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THE LADY OF THE BARGE.

THE master of the barge Arabella sat in the stern
of his craft with his right arm leaning on the tiller. A
desultory conversation with the mate of a schooner,
who was hanging over the side of his craft a few yards
off, had come to a conclusion owing to a difference
of opinion on the subject of religion. The skipper
had argued so warmly that he almost fancied he must
have inherited the tenets of the Seventh-Day Baptists
from his mother, while the mate had surprised himself
by the warmth of his advocacy of a form of Wesleyan-
jsm which would have made the members of that
sect open their eyes with horror. He had, moreover,
confirmed the skipper in the error of his ways by
calling him a bargee, the ranks of the Baptists receiving
a defender if not a recruit from that hour.
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With the influence of the religious argument still
upon him, the skipper, as the long summer’s day gave
place to night, fell to wondering where his own mate,
who was also his brother-in-law, had got to. Lights
which had been struggling with the twilight now burnt
bright and strong, and the skipper, moving from the
shadow to where a band of light fell across the deck,
took out a worn silver watch and saw that it was ten
o’clock.

Almost at the same moment a dark figure appeared
on the jetty above and began to descend the ladder,
and a strongly built young man of twenty-two sprang
nimbly to the deck.

“Ten o’clock, Ted,” said the skipper, slowly.

“It'll be eleven in an hour’s time,” said the mate,
calmly.

“That'll do,” said the skipper, in a somewhat loud
voice, as he noticed that his late adversary still occupied
his favourite strained position, and a fortuitous expres-
sion of his mother’s occurred to him: “Don’t talk to

me; I've been arguing with a son of Belial for the last
half-hour.”



THE LADY OF THE BARGE. I

“Bargee,” said the son of Belial, in a dispassionate
voice.

“Don’t take no notice of him, Ted,” said the skipper,
pityingly.

“He wasn’t talking to me,” said Ted. “But never
mind about him; I want to speak to you in private.”

“Fire away, my lad,” said the other, in a patron-
ising voice.

“Speak up,” said the voice from the schooner, en-
couragingly. “I'm listening.”

There was no reply from the bargee. The master
led the way to the cabin, and lighting a lamp, which
appealed to more senses than one, took a seat on a
locker, and again requested the other to fire away.

“Well, you see, it’s this way,” began the mate,
with a preliminary wriggle: “there’s a certain young
woman——"

“A certain young what?” shouted the master of the
Arabella.

“Woman,” repeated the mate, snappishly; “you’ve
heard of a woman afore, haven’t you? Well, there’s a

certain young woman I'm walking out with I——»
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“Walking out?” gasped the skipper. “Why, I never
’eard o’ such a thing.”

“You would ha’ done if you'd been better looking,
p'raps,” retorted the other. “Well, I've offered this
young woman to come for a trip with us.”

“QOh, you have, ’ave you!” said the skipper, sharply.
“And what do you think Louisa will say to it?”

“That’s your look out,” said Louisa’s brother,
cheerfully. “Tll make her up a bed for’ard, and we’ll
all be as happy as you please.”

He started suddenly. The mate of the schooner
was indulging in a series of whistles of the most ama-
tory description.

“There she is,” he said. “I told her to wait out-
side.”

He ran upon deck, and his perturbed brother-in-
law, following at his leisure, was just in time to see him
descending the ladder with a young woman and a small
handbag.

“This is my brother-in-law, Cap’n Gibbs,” said Ted,
introducing the new arrival; “smartest man at a barge
on the river.”

The girl extended a neatly gloved hand, shook

i
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the skipper’s affably, and looked wonderingly about
her.

“It’s very close to the water, Ted,” she said, dubi-
ously.

The skipper coughed. “We don’t take passengers
as a rule,” he said, awkwardly; “we ‘ain’t got much
convenience for them.”

“Never mind,” said the girl, kindly; “I sha'n’t ex-
pect too much.”

She turned away, and following the mate down to
the cabin, went into ecstasies over the space-saving con-
trivances she found there. The drawers fitted in the
skipper’s bunk were a source of particular interest, and
the owner watched with strong disapprobation through
the skylight her efforts to make him an apple-pie bed
with the limited means at her disposal. He went down
below at once as a wet blanket.

“I was just shaking your bed up a bit,” said Miss
Harris, reddening.

“I see you was,” said the skipper, briefly.

He tried to pluck up courage to tell her that he
couldn’t take her, but only succeeded in giving vent to

an inhospitable cough.
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“T’ll get the supper,” said the mate, suddenly; “you
sit down, old man, and talk to Lucy.”

In honour of the visitor he spread a small cloth,
and then proceeded to produce cold beef, pickles, and
accessories in a manner which reminded Miss Harris of
white rabbits from a conjurer’s hat, Captain Gibbs, ac-
cepting the inevitable, ate his supper in silence and left
them to their glances.

“We must make you up a bed, for’ard, Lucy,” said
the mate, when they had finished.

Miss Harris started. “Where’s that?” she inquired.

“Other end o’ the boat,” replied the mate, gather-
ing up some bedding under his arm. “You might
bring a lantern, John.”

The skipper, who was feeling more sociable after a
couple of glasses of beer, complied, and accompanied
the couple to the tiny forecastle. A smell compounded
of bilge, tar, paint, and other healthy disinfectants
emerged as the scuttle was pushed back. The skipper
dangled the lantern down and almost smiled.

“I can’t sleep there,” said the girl, with decision.
“I shall die o’ fright.”

“Youwll get used to it,” said Ted, encouragingly,
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as he helped her down; “it’s quite dry and comfort-
able.”

He put his arm round her waist and squeezed her
hand, and aided by this moral support, Miss Harris not
only consented to remain, but found various advantages
in the forecastle over the cabin, which had escaped the
notice of previous voyagers.

“I'll leave you the lantern,” said the mate, making
it fast, “and we shall be on deck most o’ the night.
We get under way at two.”

He quitted the forecastle, followed by the skipper,
after a polite but futile attempt to give him precedence,
and made his way to the cabin for two or three hours’
sleep.

“There’ll be a row at the other end, Ted,” said the
skipper, nervously, as he got into his bunk. “Louisa’s
sure to blame me for letting you keep company with a
gal like this. We was talking about you only the other
day, and she said if you was married five years from
now, it ‘ud be quite soon enough.”

“Let Loo mind her own business,” said the mate,
sharply; “she’s not going to nag me. She’s not my
wife, thank goodness!”
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He turned over and fell fast asleep, waking up fresh
and bright three hours later, to commence what he
fondly thought would be the pleasantest voyage of his
life.

The Arabella dropped slowly down with the tide,
the wind being so light that she was becalmed by every
tall warehouse on the way. Off Greenwich, however,
the breeze freshened somewhat, and a little later Miss
Harris, looking somewhat pale as to complexion and
untidy as to hair, came slowly on deck.

“Where’s the looking-glass?” she asked, as Ted
hastened to greet her. “How does my hair look?”

“All wavy,” said the infatuated young inan; “all
little curls and squiggles. Come down in the cabin;
there’s a glass there,”

Miss Harris, with a light nod to the skipper as he
sat at the tiller, followed the mate below, and giving
vent to a little cry of indignation as she saw herself in
the glass, waved the amorous Ted on deck, and started
work on her disarranged hair.

At breakfast-time a little friction was caused by
what the mate bitterly termed the narrow-minded, old-

fashioned ways of the skipper. He had arranged that
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the skipper should steer while he and Miss Harris
breakfasted, but the coffee was no sooner on the table
than the skipper called him, and relinquishing the helm
in his favour, went below to do the honours. The mate
protested.

“It’s not proper,” said the skipper. “Me and ’er
will ’ave our meals together, and then you must have
yours. She’s under my care.”

Miss Harris assented blithely, and talk and laughter
greeted the ears of the indignant mate as he steered.
He went down at last to cold coffee and lukewarm
herrings, returning to the deck after a hurried meal to
find the skipper narrating some of his choicest ex-
periences to an audience which hung on his lightest
word.

The disregard they showed for his feelings was
maddening, and for the first time in his life he became
a prey to jealousy in its worst form. It was quite clear
to him that the girl had become desperately enamoured
of the skipper, and he racked his brain in a wild effort
to discover the reason,

With an idea of reminding his brother-in-law of his

position, he alluded two or three times in a casual
The Lady of the Barge. 2
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fashion to his wife. The skipper hardly listened to him,
and patting Miss Harris’s cheek in a fatherly manner,
regaled her with an anecdote of the mate’s boyhood
which the latter had spent a goodly portion of his life
in denying. He denied it again, hotly, and Miss Harris,
conquering for a time her laughter, reprimanded him
severely for contradicting.

By the time dinner was ready he was in a state of
sullen apathy, and when the meal was over and the
couple came on deck again, so far forgot himself as to
compliment Miss Harris upon her appetite.

“Pm ashamed of you, Ted,” said the skipper, with
severity. :

“I'm glad you know what shame is,” retorted the
mate.

“If you can’t be’ave yourself, you'd better keep a
bit for'ard till you get in a better temper,” continued
the skipper.

“Ill be pleased to,” said the smarting mate. “I
wish the barge was longer.” .

“It couldn’t be too long for me,” said Miss Harris,
tossing her head.

“Be’aving like a schoolboy,” murmured the skipper.
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“I know how to behave my-self;” said the mate, as
he disappeared below. His head suddenly appeared
again over the companion. “If some people don’t,” he
added, and disappeared again.

