne at

once - the police were already there. He had left a letter for ne,



evidently witten in the greatest agitation and distress of nmind.

"What was in it?' | asked.

"Oh, that he believed absolutely in WIllie Hughes; that the forgery
of the picture had been done sinmply as a concession to ne, and did
not in the slightest degree invalidate the truth of the theory;

and, that in order to show me how firmand flawl ess his faith in
the whole thing was, he was going to offer his life as a sacrifice
to the secret of the Sonnets. It was a foolish, mad letter. |
renenber he ended by saying that he intrusted to ne the Wllie
Hughes theory, and that it was for nme to present it to the world,

and to unlock the secret of Shakespeare's heart.

"It is a nost tragic story,' | cried; 'but why have you not carried

out his w shes?

Er ski ne shrugged his shoul ders. 'Because it is a perfectly unsound

theory frombeginning to end,' he answered.

"My dear Erskine,' | said, getting up fromny seat, 'you are
entirely wong about the whole matter. It is the only perfect key
to Shakespeare's Sonnets that has ever been made. It is conplete
in every detail. | believe in WIlIlie Hughes.

"Don't say that,' said Erskine gravely; 'I believe there is

sonmet hing fatal about the idea, and intellectually there is nothing
to be said for it. | have gone into the whole matter, and | assure
you the theory is entirely fallacious. 1t is plausible up to a
certain point. Then it stops. For heaven's sake, ny dear boy,
don't take up the subject of WIlie Hughes. You will break your

heart over it.



"Erskine,' | answered, 'it is your duty to give this theory to the
world. If you will not doit, | will. By keeping it back you
wong the nmenmory of Cyril Graham the youngest and the nost
splendid of all the martyrs of literature. | entreat you to do him

justice. He died for this thing, - don't let his death be in

vain.'

Erski ne | ooked at ne in amazenent. 'You are carried away by the
sentinment of the whole story,' he said. 'You forget that a thing
is not necessarily true because a man dies for it. | was devoted
to Cyril Gaham His death was a horrible blowto me. 1 did not
recover it for years. | don't think | have ever recovered it. But

WIllie Hughes? There is nothing in the idea of WIlie Hughes. No
such person ever existed. As for bringing the whole thing before
the world - the world thinks that Cyril G aham shot hinsel f by
accident. The only proof of his suicide was contained in the
letter to nme, and of this letter the public never heard anyt hing.
To the present day Lord Crediton thinks that the whole thing was

acci dental .

"Cyril Gahamsacrificed his life to a great ldea,' | answered;
"and if you will not tell of his martyrdom tell at |east of his

faith.'

"His faith,' said Erskine, 'was fixed in a thing that was false, in
a thing that was unsound, in a thing that no Shakespearean schol ar
woul d accept for a nonent. The theory would be | aughed at. Don't
make a fool of yourself, and don't follow a trail that |eads
nowhere. You start by assuming the existence of the very person
whose existence is the thing to be proved. Besides, everybody
knows that the Sonnets were addressed to Lord Penbroke. The matter

is settled once for all.

"The matter is not settled!" | exclaimed. 'I will take up the



theory where Cyril Grahamleft it, and | will prove to the world

that he was right.

"Silly boy!' said Erskine. 'Go hone: it is after two, and don't
thi nk about WIlie Hughes any nore. | amsorry | told you anything
about it, and very sorry indeed that | should have converted you to

a thing in which I don't believe.

"You have given nme the key to the greatest nystery of nodern
literature,' | answered; 'and | shall not rest till | have nade you
recognise, till | have nade everybody recognise, that Cyril G aham

was the nost subtle Shakespearean critic of our day.

As | wal ked hone through St. Janes's Park the dawn was j ust
breaki ng over London. The white swans were |ying asleep on the
pol i shed | ake, and the gaunt Pal ace | ooked purpl e agai nst the pal e-
green sky. | thought of Cyril G aham and ny eyes filled with

tears.