He was pleased to notice as he ate his dinner that
the giddy prattle above had ceased, and with his back
turned toward the couple when he appeared on deck
again, he lounged slowly forward until the skipper called
him back again.

“Wot was them words you said just now, Ted?” he
inquired.

The mate repeated them with gusto.

“Very good,” said the skipper, sharply; “very good.”

“Don’t you ever speak to me again,” said Miss
Harris, with a stately air, “because I won’t answer you
if you do.”

The mate displayed more of his schoolboy nature.
“Wait till you're spoken to,” he said, rudely. “This is
your gratefulness, I suppose?”

" “Gratefulness?” said Miss Harris, with her chin in
the air. “What for?”

“For bringing you for a trip,” replied the mate,

sternly.
2 -
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“¥ou bringing me for a trip!” said Miss Harris,
scornfully. “Captain Gibbs is the master here, I sup-
pose. He is giving me the trip. You’re only the mate.”

“Just so,” said the mate, with a grin at his brother-
in-law, which made that worthy shift uneasily. “I wonder
what Loo will say when she sees you with a lady aboard?”

“She came to please you,” said Captain Gibbs, with
haste,

“Ho! she did, did she?” jeered the mate. “Prove
it; only don’t look to me to back you, that’s all.”

The other eyed him in consternation, and his
manner changed.

“Don’t play the fool, Ted,” he said, not unkindly;
“you know what Loo is.”

“Well, ’'m reckoning on that,” said the mate, de-
liberately. “I'm going for'ard; don’t let me interrupt
you two. So long.”

He went slowly forward, and lighting his pipe,
sprawled carelessly on the deck, and renounced the en-
tire sex forthwith. At tea-time the skipper attempted to
reverse the procedure at the other meals; but as Miss
Harris steadfastly declined to sit at the same table as
the mate, his good intentions came to naught.
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He made an appeal to what he termed the mate’s
better nature, after Miss Harris had retired to the seclu-
sion of her bed-chamber, but in vain.

“She’s nothing to do with me,” declared the mate,
majestically. “I wash my hands of her. She’s a flirt.
I'm like Louisa, I can’t bear flirts.”

The skipper said no more, but his face was so worn
that Miss Harris, when she came on deck in the early
morning and found the barge gliding gently between the
grassy banks of a river, attributed it to the difficulty of
navigating so large a craft on so small and winding a
stream.

“We shall be alongside in ‘arf an hour,” said the
skipper, eyeing her.

Miss Harris expressed her gratification.

“Praps you wouldn’t mind going down the fo'c’sle
and staying there till we've made fast,” said the other.
«1d take it as a favour. My owners don’t like me to
carry passengers.”

Miss Harris, who understood perfectly, said, *“Cer-
tainly,” and with a cold stare at the mate, who was at
no pains to conceal his amusement, went below at once,
tlwughtfully closing the scuttle after her,
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“There’s no call to make mischief, Ted,” said the
skipper, somewhat anxiously, as they swept round the
last bend and came into view of Coalsham.

The mate said nothing, but stood by to take in sail
as they ran swiftly toward the little quay. The pace
slackened, and the Aradella, as though conscious of the
contraband in her forecastle, crept slowly to where a
stout, middle-aged woman, who bore a strong likeness
to the mate, stood upon the quay.

“There’s poor Loo,” said the mate, with a sigh.

The skipper made no reply to this infernal insinua-
tion. The barge ran alongside the quay and made
fast.

“I thought you’d be up,” said Mrs. Gibbs to her
husband. “Now come along to breakfast; Ted’ll follow
on.”

Captain Gibbs dived down below for his coat, and
slipping ashore, thankfully prepared to move off with
his wife.

“Come on as soon as you can, Ted,” said the latter.
“Why, what on earth is he making that face for?”

She turned in amazement as her brother, making a
pretence of catching | er hushand’s eye, screwed his face
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up into a note of interrogation and gave a slight jerk
with his thumb.

“Come along,” said Captain Gibbs, taking her arm
with much affection.

“But what’s Ted looking like that for?” demanded
his wife, as she easily intercepted another choice facial
expression of the mate’s.

“Oh, it’s his fun,” replied her husband, walking on.

““Fun?” repeated Mrs. Gibbs, sharply. “What’s the
matter, Ted?”

“Nothing,” replied the mate,

“Touch o’ toothache,” said the skipper. “Come
along, Loo; I can just do with one o’ your breakfasts.”

Mrs. Gibbs suffered herself to be led on, and had
got at least five yards on the way home, when she
turned and looked back. The mate had still got the
toothache, and was at that moment in all the agonies of
a phenomenal twinge.

“There’s something wrong here,” said Mrs. Gibbs as
she retraced her steps. “Ted, what are you making
that face for?”

“It's my own face,” said the mate, evasively.

Mrs. Gibbs conceded the point, and added bitterly
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that it couldn’t be helped. All the same she wanted to
know what he meant by it.

“Ask John,” said the vindictive mate.

Mrs. Gibbs asked. Her husband said he didn’t
know, and added that Ted had been like it before, but
he had not told her for fear of frightening her. Then
he tried to induce her to go with him to the chemist’s
to get something for it.

Mrs. Gibbs shook her head firmly, and boarding
the barge, took a seat on the hatch and proceeded to
catechise her brother as to his symptoms. He denied
that there was anything the matter with him, while his
eyes openly sought those of Captain Gibbs as though
asking for instruction.

“You come home, Ted,” she said at length.

“I can’t,” said the mate. “I can’t leave the ship.”

“Why not?” demanded his sister.

“Ask John,” said the mate again.

At this Mrs. Gibbs's temper, which had been rising,
gave way altogether, and she stamped fiercely upon the
deck. A stamp of the foot has been for all time a
rough-and-ready means of signalling; the fore-scuttle was
drawn back, and the face of a young and pretty girl
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appeared framed in the opening. The mate raised his
eyebrows with a helpless gesture, and as for the unfor-
tunate skipper, any jury would have found him guilty I
without leaving the box. The wife of his bosom, with
a flaming visage, turned and regarded him.

“You villain!” she said, in a choking voice.

Captain Gibbs caught his breath and looked appeal-
ingly at the mate.

“It's a little surprise for you, my dear,” he faltered,
“it’s Ted’s young lady.”

“Nothing of the kind,” said the mate, sharply.

“It's not? How dare you say such a thing?” de-
manded Miss Harris, stepping onto the deck.

“Well, you brought her aboard, Ted, you know you
did,” pleaded the unhappy skipper.

The mate did not deny it, but his face was so full
of grief and surprise that the other’s heart sank within
him.

“All right,” said the mate at last; “have it your
own way.”

“Hold your tongue, Ted,” shouted Mrs. Gibbs;
“you’re trying to shield him.”

“I tell you Ted brought her aboard, and they had
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a lover’s quarrel,” said her unhappy spouse, “It's no-
thing to do with me at all.”

; “And that's why you told me Ted had got the

toothache, and tried to get me off to the chemist’s, I

s’pose,” retorted his wife, with virulence. “Do you

think I'm a fool? How dare you ask a young woman

on this barge? How dare you?”

“I didn’t ask her,” said her husband.

“I s’pose she came without being asked,” sneered
his wife, turning her regards to the passenger; “she looks
the sort that might. You brazen-faced girl!”

“Here, go easy, Loo,” interrupted the mate, flushing
as he saw the girl’s pale face.

“Mind your own business,” said his sister, violently,

“It is my business,” said the repentant mate. “I
brought her aboard, and then we quarrelled.”

“Ive no doubt,” said his sister, bitterly; “it’s very
pretty, but it won’t do.”

“I swear it's the truth,” said the mate,

“Why did John keep it so quiet and hide her for,
then?” demanded his sister.

“I came down for the trip,” said Miss Harris; “that
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is all about it. There is nothing to make a fuss about.
How much is it, Captain Gibbs?”

She produced a little purse from her pocket, but
before the embarrassed skipper could reply, his in-
furiated wife struck it out of her hand. The mate
sprang instinctively forward, but too late, and the purse
fell with a splash into the water. The girl gave a faint
cry and clasped her hands.

“How am I to get back?” she gasped.

“Pll see to that, Lucy,” said the mate. “I'm very
sorry—I've been a brute.”

“« Pou?” said the indignant girl. “I would sooner
drown myself than be beholden to you.”

“I'm very sorry,” repeated the mate, humbly.

“There's enough of this play-acting,” interposed Mrs.
Gibbs. “Get off this barge.”

“You stay where you are,” said the mate, authori-
tatively.

“Send that girl off this barge,” screamed Mrs. Gibbs
to her husband.

Captain Gibbs smiled in a silly fashion and
scratched his head. “Where is she to go?” he asked
feebly.
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“What does it matter to you where she goes?” cried
his wife, fiercely. “Send her off.”

The girl eyed her haughtily, and repulsing the mate
as he strove to detain her, stepped to the side. Then
she paused as he suddenly threw off his coat, and sit-
ting down on the hatch, hastily removed his boots.
The skipper, divining his intentions, seized him by the
arm.

“Don’t be a fool, Ted,” he gasped; “yowll get under
the barge.”

The mate shook him off, and went in with a splash
which half drowned his adviser. Miss Harris, clasping
her hands, ran to the side and gazed fearfully at the
spot where he had disappeared, while his sister in a
terrible voice seized the opportunity to point out to her
husband the probably fatal results of his ill-doing.
There was an anxious interval, and then the mate’s
head appeared above the water, and after a breathing-
spa.c;: disappeared again. The skipper, watching un-
easily, stood by with a life-belt.

“Come out, Ted,” screamed his sister as he came
‘up for breath again.

The mate disappeared once more, but coming up
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for the third time, hung onto the side of the barge
to recover a bit. A clothed man in the water savours
of disaster and looks alarming. Miss Harris began to
cry.

“You'll be drowned,” she whimpered.

“Come out,” said Mrs. Gibbs, in a raspy voice. She
knelt on the deck and twined her fingers in his hair.
The mate addressed her in terms rendered brotherly by
pain.

“Never mind about the purse,” sobbed Miss Harris;
“it doesn’t matter.”

“Will you make it up if I come out, then,” de-
manded the diver.

“No; T'll never speak to you again as long as I live,”
said the girl, passionately.

The mate disappeared again. This time he was
out of sight longer than usual, and when he came up
merely tossed his arms weakly and went down again.
There was a scream from the women, and a mighty
splash as the skipper went overboard with a life-belt.
The mate’s head, black and shining, showed for a mo-
ment; the skipper grabbed him by the hair and towed
him to the barge’s side, and in the midst of a con-
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siderable hubbub both men were drawn from the
water.

The skipper shook himself like a dog, but the mate
lay on the deck inert in a puddle of water. Mrs. Gibbs
frantically slapped his hands; and Miss Harris, bending
over him, rendered first aid by kissing him wildly.

Captain Gibbs pushed her away. “He won’t come

round while you're a-kissing of him,” he cried, roughly.
To his indignant surprise the drowned man opened
one eye and winked acquiescence. The skipper dropped
his arms by his side and stared at him stupidly.
“I saw his eyelid twitch,” cried Mrs. Gibbs, joy-
fully.

“He’s all right,” said her indignant husband; “’e
a’t born to be drowned, ’e ain’t. Ive spoilt a good
suit of clothes for nothing.”

To his wife’s amazement, he actually walked away
from the insensible man, and with a boat-hook reached
for his hat, which was floating by. Mrs. Gibbs, still
gazing in blank astonishment, caught a seraphic smile on
the face of her brother as Miss Harris continued her
ministrations, and in a pardonable fit of temper the
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overwrought woman gave him a box on the ear, which
brought him round at once.

“Where am I?” he inquired, artlessly.

Mrs. Gibbs told him. She also told him her
opinion of him, and without plagiarising her husband’s
words, came to the same conclusion as to his ultimate
fate.

“You come along home with me,” she said, turning
in a friendly fashion to the bewildered girl. “They de-
serve what they’ve got—both of ’em. I only hope that
they’ll both get such awful colds that they won’t find
their voices for a twelvemonth.”

She took the girl by the arm and helped her ashore.
They turned their heads once in the direction of the
barge, and saw the justly incensed skipper keeping the
mate’s explanations and apologies at bay with a boat-
hook. Then they went in to breakfast.
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THE MONKEY’'S PAW.

1 &

Wittout, the night was cold and wet, but in the
small parlour of Laburnam Villa the blinds were drawn
and the fire burned brightly. Father and son were at
chess, the former, who possessed ideas about the game
involving radical changes, puiting his king into such
sharp and unnecessary perils that it even provoked com-
ment from the white-haired old lady knitting placidly by
the fire.

“Hark at the wind,” said Mr, White, who, having
seen a fatal mistake after it was too late, was amiably
desirous of preventing his son from seeing it.

“I'm listening,” said the latter, grimly surveying the
board as he stretched out his hand. “Check.”

“] should hardly think that he’d come to-night,” said

his father, with his hand poised over the board.
3&
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“Mate,” replied the son.

“That's the worst of living so far out,” bawled
Mr. White, with sudden and unlooked-for violence; “of
all the beastly, slushy, out-of-the-way places to live in,
this is the worst. Pathway’s a bog, and the road’s a
torrent. I don’t know what people are thinking about,
I suppose because only two houses in the road are let,
they think it doesn’t matter.”

“Never mind, dear,” said his wife, soothingly; “per-
haps youw’ll win the next one.”

Mr. White looked up sharply, just in time to inter-
cept a knowing glance between mother and son. The
words died away on his lips, and he hid a guilty grin
in his thin grey beard.

“There he is,” said Herbert White, as the gate banged
to loudly and heavy footsteps came toward the door.

The old man rose with hospitable haste, and open-
ing the door, was heard condoling with the new arrival.
The new arrival also condoled with himself, so that Mrs.
White said, “Tut, tut{” and coughed gently as her hus-
band entered the room, followed by a tall, burly man,
Deady of eye and rubicund of visage,

“Sergeant-Major Morris,” he said, introducing him,
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The sergeant-major shook hands, and taking the
proffered seat by the fire, watched contentedly while his
host got out whiskey and tumblers and stood a small
copper kettle on the fire.

At the third glass his eyes got brighter, and he began
to talk, the little family circle regarding with eager interest
this visitor from distant parts, as he squared his broad
shoulders in the chair and spoke of wild scenes and
doughty deeds; of wars and plagues and strange peoples.

“Twenty-one years of it,” said Mr, White, nodding
at his wife and son. “When he went away he was a
slip of a youth in the warehouse. Now look at him.”

“He don’t look to have taken much harm,” said
Mrs. White, politely.

“Id like to go to India myself,” said the old man,
“just to look round a bit, you know.”

“Better where you are,” said the sergeant-major,
shaking his head. He put down the empty glass, and
sighing softly, shook it again.

“I should like to see those old temples and fakirs
and jugglers,” said the old man. “What was that you
started telling me the other day about a monkey’s paw
or something, Morris?”
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“Nothing,” said the soldier, hastily. “Leastways no-
thing worth hearing.”

“Monkey’s paw?” said Mrs. White, curiously.

«Well, it’s just a bit of what you might call magic,
perhaps,” said the sergeant-major, of-handedly.

His three listeners leaned forward eagerly. The
visitor absent-mindedly put his empty glass to his lips
and then set it down again. His host filled it for him.

«To look at,” said the sergeant-major, fumbling in
his pocket, “it's just an ordinary little paw, dried to a
mummy.”

He took something out of his pocket and proffered
it. Mrs, White drew back with a grimace, but her son,
taking it, examined it curiously.

“And what is there special about it?” inquired Mr.
White as he took it from his son, and having examined
it, placed it upon the table.

“It had a spell put on it by an old fakir,” said the
sergeant-major, “a very holy man. He wanted to show
that fate ruled people’s lives, and that those who inter-
fered with it did so to their sorrow. He put a spell on

it so that three separate men could each have three
wishes from it.”
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His manner was so impressive that his hearers were
conscious that their light laughter jarred somewhat.

“Well, why don’t you have three, sir?” said Herbert
White, cleverly.

The soldier regarded him in the way that middle
age is wont to regard presumptuous youth. “I have,”
he said, quietly, and his blotchy face whitened.

“And did you really have the three wishes granted?”
asked Mrs. White.

“] did,” said the sergeant-major, and his glass tapped
against his strong teeth.

“And has anybody else wished?” persisted the old
lady.

“The first man had his three wishes. Yes,” was the
reply; “I don’t know what the first two were, but the
third was for death. That’s how I got the paw.”

His tones were so grave that a hush fell upon the
group.

“If you've had your three wishes, it’s no good to you
now, then, Morris,” said the old man at last. “What do
you keep it for?”

The soldier shook his head. “Fancy, I suppose,” he
said, slowly. “I did have some idea of selling it, but I
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don’t think I will. It has caused enough mischief al-
ready. Besides, people won’t buy. They think it's a
fairy -tale; some of them, and those who do think any-
thing of it want to try it first and pay me afterward.”

“If you could have another three wishes,” said the
old man, eyeing him keenly, “would you have them?”

“I don’t know,” said the other. “I don’t know.”

He took the paw, and dangling it between his fore-
finger and thumb, suddenly threw it upon the fire.
White, with a slight cry, stooped down and snatched
it off.

“Better let it burn,” said the soldier, solemnly.

“If you don’t want it, Morris,” said the other, “give
it to me.”

“I won't,” said his friend, doggedly. “I threw it on
the fire. If you keep it, don’t blame me for what
happens. Pitch it on the fire again like a sensible man.”

The other shook his head and examined his new
possession closely. “How do you do it?” he inquired.

“Hold it up in your right hand and wish aloud,”
said the sergeant-major, “but I warn you of the con-
sequences.”

“Sounds like the Araban Nights,” said Mrs, White,
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as she rose and began to set the supper. “Don't you
think you might wish for four pairs of hands for me?”

Her husband drew the talisman from his pocket, and
then all three burst into laughter as the sergeant-major,
with a look of alarm on his face, caught him by the arm.

“If you must wish,” he said, gruffly, “wish for some-
thing sensible.”

Mr. White dropped it back in his pocket, and placing
chairs, motioned his friend to the table. In the business
of supper the talisman was partly forgotten, and after-
ward the three sat listening in an enthralled fashion to
a second instalment of the soldier’s adventures in India.

“If the tale about the monkey’s paw is not more
truthful than those he has been telling us,” said Herbert,
as the door closed behind their guest, just in time for
him to catch the last train, “we sha’n’t make much out
of it.”

“Did you give him anything for it, father?” inquired
Mrs. White, regarding her husband closely.

“A trifle,” said he, colouring slightly. “He didn’t
want it, but I made him take it. And he pressed me
again to throw it away.”