CHAPTER 11

IT was past twelve o' clock when | awoke, and the sun was streaning
in through the curtains of my roomin |ong slanting beans of dusty
gold. | told ny servant that | would be at hone to no one; and
after | had had a cup of chocolate and a PETIT-PAIN, | took down
fromthe book-shelf ny copy of Shakespeare's Sonnets, and began to
go carefully through them Every poem seened to nme to corroborate
Cyril Grahamis theory. | felt as if | had ny hand upon

Shakespeare's heart, and was counting each separate throb and pul se



of passion. | thought of the wonderful boy-actor, and saw his face

in every line.

Two sonnets, | renenber, struck me particularly: they were the
53rd and the 67th. 1In the first of these, Shakespeare,
complinenting WIlie Hughes on the versatility of his acting, on
his wi de range of parts, a range extending from Rosalind to Juliet,

and fromBeatrice to Ophelia, says to him -

What is your substance, whereof are you made
That millions of strange shadows on you tend?
Since every one hath, every one, one shade,

And you, but one, can every shadow |l end -

lines that would be unintelligible if they were not addressed to an
actor, for the word 'shadow had in Shakespeare's day a technica
meani ng connected with the stage. 'The best in this kind are but
shadows,' says Theseus of the actors in the M DSUMVER NI GHT' S
DREAM and there are many sinmilar allusions in the literature of
the day. These sonnets evidently belonged to the series in which
Shakespeare di scusses the nature of the actor's art, and of the
strange and rare tenperanent that is essential to the perfect
stage-player. 'Howis it,' says Shakespeare to WIIlie Hughes,

"that you have so nmany personalities? and then he goes on to point
out that his beauty is such that it seenms to realise every form and
phase of fancy, to enbody each dream of the creative inmagination -
an idea that is still further expanded in the sonnet that

i medi ately foll ows, where, beginning with the fine thought,

O, how nmuch nore doth beauty beaut eous seem

By that sweet ornanment which TRUTH doth give



Shakespeare invites us to notice howthe truth of acting, the truth
of visible presentation on the stage, adds to the wonder of poetry,
giving life toits loveliness, and actual reality to its idea

form And yet, in the 67th Sonnet, Shakespeare calls upon Wllie
Hughes to abandon the stage with its artificiality, its false mnic
life of painted face and unreal costune, its imoral influences and
suggestions, its renoteness fromthe true world of noble action and

sincere utterance.

Ah, wherefore with infection should he live
And with his presence grace inpiety,

That sin by himadvantage shoul d achi eve
And lace itself with his society?

Why shoul d fal se painting imtate his cheek
And steal dead seenming of his living hue?
Why shoul d poor beauty indirectly seek

Roses of shadow, since his rose is true?

It may seem strange that so great a dramatist as Shakespeare, who
realised his own perfection as an artist and his hunmanity as a nan
on the ideal plane of stage-witing and stage-pl ayi ng, should have
witten in these ternms about the theatre; but we nust renenber that
in Sonnets CX. and CXl. Shakespeare shows us that he too was
wearied of the world of puppets, and full of shame at havi ng nmade
hinself 'a notley to the view' The 111th Sonnet is especially

bitter:-

O for ny sake do you with Fortune chide,



The guilty goddess of ny harnful deeds,

That did not better for ny life provide

Than public means whi ch public manners breeds.
Thence cones it that ny nane receives a brand
And al nost thence ny nature is subdued

To what it works in, like the dyer's hand:

Pity ne then and wish | were renew d -

and there are many signs el sewhere of the same feeling, signs

famliar to all real students of Shakespeare.

One point puzzled ne immensely as | read the Sonnets, and it was
days before | struck on the true interpretation, which indeed Cyri
G aham hi nsel f seens to have missed. | could not understand how it
was that Shakespeare set so high a value on his young friend
marrying. He hinmself had married young, and the result had been
unhappi ness, and it was not |ikely that he would have asked Wllie
Hughes to commit the sane error. The boy-player of Rosalind had
nothing to gain frommarriage, or fromthe passions of real life.
The early sonnets, with their strange entreaties to have children
seenmed to ne a jarring note. The explanation of the nystery cane
on me quite suddenly, and | found it in the curious dedication. It

will be renmenbered that the dedication runs as foll ows: -

TO THE ONLI E BEGETTER OF

THESE | NSU NG SONNETS

MR W H ALL HAPPI NESSE

AND THAT ETERNITI E



PROM SED

BY

QUR EVER- LI VI NG PCET

W SHETH

THE VELL- W SHI NG

ADVENTURER | N

SETTI NG

FORTH.