“Likely,” said Herbert, with pretended horror, “Why,



42 THE LADY OF THE BARGE, ETC.

we're going to be rich, and famous and happy. Wish
to be an emperor, father, to begin with; then you can’t
be henpecked.”

He darted round the table, pursued by the maligned
Mrs, White armed with an antimacassar.

Mr. White took the paw from his pocket and eyed
it dubiously. “I don’t know what to wish for, and that’s
a fact,” he said, slowly. “It seems to me I've got all I
want.”

“If you only cleared the house, yowd be quite
happy, wouldn’t you?” said Herbert, with his hand on
his shoulder. “Well, wish for two hundred pounds,
then; that ’ll just do it.”

His father, smiling shamefacedly at his own credulity,
held up the talisman, as his son, with a solemn face,
somewhat marred by a wink at his mother, sat down
at the piano and struck a few impressive chords.

“I wish for two hundred pounds,” said the old man
distinctly.

A fine crash from the piano greeted the words, inter-
rupted by a shuddering cry from the old man. His wife
and son ran toward him.

“It moved,” he cried, with a glance of disgust at
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the object as it lay on the floor. “As I wished, it twisted
in my hand like a snake.”

“«Well, I don’t see the money,” said his son as he
picked it up and placed it on the table, “and I bet I
never shall.”

«Jt must have been your fancy, father,” said his wife,
regarding him anxiously.

He shook his head. “Never mind, though; there’s
no harm done, but it gave me a shock all the same.”

They sat down by the fire again while the two men
finished their pipes. Outside, the wind was higher than
ever, and the old man started nervously at the sound of
a door banging upstairs. A silence unusual and de-
pressing settled upon all three, which lasted until the old
couple rose to retire for the night.

“T expect you'll find the cash tied up in a big bag
in the middle of your bed,” said Herbert, as he bade
them good-night, “and something horrible squatting up
on top of the wardrobe watching you as you pocket your
ill-gotten gains.”

He sat alone in the darkness, gazing at the dying
fire, and seeing faces in it. The last face was so hor-

rible and so simian that he gazed at it in amazement.



44 THE LADY OF THE BARGE, ETC.

It got so vivid that, with a little uneasy laugh, he felt on
the table for a glass containing a little water to throw
over it. His hand grasped the monkey’s paw, and with
a little shiver he wiped his hand on his coat and went
up to bed.

II.

In the brightness of the wintry sun next morniﬁg as
it streamed over the breakfast-table he laughed at his
fears. There was an air of prosaic wholesomeness
about the room which it had lacked on the previous
night, and the dirty, shrivelled little paw was pitched on
the sideboard with a carelessness which betokened no
great belief in its virtues.

“I suppose all old soldiers are the same,” said Mrs,
White. “The idea of our listening to such nonsense!
How could wishes. be granted in these days? And if they
could, how could two hundred pounds hurt you, father?”

“Might drop on his head from the sky,” said the fri-
volous Herbert.

“Morris said the things happened so naturally,” said

his father, “that you might if you so wished attribute it
to coincidence,”



THE MONKEY’S PAW. 45

«Well, don’t break into the money before I come
back,” said Herbert as he rose from the table. “I'm
afraid it'll turn you into a mean, avaricious man, and we
shall have to disown you.”

His mother laughed, and following him to the door,
watched him down the road; and returning to the
breakfast-table, was very happy at the expense of her
husband’s credulity. All of which did not prevent her
from scurrying to the door at the postman’s knock, nor
prevent her from referring somewhat shortly to retired
sergeant-majors of bibulous habits when she found that
the post brought a tailor’s bill.

«Herbert will have some more of his funny re-
marks, I expect, when he comes home,” she said, as
they sat at dinner.

“I daresay,” said Mr. White, pouring himself out
some beer; “but for all that, the thing moved in my
hand; that Tll swear to.”

_“You thought it did,” said the old lady soothingly.

“I say it did,” replied the other. “There was no
thought about it; I had just—— What's the matter?”

His wife made no reply. She was watching the

mysterious movements of a man outside, who, peering
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in an undecided fashion at the house, appeared to be
trying to make up his mind to enter. In mental con-
nection with the two hundred pounds, she noticed that
the stranger was well dressed, and wore a silk hat of
glossy newness. Three times he paused at the gate,
and then walked on again. The fourth time he stood
with his hand upon it, and then with sudden resolution
flung it open and walked up the path. Mrs. White at
the same moment placed her hands behind her, and
hurriedly unfastening the strings of her apron, put that
useful article of apparel beneath the cushion of her
chair.

She brought the stranger, who seemed ill at ease,
into the room. He gazed at her furtively, and listened
in a preoccupied fashion as the old lady apologised for
the appearance of the room, and her husband’s coat, a
garment which he usually reserved for the garden. She
then waited as patiently as her sex would permit, for
him to broach his business, but he was at first strangely
silent.

“I—was asked to call,” he said at last, and stooped
and picked a piece of cotton from his trousers. “I
come from ‘Maw and Meggins.’ ”
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The old lady started. “Is anything the matter?”
she asked, breathlessly. “Has anything happened to
Herbert? What is it? What is it?”

Her husband interposed. “There, there, mother,”
he said, hastily. “Sit down, and don’t jump to con-
clusions. Youve not brought bad news, I'm sure, sir;”?
and he eyed the other wistfully.

“I'm sorry—" began the visitor.

s he hurt?” demanded the mother, wildly.

The visitor bowed in assent. “Badly hurt,” he said,
quietly, “but he is not in any pain.”

«Qh, thank God!” said the old woman, clasping
her hands. “Thank God for that! Thank——"

She broke off suddenly as the sinister meaning of
the assurance dawned upon her and she saw the awful
confirmation of her fears in the other’s perverted face.
She caught her breath, and turning to her slower-witted
husband, laid her trembling old hand upon his. There
was a long silence.

«He was caught in the machinery,” said the visitor
at length in a low voice.

“Caught in the machinery,” repeated Mr. White, in

a dazed fashion, “yes.”
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He sat staring blankly out at the window, and tak-
ing his wife's hand between his own, pressed it as he
had been wont to do in their old courting-days nearly
forty years before.

“He was the only one left to us,” he said, turning
gently to the visitor. “It is hard.”

The other coughed, and rising, walked slowly to the
window. “The firm wished me to convey their sincere
sympathy with you in your great loss,” he said, without
looking round. “I beg that you will understand I am
only their servant and merely obeying orders.”

There was no reply; the old woman’s face was
white, her eyes staring, and her breath inaudible; on
the husband’s face was a look such as his friend the
sergeant might have carried into his first action.

“I was to say that Maw and Meggins disclaim all
responsibility,” continued the other. “They admit no
liability at all, but in consideration of your son’s
services, they wish to present you with a certain sum as
compensation.”

Mr. White dropped his wife’s hand, and rising to
his feet, gazed with a look of horror at his visitor. IHis
dry lips shaped the words, “How much?”
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“Two hundred pounds,” was the answer.

Unconscious of his wife’s shriek, the old man smiled
faintly, put out his hands like a sightless man, and
dropped, a senseless heap, to the floor.

III.

Iv the huge new cemetery, some two miles distant,
the old people buried their dead, and came back to a
house steeped in shadow and silence. It was all over
so quickly that at first they could hardly realise it, and
remained in a state of expectation as though of some-
thing else to happen—something else which was to
lighten this load, too heavy for old hearts to bear.

But the days passed, and expectation gave place to
resignation—the hopeless resignation of the old, some-
times miscalled apathy. Sometimes they hardly ex-
changed a word, for now they had nothing to talk
about, and their days were long to weariness,

It was about a week after that the old man, waking
suddenly in the night, stretched out his hand and found

himself alone. The room was in darkness, and the
The Lady of the Barge, 4
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sound of subdued weeping came from the window. He
raised himself in bed and listened.

«Come back,” he said, tenderly. “You will be
cold.”

a1t is colder for my son,” said the old woman, and
wept afresh.

The sound of her sobs died away on his ears. The
bed was warm, and his eyes heavy with sleep. He
dozed fitfully, and then slept until a sudden wild cry
from his wife awoke him with a start.

“The paw!”’ she cried wildly. “The monkey’s
paw!”

He started up in alarm. “Where? Where is it?
What’s the matter?”

She came stumbling across the room toward him.
«] want it,” she said, quietly. “You’ve not destroyed it?”

«Ips in the parlour, on the bracket,” he replied,
marvelling. “Why?”

She cried and laughed together, and bending over,
kissed his cheek.

“I only just thought of it,” she said, hysterically.
“«Why didn’t I think of it before? Why didn’t yo
think of it?”




el
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“Think of what?” he questioned.

“The other two wishes,” she replied, rapidly. “We've
only had one,”

“Was not that enough?” he demanded, fiercely.

“No,” she cried, triumphantly; “we’ll have one more.
Go down and get it quickly, and wish our boy alive
again.”

The man sat up in bed and flung the bed-clothes
from his quaking limbs. “Good God, you are mad!”
he cried, aghast,

“Get it,” she panted; “get it quickly, and wish— —
Oh, my boy, my boy!”

Her husband struck a match and lit the candle.
“Get back to bed,” he said, unsteadily. “You don’t
know what you are saying.”

“We had the first wish granted,” said the old
woman, feverishly; “why not the second?”

“A coincidence,” stammered the old man,

“Go and get it and wish,” cried his wife, quivering
with excitement.

The old man turned and regarded her, and his
voice shook. “He has been dead ten days, and be-
sides he—I would not tell you else, but—I could only

4t
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recognise him by his clothing, If he was too terrible
for you to see then, how now?”

“Bring him back,” cried the old woman, and dragged
him toward the door. “Do you think I fear the child
1 have nursed?”

He went down in the darkness, and felt his way to
the parlour, and then to the mantelpiece. The talisman
was in its place, and a horrible fear that the unspoken
wish might bring his mutilated son before him ere he
could escape from the room seized upon him, and he
caught his breath as he found that he had lost the
direction of the door. His brow cold with sweat, he
felt his way round the table, and groped along the wall
until he found himself in the small passage with the un-
wholesome thing in his hand.

Even his wife’s face seemed changed as he entered
the room. It was white and expectant, and to his fears
seemed to have an unnatural look upon it. He was
afraid of her.

““Wish!” she cried, in a strong voice,

“It is foolish and wicked,” he faltered.

““ Wish!”’ repeated his wife.

He raised his hand. “I wish my son alive again.”




THE MONKEY'S PAW, 53

The talisman fell to the floor, and he regarded it
fearfully. Then he sank trembling into a chair as the
old woman, with burning eyes, walked to the window
and raised the blind.

He sat until he was chilled with the cold, glancing
occasionally at the figure of the old woman peering
through the window. The candle-end, which had burned
below the rim of the china candlestick, was throwing
pulsating shadows on the ceiling and walls, until, with
a flicker larger than the rest, it expired. The old man,
with an unspeakable sense of relief at the failure of the
talisman, crept back to his bed, and a minute or two
afterward the old woman came silently and apathetically

beside him.

Neither spoke, but lay silently listening to the tick-
ing of the clock. A stair creaked, and a squeaky mouse
scurried noisily through the wall. The darkness was
oppressive, and after lying for some time screwing up
his courage, he took the box of matches, and striking

one, went downstairs for a candle,

At the foot of the stairs the match went out, and
he paused to strike another; and at the same moment
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a knock, so quiet and stealthy as to be scarcely audible,
sounded on the front door.

The matches fell from his hand and spilled in the
passage. He stood motionless, his breath suspended
until the knock was repeated. Then he turned and fled
swiftly back to his room, and closed the door behind
him. A third knock sounded through the house.

« What's that?” cried the old woman, starting
up.

“A rat,” said the old man in shaking tones—*“a rat.
It passed me on the stairs.”

His wife sat up in bed listening. A loud knock re-
sounded through the house.

“Its Herbert!” she screamed. “It’s Herbert!”

She ran to the door, but her husband was before
her, and catching her by the arm, held her tightly.

“What are you going to do?” he whispered hoarsely.

“I's my boy; it’s Herbert!” she cried, struggling
mechanically. “I forgot it was two miles away. What
are you holding me for? Let go. I must open the

door.”

“For God’s sake don’t let it in,” cried the old man,
trembling.
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“You're afraid of your own son,” she cried, strug-
gling. “Let me go. I'm coming, Herbert; ’'m coming.”

There was another knock, and another. The old
woman with a sudden wrench broke free and ran from
the room. Her husband followed to the landing, and
called after her appealingly as she hurried downstairs.
He heard the chain rattle back and the bottom bolt
drawn slowly and stiffly from the socket. Then the old
woman'’s voice, strained and panting.

“The bolt,” she cried, loudly. “Come down. I
can’t reach it.”

But her husband was on his hands and knees grop-
ing wildly on the floor in search of the paw. If he
could only find it before the thing outside got in. A
perfect fusillade of knocks reverberated through the
house, and he heard the scraping of a chair as his wife
put it down in the passage against the door. He heard
the creaking of the bolt as it came slowly back, and at
the same moment he found the monkey’s paw, and
frantically breathed his third and last wish.

The knocking ceased suddenly, although the echoes
of it were still in the house. He heard the chair drawn
back, and the door opened. A cold wind rushed up
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the staircase, and a long loud wail of disappointment
and misery from his wife gave him courage to run down
to her side, and then to the gate beyond. The street
lamp flickering opposite shone on a quiet and deserted

road.
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BILL'S PAPER CHASE.

SAILORMEN ’ave their faults, said the night watch-
man, frankly. I'm not denying of it. I used to ’ave
myself when I was at sea, but being close with their
money is a fault as can seldom be brought ag’in ’em.

I saved some money once—two golden sovereigns,
owing to a ’ole in my pocket. Before I got another
ship I slept two nights on a doorstep and ’ad nothing
to eat, and I found them two sovereigns in the lining o’
my coat when I was over two thousand miles away from
the nearest pub.

I on’y knew one miser all the years I was at sea.
Thomas Geary ’is name was, and we was shipmates
aboard the barque Gremada, homeward bound from
Sydney to London.

Thomas was a man that was getting into years;
sixty, I think ’e was, and old enough to know better.
'E’d been saving ’ard for over forty years, and as near

as we could make out ’e was worth a matter o’ six
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‘undered pounds. He used to be fond o’ talking about
it, and letting us know how much better off ’e was than
any of the rest of us.

We was about a month out from Sydney when old
Thomas took sick. Bill Hicks said that it was owing
to a ha’penny he couldn’t account for; but Walter Jones,
whose family was always ill, and thought ’e knew a lot
about it, said that ’e knew wot it was, but ’e couldn’t
remember the name of it, and that when we got to Lon-
don and Thomas saw a doctor, we should see as ’ow ‘e
was right.

Whatever it was the old man got worse and worse.
The skipper came down and gave ’im some physic and
looked at *is tongue, and then ’e looked at our tongues
to see wot the difference was. Then ’e left the cook in
charge of ’im and went off.

The next day Thomas was worse, and it was soon
clear to everybody but ’im that ’e was slipping ’is cable.
He wouldn’t believe it at first, though the cook told ’im,
Bill Hicks told him, and Walter Jones ’ad a grandfather
that went off in just the same way.

“Im not going to die,” says Thomas. “How can I
die and leave all that money?”
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“IYll be good for your relations, Thomas,” says
Walter Jones.

“I ain’t got any,” says the old man.

“Well, your friends, then, Thomas,” says Walter,
soft-like.

“Ain’t got any,” says the old man ag’in.

“Yes, you ‘ave, Thomas,” says Walter, with a kind
smile; “I could tell you one you've got.”

Thomas shut his eyes at ’im and began to talk
pitiful about ’is money and the ’ard work ’e’d *ad saving
of it. And by-and-by ’e got worse, and didn’t reckernise
us, but thought we was a pack o’ greedy, drunken
sailormen. He thought Walter Jones was a shark, and
told ’'im so, and, try all ’e could, Walter couldn’t per-
suade ’im different.

He died the day arter. In the morning ’e was
whimpering about ’is money ag’in, and angry with Bill
when ‘e reminded ’im that ’e couldn’t take it with ’im,
and ’e made Bill promise that ’e should be buried just
as ’e was. Bill tucked him up arter that, and when %
felt a canvas belt tied round the old man’s waist ‘e
began to see wot ’e was driving at.

The weather was dirty that day and there was a
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bit o’ sea running, consequently all ’ands was on deck,
and a boy about sixteen wot used to ’elp the steward
down aft was lookin’ arter Thomas. Me and Bill just
run down to give a look at the old man in time.

“T am going to take it with me, Bill,” says the old
man.

“That’s right,” says Bill.

“My mind’s—easy now,” says Thomas. “I gave it
to Jimmy—to—to—throw overboard for me.”

““Wot?” says Bill, staring,

“That's right, Bill,” says the boy. “He told me to.
It was a little packet o’ banknotes. He gave me tup-
pence for doing it.”

Old Thomas seemed to be listening. ’Is eyes was
open, and ’e looked artful at Bill to think what a clever
thing ’e’d done.

“Nobedy’ goin’—to spend—my money,” ‘e says.
‘Nobody’s——"

We drew back from ’is bunk and stood staring at
im. Then Bill turned to the boy.

“Go and tell the skipper ’e’s gone,” ’e says, “and
mind, for your own sake, don’t tell the skipper or any-
body else that you've thrown all that money overboard,”
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“Why not?” says Jimmy.

“Becos yowll be locked up for it,” says Bill; “you’d
no business to do it. You’ve been and broke the law.
It ought to ha’ been left to somebody.”

Jimmy looked scared, and arter ’e was gone I turned
to Bill, and I looks at ’im and I says: “What’s the little
game, Bill?”

“ Game,”

said Bill, snorting at me. “I don’t want
the pore boy to get into trouble, do I? Pore little chap.
You was young yourself once.”

“Yes,” I says; “but I'm a bit older now, Bill, and
unless you tell me what your little game is, I shall tell
the skipper myself, and the chaps too. Pore old Thomas
told ’im to do it, so where’s the boy to blamez”

“Do you think Jimmy did?”’ says Bill, screwing up
his nose at me. “That little varmint is walking about
worth six ’undered quid. Now you keep your mouth
shut and Pll make it worth your while.”

Then I see Bill's game. “All right, Tll keep quiet
for the sake of my half,” I says, looking at ’im.

I thought he’d ha’ choked, and the langwidge ‘e see
fit to use was a’most as much as I could answer.

“Very well, then,” ’e says, at last, “halves it is. It
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ain't robbery becos it belongs to nobody, and it ain’t
the boy’s becos ‘e was told to throw it overboard.”

They buried pore old Thomas next morning, and
arter it was all over Bill put ’is ’and on the boy’s
shoulder as they walked for'ard and ’e says, “Poor old
Thomas ’as gone to look for ’is money,” he says; “ wonder
whether *¢’ll find it! Was it a big bundle, Jimmy?”