Sone schol ars have supposed that the word 'begetter' in this

dedi cati on nmeans sinply the procurer of the Sonnets for Thonmas
Thorpe the publisher; but this viewis now generally abandoned, and
the highest authorities are quite agreed that it is to be taken in
the sense of inspirer, the netaphor being drawn fromthe anal ogy of
physical life. Now | saw that the sanme nmetaphor was used by
Shakespeare hinmself all through the poens, and this set nme on the
right track. Finally | made nmy great discovery. The marriage that
Shakespeare proposes for WIllie Hughes is the marriage with his
Muse, an expression which is definitely put forward in the 82nd
Sonnet, where, in the bitterness of his heart at the defection of
the boy-actor for whom he had witten his greatest parts, and whose

beauty had i ndeed suggested them he opens his conplaint by saying



| grant thou wert not married to nmy Mise.

The children he begs himto beget are no children of flesh and

bl ood, but nore immortal children of undying fanme. The whole cycle
of the early sonnets is sinply Shakespeare's invitation to Wllie
Hughes to go upon the stage and becone a player. How barren and
profitless a thing, he says, is this beauty of yours if it be not

used: -

When forty winters shall besiege thy brow
And dig deep trenches in thy beauty's field,
Thy youth's proud livery, so gazed on now,
WIIl be a tatter'd weed, of small worth held:
Then being ask'd where all thy beauty lies,
Where all the treasure of thy lusty days,

To say, within thine own deep-sunken eyes,

Were an all-eating shame and thriftl ess praise.

You nust create sonething in art: ny verse 'is thine, and BORN of
thee'; only listen to me, and | will 'BRING FORTH eternal nunbers
to outlive long date,' and you shall people with forms of your own
i mge the inmaginary world of the stage. These children that you
beget, he continues, will not wither away, as nortal children do,

but you shall live in themand in nmy plays: do but -

Make t hee anot her self, for |ove of ne,

That beauty still may live in thine or thee.



I collected all the passages that seened to ne to corroborate this
view, and they produced a strong inpression on ne, and showed ne
how conplete Cyril Grahanmis theory really was. | also saw that it
was quite easy to separate those lines in which he speaks of the
Sonnets thensel ves fromthose in which he speaks of his great
dramatic work. This was a point that had been entirely overl ooked
by all critics up to Cyril Grahamis day. And yet it was one of the
nmost inportant points in the whole series of poenms. To the Sonnets
Shakespeare was nore or less indifferent. He did not wish to rest
his fame on them They were to himhis 'slight Miuse,' as he calls
them and intended, as Meres tells us, for private circulation only
anong a few, a very few, friends. Upon the other hand he was
extremely conscious of the high artistic value of his plays, and
shows a noble self-reliance upon his dramatic genius. Wen he says

to WIlie Hughes

But thy eternal sunmmer shall not fade

Nor | ose possession of that fair thou owest;

Nor shall Death brag thou wander'st in his shade,
When in ETERNAL LINES to tinme thou grow st:

So long as nen can breathe, or eyes can see,

So long lives this, and this gives life to thee; -

the expression 'eternal lines' clearly alludes to one of his plays
that he was sending himat the tine, just as the concluding coupl et
points to his confidence in the probability of his plays being

al ways acted. In his address to the Dramati c Muse (Sonnets C. and

Cl.), we find the sanme feeling.

Where art thou, Mise, that thou forget'st so |ong



To speak of that which gives thee all thy mght?
Spend' st thou thy fury on sone worthl ess song,

Dar keni ng thy power to | end base subjects Iight?

he cries, and he then proceeds to reproach the M stress of Tragedy

and Conedy for her 'neglect of Truth in Beauty dyed,' and says -

Because he needs no praise, wilt thou be dunb?
Excuse not silence so, for 't lies in thee

To nmake himnuch outlive a gilded tonb

And to be praised of ages yet to be.