«No,” says the boy, shaking ’is ’ead. “They was
six 'undered pound notes and two sovereigns, and I
wrapped the sovereigns up in the mnotes to make ‘em
sink. Fancy throwing money away like that, Bill: seems
a sin, don’t it?”

Bill didn’t answer ’im, and that afternoon the other
chaps below being asleep we searched ’is bunk through
and through without any luck, and at last Bill sat down
and swore ’e must ha’ got it about ’im.

We waited till night, and when everybody was snor-
ing ’ard we went over to the boy’s bunk and went all
through ’is pockets and felt the linings, and then we
went back to our side and Bill said wot *e thought about
Jimmy in whispers.

“He must ha’ got it tied round ’is waist next to is
skin, like Thomas ’ad,” I says.
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We stood there in the dark whispering, and then
Bill couldn’t stand it any longer, and ’e went over on
tiptoe to the bunk ag’in. He was tremblin’ with excite-
ment and I wasn’t much better, when all of a2 sudden the
cook sat up in ’is bunk with a dreadful laughing scream
and called out that somebody was ticklin’ ’im.

I got into my bunk and Bill got into ’is, and we lay
there listening while the cook, who was a terrible ticklish
man, leaned out of ’is bunk and said wot ’e’d do if it
’appened ag’in.

“Go to sleep,” says Walter Jones; “you're dreamin’,
Who d’you think would want to tickle you?”

“I tell you,” says the cook, “somebody come over
and tickled me with a ’and the size of a leg o’ mutton.
I feel creepy all over.”

Bill gave it up for that night, but the next day ‘e
pretended to think Jimmy was gettin’ fat an’ ‘e caught
‘old of *im and prodded ’m all over. He thought e
felt something round ’is waist, but ’e couldn’t be sure,
and Jimmy made such a noise that the other chaps
interfered and told Bill to leave ’im alone.

For a whole week we tried to find that money, and

couldn’t, and Bill said it was a suspicious thing that
The f.na{r of the Barge, 1
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Jimmy kept aft a good deal more than ‘e used to, and
’e got an idea that the boy might ha’ ’idden it some-
where there. At the end of that time, ’owever, owing
to our being short’anded, Jimmy was sent for’ard to
work as ordinary seaman, and it began to be quite
noticeable the way ’e avoided Bill

At last one day we got ’im alone down the fo'c’sle,
and Bill put ’is arm round ’im and got 'im on the locker

and asked ’im straight out where the money was.

“Why, I chucked it overboard,” he says. “I told

you so afore. What a memory you've got, Bill!”

Bill picked ’im up and laid ’im on the locker, and
we searched ’im thoroughly. We even took ’is boots off,
and then we ’ad another look in ’is bunk while ’e was
putting ’em on ag’in,

“If youw're innercent,” says Bill, “why don’t you call
out?-—eh?”

“Because you told me not to say anything about it,
Bill,” says the boy. “But I will next time. Loud, I
will,”

“Look ’ere,” says Bill, “you tell us where it is, and
the three of us’ll go shares in it. That’ll be two ’un-
dered pounds each, and we’ll tell you 'ow to get yours
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changed without getting caught. We're cleverer than
you are, you know.”

“I know that, Bill,” says the boy; “but it’s no good
me telling you lies. I chucked it overboard.”

“Very good, then,” says Bill, getting up. “I'm going
to tell the skipper.”

“Tell 2im,” says Jimmy. “I don’t care.”

“Then you'll be searched arter you've siepped ashore,”
says Bill, “and you won’t be allowed on the ship ag'in.
You’'ll lose it all by being greedy, whereas if you go
shares with us youw’ll *ave two 'undered pounds.”

I could see as ’ow the boy ’adn’t thought o’ that,
and try as ’e would ’e couldn’t ’ide ’is feelin’s. He
called Bill a red-nosed shark, and ’e called me some-
thin’ I've forgotten now.

“Think it over,” says Bill; “mind, you'll be collared
as soon as you've left the gangway and searched by the
police.”

“And will they tickle the cook too, I wonder?” says
Jimmy, savagely.

“And if they find it yowll go to prison,” says Bill,
giving 'im a clump on the side o’ the ’ead, “and you
won't like that, T can tell you,”

5*
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“Why, ain't it nice, Bill?” says Jimmy, holding ’is ear.

Bill looked at 'im and then ‘e steps to the ladder.
“Pm not going to talk to you any more, my lad,” e
says. “I'm going to tell the skipper.”

He went up slowly, and just as ’e reached the deck
Jimmy started up and called ’im. Bill pretended not to
%ear, and the boy ran up on deck and follered ’im; and
arter a little while they both came down again together.

“Did you wish to speak to me, my lad?” says Bill,
’olding ’is ’ead up.

“Yes,” says the boy, fiddling with ’is fingers; “if
you keep your ugly mouth shut, we’ll go shares.”

“Ho!” says Bill, “I thought you throwed it over-
board!”

“I thought so, too, Bill,” says Jimmy, very softly,
“and when I came below ag'in I found it in my trousers
pocket.”

“Where is it now?” says Bill.

“Never mind where it is,” says the boy; “you
couldn’t get it if I was to tell you. Itll take me all my
time to do it myself.”

“Where is it?” says Bill, ag'in. “I'm goin’ to take
care of it. T won’t trust you.”
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“And I can’t trust you,” says Jimmy.

“If you don’t tell me where it is this minute,” says
Bill, moving to the ladder ag’in, “I'm off to tell the
skipper. I want it in my ’ands, or at anyrate my share
of it. Why not share it out now?”

“Because I ’aven’t got it,” says Jimmy, stamping ’is
foot, “that’s why, and it’s all your silly fault, Arter you
came pawing through my pockets when you thought I
was asleep I got frightened and ’id it.”

“ Where?” says Bill.

“In the second mate’s mattress,” says Jimmy. “I
was tidying up down aft and I found a ’ole in the
underneath side of ’is mattress and I shoved it in there,
and poked it in with a bit o’ stick.”

“And ’ow are you going to get it?” says Bill,
scratching ’is “ead.

“That's wot I don’t know, seeing that I'm not
allowed aft now,” says Jimmy. “One of usll ’ave to
make a dash for it when we get to London. And mind
if there’s any ’anky-panky on your part, Bill, Ill give the
show away myself.”

The cook came down just then and we ’ad to leave
off talking, and I could see that Bill was so pleased at
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finding that the money ’adn’t been thrown overboard
that ’e was losing sight o’ the difficulty o’ getting at it.
In a day or two, owever, ’e see it as plain as me and
Jimmy did, and, as time went by, he got desprit, and
frightened us both by ’anging about aft every chance
‘e got.

The companion-way faced the wheel, and there was
about as much chance o’ getting down there without
being seen as there would be o’ taking a man’s false
teeth out of ’is mouth without ’is knowing it. Jimmy
went down one day while Bill was at the wheel to look
for ’is knife, wot ’e thought ’e’d left down there, and
'e'd ’ardly got down afore Bill saw ’'im come up ag’in,
’olding onto the top of a mop which the steward was
using.

We couldn’t figure it out nohow, and to think o’ the
second mate, a little man with a large fam’ly, who never
’ad a penny in ’is pocket, sleeping every night on a six
‘undered pound mattress, sent us pretty near crazy.
We used to talk it over whenever we got a chance, and
Bill and Jimmy could scarcely be civil to each other.

The boy said it was Bill’s fault, and ’e said it was the
boy’s.
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“The on'y thing I can see,” says the boy, one day,
“is for Bill to ’ave a touch of sunstroke as ’e’s leaving
the wheel one day, tumble ’ead-first down the companion-
way, and injure ’isself so severely that ’e can’t be
moved. Then they’ll put ‘im in a cabin down aft, and
p'raps I'll ‘ave to go and nurse “im. Anyway, /%e'/l be
down there.”

“It’s a very good idea, Bill,” I says.

“Ho,” says Bill, looking at me as if ’e would eat me.
“Why don’t you do it, then?”

“I'd sooner you did it, Bill,” says the boy; “still, I
don’t mind which it is. Why not toss up for it?”

“Get away,” says Bill. “Get away afore I do some-
thing you won’t like, you bioodthirsty little murderer.”

“I've got a plan myself,” he says, in a low voice,
after the boy ’ad ’opped off, “and if I can’t think of no-
thing better I'll try it, and mind, not a word to the boy.”

He didn’t think o’ nothing better, and one night just
as we was making the Channel ’e tried ’is plan. He was
in the second mate’s watch, and by-and-by ’e leans over
the wheel and says to ’im in a low voice, “This is my
last v’y’ge, sir.”

“QOh,” says the second mate, who was a man as
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didn’t mind talking to a man before the mast. “How’s
that?”
“T've got a berth ashore, sir,” says Bill, “and I wanted

to ask a favour, sir.”

The second mate growled and walked off a pace or

two.

“TI've never been so ’appy as I've been on this ship,”
says Bill; “none of us ’ave. We was saying so the other
night, and everybody agreed as it was owing to you, sir,
and your kindness to all of us.”

The second mate coughed, but Bill could see as ’e
was a bit pleased.

“The feeling came over me,” says Bill, “that when
I leave the sea for good I'd like to ’ave something o’
yours to remember you by, sir. And it seemed to me
that if I ’ad your mattress I should think of you ev'ry
night o’ my life,”

“My wot?” says the second mate, staring at ’im.