Then do thy office, Mise; | teach thee how

To nake hi mseem | ong hence as he shows now

It is, however, perhaps in the 55th Sonnet that Shakespeare gives
tothis idea its fullest expression. To inagine that the ' powerful
rhyne' of the second line refers to the sonnet itself, is to

m st ake Shakespeare's neaning entirely. It seemed to ne that it
was extrenely likely, fromthe general character of the sonnet,
that a particular play was neant, and that the play was none ot her

but ROVEO AND JULI ET.

Not marbl e, nor the gilded nonunents

O princes, shall outlive this powerful rhyne;

But you shall shine nore bright in these contents
Than unswept stone besnear'd with sluttish tine.
When wasteful wars shall statues overturn

And broils root out the work of nasonry,

Nor Mars his sword nor war's quick fire shall burn

The living record of your nenory.



"Gai nst death and all-oblivious ennity

Shall you pace forth; your praise shall still find room
Even in the eyes of all posterity

That wear this world out to the ending doom

So, till the judgenent that yourself arise,

You live in this, and dwell in |overs' eyes.

It was al so extrenely suggestive to note how here as el sewhere
Shakespeare pronmised WIllie Hughes inmortality in a formthat
appealed to nen's eyes - that is to say, in a spectacular form in

a play that is to be | ooked at.

For two weeks | worked hard at the Sonnets, hardly ever going out,
and refusing all invitations. Every day | seenmed to be discovering
somet hing new, and WIlie Hughes becanme to ne a kind of spiritua
presence, an ever-dom nant personality. | could alnost fancy that

| saw himstanding in the shadow of ny room so well had
Shakespeare drawn him wth his golden hair, his tender flower-like
grace, his dreamny deep-sunken eyes, his delicate nobile |inbs, and
his white lily hands. His very nane fascinated ne. WIIlie Hughes!
WIllie Hughes! How nusically it sounded! Yes; who el se but he
coul d have been the master-m stress of Shakespeare's passion, (1)
the lord of his |ove to whom he was bound in vassal age, (2) the
delicate mnion of pleasure, (3) the rose of the whole world, (4)
the herald of the spring (5) decked in the proud livery of youth,
(6) the lovely boy whomit was sweet nusic to hear, (7) and whose
beauty was the very rai nent of Shakespeare's heart, (8) as it was
the keystone of his dramatic power? How bitter now seened the
whol e tragedy of his desertion and his shane! - shanme that he nmde
sweet and lovely (9) by the mere magic of his personality, but that
was none the | ess shane. Yet as Shakespeare forgave him should

not we forgive himalso? | did not care to pry into the nystery of



his sin.

H s abandonment of Shakespeare's theatre was a different natter,
and | investigated it at great length. Finally I came to the
conclusion that Cyril Graham had been wrong in regarding the riva
dramati st of the 80th Sonnet as Chaprman. It was obviously Marl owe
who was alluded to. At the time the Sonnets were witten, such an
expression as 'the proud full sail of his great verse' could not
have been used of Chapman's work, however applicable it night have
been to the style of his |ater Jacobean plays. No: Marlowe was
clearly the rival dramatist of whom Shakespeare spoke in such

| audatory terms; and that

Affable famliar ghost

VWhich nightly gulls himwith intelligence,

was the Mephi stophel es of his DOCTOR FAUSTUS. No doubt, WMarl owe
was fascinated by the beauty and grace of the boy-actor, and |ured
hi maway fromthe Bl ackfriars Theatre, that he m ght play the
Gaveston of his EDWARD Il. That Shakespeare had the legal right to
retain WIllie Hughes in his own conmpany is evident from Sonnet

LXXXVI'l1 ., where he says: -

Farewel|! thou art too dear for ny possessing,
And |i ke enough thou know st thy estimate:

The CHARTER OF THY WORTH gi ves t hee rel easing;
My BONDS in thee are all deterninate

For how do | hold thee but by thy granting?
And for that riches where is ny deserving?

The cause of this fair gift in me is wanting,



AND SO My PATENT BACK AGAI N | S SVERVI NG

Thysel f thou gayest, thy own worth then not know ng,
O e, to whomthou gavest it, else m staking;

So thy great gift, upon misprision grow ng,

Cones home again, on better judgenent naking.

Thus have | had thee, as a dreamdoth flatter

In sleep a king, but waking no such matter.

But hi m whom he could not hold by |ove, he would not hold by force.
Wl lie Hughes becane a nenber of Lord Penbroke's conpany, and,
perhaps in the open yard of the Red Bull Tavern, played the part of
King Edward's delicate mnion. On Marlowe's death, he seens to
have returned to Shakespeare, who, whatever his fell ow partners nmay
have thought of the matter, was not slowto forgive the wlful ness

and treachery of the young actor.

How wel |, too, had Shakespeare drawn the tenperanent of the stage-

pl ayer! WIllie Hughes was one of those

That do not do the thing they nost do show,

Who, noving others, are thensel ves as stone.

He could act |ove, but could not feel it, could mmnic passion

without realising it.

In many's | ooks the false heart's history

Is wit in nmobods and frowns and wrinkles strange,

but with WIllie Hughes it was not so. 'Heaven,' says Shakespeare,



in a sonnet of nad idolatry -

Heaven in thy creation did decree
That in thy face sweet |ove should ever dwell
What e' er thy thoughts or thy heart's workings be,

Thy | ooks shoul d not hing thence but sweetness tell

In his "inconstant mind and his 'false heart,' it was easy to
recogni se the insincerity and treachery that sonmehow seem

i nseparable fromthe artistic nature, as in his love of praise that
desire for inmedi ate recognition that characterises all actors

And yet, nore fortunate in this than other actors, WIIlie Hughes
was to know sonething of imortality. Inseparably connected with

Shakespeare's plays, he was to live in them

Your nane from hence immortal |ife shall have

Though |, once gone, to all the world nust die:
The earth can yield me but a conmmon grave,

When you entonbed in nen's eyes shall lie.

Your nonunent shall be ny gentle verse

Whi ch eyes not yet created shall o'er-read,

And tongues to be your being shall rehearse,

When all the breathers of this world are dead.

There were endl ess allusions, also, to WIlie Hughes's power over
hi s audi ence - the 'gazers,' as Shakespeare calls them but perhaps
the nost perfect description of his wonderful mastery over dramatic

art was in A LOVER S COWPLAI NT, where Shakespeare says of him -

In hima plenitude of subtle matter,



Applied to cautels, all strange forns receives,
O burning blushes, or of weeping water,

O swooni ng pal eness; and he takes and | eaves,
In either's aptness, as it best deceives,

To blush at speeches rank, to weep at woes,

O to turn white and swoon at tragic shows.

* % % * % *x % %

So on the tip of his subduing tongue,

Al'l kind of argunents and questions deep,
Al'l replication pronpt and reason strong,
For his advantage still did wake and sl eep
To nake the weeper |augh, the |augher weep.
He had the dialect and the different skill,

Catching all passions in his craft of wll.

Once | thought that | had really found WIlie Hughes in Elizabethan
literature. 1In a wonderfully graphic account of the |ast days of
the great Earl of Essex, his chaplain, Thomas Knell, tells us that
the night before the Earl died, 'he called WIIiam Hewes, which was
his nusician, to play upon the virginals and to sing. "Play," said
he, "nmy song, WIIl Hewes, and | will sing it to nyself." So he did
it most joyfully, not as the howing swan, which, still |ooking
down, waileth her end, but as a sweet lark, lifting up his hands
and casting up his eyes to his God, with this nounted the crysta
ski es, and reached with his unwearied tongue the top of highest
heavens.' Surely the boy who played on the virginals to the dying
father of Sidney's Stella was none other but the WIl Hews to whom
Shakespeare dedicated the Sonnets, and who he tells us was hinself
sweet 'nusic to hear.' Yet Lord Essex died in 1576, when

Shakespeare hinmsel f was but twelve years of age. |t was inpossible



that his nusician could have been the M. W H. of the Sonnets

Per haps Shakespeare's young friend was the son of the player upon
the virginals? It was at |east sonething to have di scovered that
WIl Hews was an Elizabethan nanme. Indeed the nane Hews seened to
have been cl osely connected with nusic and the stage. The first
English actress was the | ovely Margaret Hews, whom Prince Rupert so
madly |l oved. What nore probable than that between her and Lord
Essex's nusician had cone the boy-actor of Shakespeare's plays?