“Your mattress, sir,” says Bill. “If I might make
so bold as to offer a pound for it, sir. I want some-

thing wot’s been used by you, and I've got a fancy for
that as a keepsake.”



BILL’S PAPER CHASE, 73

The second mate shook ’is ’ead. “I'm sorry, Bill,”
’e says, gently, “but I couldn’t let it go at that.”

“I'd sooner pay thirty shillin’s than not ’ave it, sir,”
says Bill, 'umbly.

“] gave a lot of money for that mattress,” says the
mate, ag’in, “I forgit ow much, but a lot. You don’t
know ‘ow valuable that mattress is.”

«] know it’s a good one, sir, else you wouldn’t ‘ave
it,” says Bill. “Would a couple o’ pounds buy it, sir?”

The second mate hum’d and ha’d, but Bill was
afeard to go any ’igher. So far as ’e could make out
from Jimmy, the mattress was worth about eighteen
pence—to anybody who wasn’t pertiklar.

“Iye slept on that mattress for years,” says the
second mate, looking at im from the corner of ’is eye.
«I don’t believe I could sleep on another. Still, to
oblige you, Bill, you shall ’ave it at that if you don’t
want it till we go ashore?”

«Thankee, sir,” says Bill, ’ardly able to keep from
dancing, “and Pll *and over the two pounds when we're
paid off. I shall keep it all my life, sir, in memory of
you and your kindness.”

“And mind you keep quiet about it,” says the



n4 THE LADY OF THE BARGE, ETC.

second mate, who didn’t want the skipper to know wot
‘e'd been doing, “because I don’t want to be bothered

by other men wanting to buy things as keepsakes.”

Bill promised ’'im like a shot, and when ’e told me
about it ’e was nearly crying with joy.

“And mind,” ’e says, “I've bought that mattress,
bought it as it stands, and it’s got nothing to do with

Jimmy. We'll each pay a pound and halve wot’s in it.”

He persuaded me at last, but that boy watched us
like a cat watching a couple of canaries, and I could
see we should ‘ave all we could do to deceive 7m. He
seemed more suspicious o’ Bill than me, and ‘e kep’
worrying us nearly every day to know what we were
going to do.

We beat about in the channel with a strong ’ead-
wind for four days, and then a tug picked us up and
towed us to London.

The excitement of that last little bit was ’orrible.
Fust of all we ’ad got to get the mattress, and then in
some way we ’ad got to get rid o’ Jimmy. Bill’s idea
was for me to take 'im ashore with me and tell ’im that
Bill would join us arterwards, and then lose ’im; but I
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said that till Pd got my share I couldn’t bear to lose
sight o’ Bill's honest face for “alf a second.

And, besides, Jimmy wouldn’t ’ave gone. All the
way up the river ’e stuck to Bill, and kept asking 'im
wot we were to do. ’E was ‘alf crying, and so excited
that Bill was afraid the other chaps would notice it.

We got to our berth in the East India Docks at
last, and arter we were made fast we went below to
'ave a wash and change into our shore-going togs.
Jimmy watched us all the time, and then ’e comes up
to Bill biting ’is nails, and says:

“«How’s it to be done, Bill?”

“Hang about arter the rest ’ave gone ashore, and
trust to luck,” says Bill, looking at me. “We'll see ow
the land lays when we draw our advance.”

We went down aft to draw ten shillings each to go
ashore with. Bill and me got ours fust, and then the
second mate who ‘ad tipped ’im the wink followed us
out unconcerned-like and ’anded Bill the mattress rolled
up in a sack.

«'Ere you are, Bill,” ‘e says.

“Much obliged, sir,” says Bill, and Yis *ands trembled
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so as 'e could ’ardly ’old it, and ’e made to go off afore
Jimmy come on deck.

Then that fool of a mate kept us there while e
made a little speech. Twice Bill made to go off, but ’e
put ’is ’and on ’is arm and kept ’im there while ’e told
‘im ‘ow he’d always tried to be liked by the men, and
’ad generally succeeded, and in the middle of it up
popped Master Jimmy.

He gave a start as he saw the bag, and ’is eyes
opened wide, and then as we walked for'ard ’e put ‘is
arm through Bill’s and called ’im all the names ’e could
think of.

“You'd steal the milk out of a cat’s saucer,” ’e says;
“but mind, you don’t leave this ship till 've got my
share.”

“I meant it for a pleasant surprise for you, Jimmy,”
says Bill, trying to smile.

“I don’t like your surprises, Bill, so I don’t deceive
you,” says the boy. “Where are you going to open it?”

“I was thinking of opening it in my bunk” says
Bill. “The perlice might want to examine it if we took
it through the dock. Come on, Jimmy, old man.”

“Yes; all right,” says the boy, nodding ’is ’ead at
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im. “PIl stay up ’ere. You might forget yourself,
Bill, if I trusted myself down there with you alone. You
can throw my share up to me, and then you'll leave the
ship afore I do. See?”

“Go to blazes,” says Bill; and then, seeing that the
last chance ’ad gone, we went below, and ’e chucked the
bundle in ’is bunk. There was only one chap down
there, and arter spending best part o’ ten minutes doing
%is hair e nodded to us and went off.

Half a minute later Bill cut open the mattress and
began to search through the stuffing, while I struck
matches and watched ’im. It wasn’t a big mattress and
there wasn’t much stuffing, but we couldn’t seem to see
that money. Bill went all over it ag’in and ag'in, and
then ’e stood up and looked at me and caught ‘is
breath painful.

“Do you think the mate found it?” ‘e says, in a
'usky voice.

We went through it ag’in, and then Bill went half-
way up the fo'c’s'le ladder and called softly for Jimmy.
He called three times, and then, with a sinking sensation
in ’is stammick, e went up on deck and I follered 'im.

The boy was nowhere to be seen. All we saw was the
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ship’s cat *aving a wash and brush-up afore going ashore;
and the skipper standing aft talking to the owner.

We never saw that boy ag’in. He never turned up
for ’is box, and ‘e didn’t show up to draw ’is pay.
Everybody else was there, of course, and arter I'd got
mine and come outside I see pore Bill with 'is back up
ag'in a wall, staring ’ard at the second mate, who was
looking at ’im with a kind smile, and asking 'im 'ow
he’d slept. The last thing I saw of Bill, the pore chap
’ad got ’is ’ands in ’is trousers pockets, and was trying
Yis hardest to smile back.









THE WELL.

i

Two. men stood in the billiard-room of an old
country house, talking. Play, which had been of a half-
hearted nature, was over, and they sat at the open
window, looking out over the park stretching away
beneath them, conversing idly.

“Your time’s nearly up, Jem,” said one at length,
“this time six weeks yowll be yawning out the honey-
moon and cursing the man—woman I mean— who in-
vented them.”

Jem Benson stretched his long limbs in the chair
and grunted in dissent.

“I've never understood it,” continued Wilfred Carr,
yawning. “It's not in my line at all; I never had
enough money for my own wants, let alone for two.
Perhaps if I were as rich as you or Creesus I might
regard it differently.”

There was just sufficient meaning in the latter part
The Lady of the Barge. 6
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of the remark for his cousin to forbear to reply to it.
He continued to gaze out of the window and to smoke
slowly.

“Not being as rich as Creesus—or you,” resumed
Carr, regarding him from beneath lowered lids, “I paddle
my own canoe down the stream of Time, and, tying it
to my friends’ door-posts, go in to eat their dinners.”

“Quite Venetian,” said Jem Benson, still looking out
of the window. “It’s not a bad thing for you, Wilfred,
that you have the door-posts and dinners—and friends.”

Carr grunted in his turn. “Seriously though, Jem,”
he said, slowly, “you’re a lucky fellow, a very lucky
fellow. If there is a better girl above ground than
Olive, I should like to see her.”

“Yes,” said the other, quietly.

“She’s such an exceptional girl,” continued Carr,
staring out of the window. “She’s so good and gentle.
She thinks you are a bundle of all the virtues.”

He laughed frankly and joyously, but the other man
did not join him.

“Strong sense of right and wrong, though,” continued

Carr, musingly. “Do you know, I believe that if she
found out that you were not——-—»
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“Not what?” demanded Benson, turning upon him
fiercely, “Not what?”

“Everything that you are,” returned his cousin, with
a grin that belied his words, “I believe she’d drop you.”

“Talk about something else,” said Benson, slowly;
“your pleasantries are not always in the best taste.”

Wilfred Carr rose and taking a cue from the rack,
bent over the board and practiced one or two favourite
shots. “The only other subject I can talk about just at
present is my own financial affairs,” he said slowly, as
he walked round the table,

“Talk about something else,” said Benson again,
bluntly.

“And the two things are connected,” said Carr, and
dropping his cue he half sat on the table and eyed his
cousin.

There was a long silence. Benson pitched the end
of his cigar out of the window, and leaning back closed
his eyes.

“Do you follow me?” inquired Carr at length.

Benson opened his eyes and nodded at the window.

“Do you want to follow my cigar?” he demanded.

“I should prefer to depart by the usual way for
6!



84 THE LADY OF THE PARGE, ETC.

your sake,” returned the other, unabashed. “If I left by
the window all sorts of questions would be asked, and
you know what a talkative chap I am.”

“So long as you don’t talk about my affairs,” re-
turned the other, restraining himself by an obvious effort,
“you can talk yourself hoarse.”

“I'm in a mess,” said Carr, slowly, “a devil of a mess.
If I don’t raise fifteen hundred by this day fortnight, I
may be getting my board and lodging free.”