But the proofs, the links - where were they? Alas! | could not
find them It seemed to me that | was always on the brink of

absolute verification, but that | could never really attain to it.

FromWIIlie Hughes's life | soon passed to thoughts of his death.

| used to wonder what had been his end.

Per haps he had been one of those English actors who in 1604 went
across sea to Gernmany and pl ayed before the great Duke Henry Julius
of Brunswi ck, hinself a dramatist of no nean order, and at the
Court of that strange El ector of Brandenburg, who was so enanoured
of beauty that he was said to have bought for his weight in anber
the young son of a travelling G eek nmerchant, and to have given
pageants in honour of his slave all through that dreadful fam ne
year of 1606-7, when the people died of hunger in the very streets
of the town, and for the space of seven nonths there was no rain.
We know at any rate that ROVEO AND JULI ET was brought out at
Dresden in 1613, along with HAMLET and KING LEAR, and it was surely
to none other than WIllie Hughes that in 1615 the deat h-mask of
Shakespeare was brought by the hand of one of the suite of the
Engl i sh anbassador, pal e token of the passing away of the great
poet who had so dearly loved him |Indeed there woul d have been
sonmet hing peculiarly fitting in the idea that the boy-actor, whose
beauty had been so vital an elenment in the realismand romance of

Shakespeare's art, should have been the first to have brought to



Germany the seed of the new culture, and was in his way the
precursor of that AUFKLARUNG or ||l um nation of the eighteenth
century, that splendid novenent which, though begun by Lessing and
Herder, and brought to its full and perfect issue by Goethe, was in
no small part hel ped on by another actor - Friedrich Schroeder -
who awoke the popul ar consci ousness, and by nmeans of the feigned
passions and minetic nmethods of the stage showed the intinate, the
vital, connection between life and literature. |If this was so -
and there was certainly no evidence against it - it was not

i mprobabl e that WIlie Hughes was one of those English conedi ans
(M MAE QUI DAM EX BRI TANNI A, as the old chronicle calls them, who
were slain at Nurenberg in a sudden uprising of the people, and
were secretly buried in alittle vineyard outside the city by some
young nmen 'who had found pleasure in their performances, and of
whom sone had sought to be instructed in the nysteries of the new
art.' Certainly no nore fitting place could there be for himto
whom Shakespeare said, 'thou art all ny art,’ than this little
vineyard outside the city walls. For was it not fromthe sorrows
of Dionysos that Tragedy sprang? WAs not the light |aughter of
Conedy, with its careless merrinment and quick replies, first heard
on the lips of the Sicilian vine-dressers? Nay, did not the purple
and red stain of the wine-froth on face and linbs give the first
suggestion of the charm and fascination of disguise - the desire
for self-conceal nent, the sense of the value of objectivity thus
showing itself in the rude beginnings of the art? At any rate,
wherever he lay - whether in the little vineyard at the gate of the
Gothic town, or in some di mLondon churchyard ami dst the roar and
bustl e of our great city - no gorgeous nmonunent marked his resting-
pl ace. H's true tonb, as Shakespeare saw, was the poet's verse,
his true nonunment the pernmanence of the drama. So had it been with
ot hers whose beauty had given a new creative inpulse to their age
The ivory body of the Bithynian slave rots in the green ooze of the

Nile, and on the yellow hills of the Ceraneicus is strewn the dust



of the young Athenian; but Antinous lives in scul pture, and

Charm des in phil osophy.

CHAPTER 11

AFTER t hree weeks had el apsed, | determined to make a strong appea
to Erskine to do justice to the nenory of Cyril Graham and to give
to the world his marvellous interpretation of the Sonnets - the
only interpretation that thoroughly explained the problem | have
not any copy of ny letter, | regret to say, nor have | been able to
lay ny hand upon the original; but | renenber that | went over the
whol e ground, and covered sheets of paper with passionate
reiteration of the argunents and proofs that ny study had suggested
tone. It seenmed to ne that | was not nerely restoring Cyri
Grahamto his proper place in literary history, but rescuing the
honour of Shakespeare hinself fromthe tedi ous menory of a
commonpl ace intrigue. | put into the letter all nmy enthusiasm |

put into the letter all ny faith.

No sooner, in fact, had | sent it off than a curious reaction cane
over me. It seened to me that | had given away ny capacity for
belief in the WIllie Hughes theory of the Sonnets, that sonething
had gone out of me, as it were, and that | was perfectly
indifferent to the whole subject. What was it that had happened?
It is difficult to say. Perhaps, by finding perfect expression for
a passion, | had exhausted the passion itself. Enotional forces,
like the forces of physical life, have their positive limtations.
Perhaps the nmere effort to convert any one to a theory invol ves

sone form of renunciation of the power of credence. Perhaps | was



simply tired of the whole thing, and, ny enthusiasm having burnt
out, nmy reason was left to its own uni npassi oned judgnent. However
it came about, and | cannot pretend to explain it, there was no
doubt that WIIlie Hughes suddenly becane to nme a nere nyth, an idle
dream the boyish fancy of a young man who, |ike nost ardent
spirits, was nore anxious to convince others than to be hinself

convi nced.

As | had said sone very unjust and bitter things to Erskine in ny
letter, | deternmined to go and see himat once, and to make ny
apol ogies to himfor ny behaviour. Accordingly, the next norning
drove down to Birdcage Wal k, and found Erskine sitting in his

library, with the forged picture of Wllie Hughes in front of him

"My dear Erskine!' | cried, 'l have cone to apol ogise to you.
"To apol ogise to ne?" he said. 'Wat for?

"For ny letter,' | answered.

"You have nothing to regret in your letter,' he said. 'On the

contrary, you have done ne the greatest service in your power. You

have shown ne that Cyril Gahamis theory is perfectly sound.

"You don't nean to say that you believe in WIlie Hughes?

excl ai ned.

"Wy not?' he rejoined. 'You have proved the thing to ne. Do you

think | cannot estimate the val ue of evidence?

"But there is no evidence at all,' | groaned, sinking into a chair.
"When | wote to you | was under the influence of a perfectly silly
enthusiasm | had been touched by the story of Cyril G aham s

death, fascinated by his romantic theory, enthralled by the wonder



and novelty of the whole idea. | see now that the theory is based
on a delusion. The only evidence for the existence of Wllie
Hughes is that picture in front of you, and the picture is a
forgery. Don't be carried away by nmere sentinent in this matter.
What ever romance may have to say about the WIlie Hughes theory,

reason is dead against it.

"I don't understand you,' said Erskine, |ooking at ne in anmazenent.
"Why, you yourself have convinced nme by your letter that Wllie
Hughes is an absolute reality. Wy have you changed your mnd? O

is all that you have been saying to ne nerely a joke?

"I cannot explain it to you,' | rejoined, 'but | see now that there
is really nothing to be said in favour of Cyril G ahams
interpretation. The Sonnets are addressed to Lord Penbroke. For
heaven's sake don't waste your tine in a foolish attenpt to

di scover a young Elizabethan actor who never existed, and to make a
phant om puppet the centre of the great cycle of Shakespeare's

Sonnet s.

'l see that you don't understand the theory,' he replied.

"My dear Erskine,' | cried, 'not understand it! Wy, | feel as if

I had invented it. Surely ny letter shows you that | not nerely
went into the whole matter, but that | contributed proofs of every
kind. The one flawin the theory is that it presupposes the

exi stence of the person whose existence is the subject of dispute.
If we grant that there was in Shakespeare's conpany a young actor
of the nane of WIllie Hughes, it is not difficult to nake himthe
obj ect of the Sonnets. But as we know that there was no actor of
this name in the conpany of the d obe Theatre, it is idle to pursue

the investigation further.



"But that is exactly what we don't know,' said Erskine. 'It is
quite true that his nane does not occur in the list given in the
first folio; but, as Cyril pointed out, that is rather a proof in
favour of the existence of WIllie Hughes than against it, if we
remenber his treacherous desertion of Shakespeare for a riva

dramati st.'

We argued the matter over for hours, but nothing that | could say
coul d nmake Erskine surrender his faith in Cyril G ahams
interpretation. He told me that he intended to devote his life to
proving the theory, and that he was determined to do justice to
Cyril Grahamis nenory. | entreated him |aughed at him begged of
him but it was of no use. Finally we parted, not exactly in
anger, but certainly with a shadow between us. He thought ne
shal l ow, | thought himfoolish. Wen | called on himagain his

servant told me that he had gone to Germany.

Two years afterwards, as | was going into ny club, the hall-porter
handed ne a letter with a foreign postmark. It was from Erskine,
and written at the Hotel d' Angleterre, Cannes. Wien | had read it
I was filled with horror, though | did not quite believe that he
woul d be so mad as to carry his resolve into execution. The gist
of the letter was that he had tried in every way to verify the
WIlie Hughes theory, and had failed, and that as Cyril G aham had
given his life for this theory, he hinself had determ ned to give
his own life also to the sane cause. The concl uding words of the
letter were these: 'I| still believe in WIlie Hughes; and by the
time you receive this, | shall have died by ny own hand for Wllie
Hughes's sake: for his sake, and for the sake of Cyril G aham
whom | drove to his death by ny shallow scepticism and ignorant
lack of faith. The truth was once revealed to you, and you
rejected it. It conmes to you now stained with the blood of two

lives, - do not turn away fromit.'



It was a horrible noment. | felt sick with msery, and yet | could
not believe it. To die for one's theological beliefs is the worst
use a man can make of his life, but to die for a literary theory!

It seemed inpossible.

| looked at the date. The letter was a week old. Sonme unfortunate
chance had prevented ny going to the club for several days, or

nm ght have got it in tine to save him Perhaps it was not too
late. | drove off to ny roons, packed up nmy things, and started by
the night-mail from Charing Cross. The journey was intolerable. |
t hought | would never arrive. As soon as | did | drove to the
Hotel |'Angleterre. They told ne that Erskine had been buried two
days before in the English cenetery. There was sonething horribly
grot esque about the whole tragedy. | said all kinds of wild

things, and the people in the hall |ooked curiously at ne.

Suddenl y Lady Erskine, in deep nourning, passed across the

vesti bule. Wen she saw ne she cane up to nme, nurnured sonething
about her poor son, and burst into tears. | led her into her
sitting-room An elderly gentleman was there waiting for her. It

was the English doctor.

We tal ked a great deal about Erskine, but | said nothing about his
notive for committing suicide. It was evident that he had not told
hi s not her anything about the reason that had driven himto so
fatal, so mad an act. Finally Lady Erskine rose and said, George
left you sonething as a nmenmento. It was a thing he prized very

much. | will get it for you.

As soon as she had left the roomI| turned to the doctor and said,
"What a dreadful shock it nust have been to Lady Erskine! | wonder

that she bears it as well as she does.



'Ch, she knew for nonths past that it was coning,' he answered.

"Knew it for nonths past!' | cried. 'But why didn't she stop hin®

Why didn't she have hi mwatched? He nust have been nad.

The doctor stared at ne. 'l don't know what you nean,' he said.
"Well," | cried, "if a nother knows that her son is going to commt
sui ci de -

'Suicide!" he answered. 'Poor Erskine did not conmit suicide. He

di ed of consunption. He cane here to die. The nonment | saw him|
knew t hat there was no hope. One lung was al nost gone, and the
other was very much affected. Three days before he di ed he asked
me was there any hope. | told himfrankly that there was none, and
that he had only a few days to live. He wote sone letters, and

was quite resigned, retaining his senses to the |ast.

At that nonment Lady Erskine entered the roomwith the fatal picture
of WIllie Hughes in her hand. 'Wen CGeorge was dyi ng he begged ne
to give you this,' she said. As | took it fromher, her tears fel

on ny hand.

The picture hangs nowin ny library, where it is very nuch adnired
by nmy artistic friends. They have decided that it is not a C ouet,
but an Qudry. | have never cared to tell themits true history.
But sonmetines, when | look at it, | think that there is really a
great deal to be said for the WIIlie Hughes theory of Shakespeare's

Sonnet s.
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