“Would that be any change?” questioned Benson.

“The quality would,” retorted the other. “The address
also would not be good. Seriously, Jem, will you let me
have the fifteen hundred?”

“No,” said the other, simply.

Carr went white, “It’s to save me from ruin,” he
said, thickly.

“I've helped you till Pm tired,” said Benson, turning
and regarding him, “and it is all to no good. If you've
got into a mess, get out of it. You should not be so
fond of giving autographs away.”

“It’s foolish, I admit,” said Carr, deliberately. “I
won’t do so anymore. By the way, I've got some to sell.
You needn’t sneer. They're not my own.”
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“Whose are they?” inquired the other.

“Yours.”

Benson got up from his chair and crossed over to
him. “What is this?” he asked, quietly. “Blackmail?”

“Call it what you like,” said Carr. “I've got some
letters for sale, price fifteen hundred. And I know a
man who would buy them at that price for the mere
chance of getting Olive from you. PIl give you first
offer.”

“If you have got any letters bearing my signature,
you will be good enough to give them to me,” said
Benson, very slowly,

“They’re mine,” said Carr, lightly; “given to me by
the lady you wrote them to. I must say that they are
not all in the best possible taste.”

His cousin reached forward suddenly, and catching
him by the collar of his coat pinned him down on the
table.

“Give me those letters,” he breathed, sticking his
face close to Carr’s,

“They’re not here,” said Carr, struggling. “Im not a
fool. Let me go, or I'll raise the price.”

The other man raised him from the table in his
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powerful hands, apparently with the intention of dashing
his head against it. Then suddenly his hold relaxed as
an astonished-looking maidservant entered the room with
letters. Carr sat up hastily.

“That's how it was done,” said Benson, for the girl’s
benefit as he took the letters.

“] don’t wonder at the other man making him pay
for it, then,” said Carr, blandly.

“You will give me those letters?” said Benson,
suggestively, as the girl left the room.

“At the price I mentioned, yes,” said Carr; “but so
sure as I am a living man, if you lay your clumsy hands
on me again, Il double it. Now, Ill leave you for a
time while you think it over.”

He took a cigar from the box and lighting it care-
fully quitted the room. His cousin waited until the door
had closed behind him, and then turning to the window
sat there in a fit of fury as silent as it was terrible.

The air was fresh and sweet from the park, heavy
with the scent of new-mown grass. The fragrance of a
cigar was now added to it, and glancing out he saw his
cousin pacing slowly by. He rose and went to the door,
and then, apparently altering his mind, he returned to
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the window and watched the figure of his cousin as it
moved slowly away into the moonlight. Then he rose
again, and, for a long time, the room was empty.

* * * * *

It was empty when Mrs. Benson came in some time
later to say good-night to her son on her way to bed.
She walked slowly round the table, and pausing at the
window gazed from it in idle thought, until she saw the
figure of her son advancing with rapid strides toward
the house. He looked up at the window.

“Good-night,” said she.

“Good-night,” said Benson, in a deep voice,

“Where is Wilfred?”

“Oh, he has gone,” said Benson.

“Gone?”

“We had a few words; he was wanting money again,
and I gave him a piece of my mind. I don’t think we
shall see him again.”

“Poor Wilfred!” sighed Mrs. Benson. “He is always
in trouble of some sort. I hope that you were not too
hard upon him,”

“No more than he deserved,” said her son, sternly.
“Good-night.”
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I

THE well, which had long ago fallen into disuse, was
almost hidden by the thick tangle of undergrowth which
ran riot at that corner of the old park. It was partly
covered by the shrunken half of a lid, above which a
rusty windlass creaked in company with the music of
the pines when the wind blew strongly. The full light of
the sun never reached it, and the ground surrounding it
was moist and green when other parts of the park were
gaping with the heat,

Two people walking slowly round the park in the
fragrant stillness of a summer evening strayed in the
direction of the well.

“No use going through this wilderness, Olive,” said
Benson, pausing on the outskirts of the pines and eyeing
with some disfavour the gloom beyond.

“Best part of the park,” said the girl briskly; “you
know it’s my favourite spot.”

“I know you're very fond of sitting on the coping,”
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said the man slowly, “and I wish you wouldn’t, One
day you will lean back too far and fall in.”

“And make the acquaintance of Truth,” said Olive
lightly. “Come along.”

She ran from him and was lost in the shadow of
the pines, the bracken crackling beneath her feet as she
ran. Her companion followed slowly, and emerging from
the gloom saw her poised daintily on the edge of the
well with her feet hidden in the rank grass and nettles
which surrounded it. She motioned her companion to
take a seat by her side, and smiled softly as she felt a
strong arm passed about her waist.

“I like this place,” said she, breaking a long silence,
“it is so dismal—so uncanny. Do you know I wouldn’t
dare to sit here alone, Jem. I should imagine that all
sorts of dreadful things were hidden behind the bushes
and trees, waiting to spring out on me. Ugh!”

“You'd better let me take you in,” said her com-
panion tenderly; “the well isn’t always wholesome, especi-
ally in the hot weather. Let’s make a move.”

The girl gave an obstinate little shake, and settled
herself more securely on her seat.

“Smoke your cigar in peace,” she said quietly. “I
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am settled here for a quiet talk, Has anything been
heard of Wilfred yet?”

“Nothing.”

“Quite a dramatic disappearance, isn’t it?” she con-
tinued. “Another scrape, I suppose, and another letter
for you in the same old strain; ‘Dear Jem, help me out.’”

Jem Benson blew a cloud of fragrant smoke into the
air, and holding his cigar between his teeth brushed
away the ash from his coat-sleeves.

“I wonder what he would have done without you,”
said the girl, pressing his arm affectionately. “Gone
under long ago, I suppose. When we are married, Jem,
I shall presume upon the relationship to lecture him. He
is very wild, but he has his good points, poor fellow.”

“I never saw them,” said Benson, with startling
bitterness. “God knows I never saw them.”

“He is nobody’s enemy but his own,” said the girl,
startled by this outburst.

“You don’t know much about him,” said the other,
sharply. “He was not above blackmail; not above ruin-
ing the life of a friend to do himself a benefit. A loafer,

a cur, and a liar!”?

The girl Jooked up at him soberly but timidly and
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took his arm without a word, and they both sat silent
while evening deepened into night and the beams of the
moon, filtering through the branches, surrounded them
with a silver network. Her head sank upon his shoulder,
till suddenly with a sharp cry she sprang to her feet.

“What was that?” she cried breathlessly.

“What was what?” demanded Benson, springing up
and clutching her fast by the arm.

She caught her breath and tried to laugh. “You're
hurting me, Jem.”

His hold relaxed.

“What is the matter?” he asked gently. “What was
it startled you?”

“I was startled,” she said, slowly, putting her hands
on his shoulder. “I suppose the words I used just now
are ringing in my ears, but I fancied that somebody be-
hind us whispered “/em, help me out’”

“Fancy,” repeated Benson, and his voice shook; “but
these fancies are not good for you. You—are frightened
—at the dark and the gloom of these trees. Let me
take you back to the house.”

“No, 'm not frightened,” said the girl, reseating her-
self. “I should never be really frightened of anything
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when you were with me, Jem. P'm surprised at myself
for being so silly.”

The man made no reply but stood, a strong, dark
figure, a yard or two from the well, as though waiting
for her to join him.

“Come and sit down, sir,” cried Olive, patting the
brickwork with her small, white hand, “one would think

that you did not like your company.”

He obeyed slowly and took a seat by her side, draw-
ing so hard at his cigar that the light of it shone upon
his face at every breath. He passed his arm, firm and
rigid as steel, behind her, with his hand resting on the
brickwork beyond.

“Are you warm enough?” he asked tenderly, as she
made a little movement,

,“Pretty fair,” she shivered; “one oughtn’t to be cold
at this time of the year, but there’s a cold, damp air

comes up from the well.”

As she spoke a faint splash sounded from the depths
below, and for the second time that evening, she sprang
from the well with a little cry of dismay.

“What is it now?” he asked in a fearful voice. He

p—
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stood by her side and gazed at the well, as though
half expecting to see the cause of her alarm emerge
from it.

“Oh my bracelet,” she cried in distress, “my poor
mother’s bracelet. Ive dropped it down the well.”

“Your bracelet!” repeated Benson, dully. “Your
bracelet? The diamond one?”

“The one that was my mother’s,” said Olive. “Oh,
we can get it back surely. We must have the water
drained off.”

“Your bracelet!” repeated Benson, stupidly.

“Jem,” said the girl in terrified tones, “dear Jem,
what is the matter?”

For the man she loved was standing regarding her
with horror. The moon which touched it was not re-
sponsible for all the whiteness of the distorted face, and
she shrank back in fear to the edge of the well. He
saw her fear and by a mighty effort regained his com-
posure and took her hand.

“Poor little girl,” he murmured, “you frightened me.
I was not looking when you cried, and I thought that
you were slipping from my arms, down—down——>
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His voice broke, and the girl throwing herself into
his arms clung to him convulsively.

“There, there,” said Benson, fondly, “don’t cry, don’t
ey

“To-morrow,” said Olive, half-laughing, half-crying,
“we will all come round the well with hook and line
and fish for it. It will be quite a new sport.”

“No, we must try some other way,” said Benson.
“You shall have it back.”

“How?” asked the girl.

“You shall see,” said Benson. “To-morrow morning
at latest you shall have it back. Till then promise me
that you will not mention your loss to anyone. Promise.”

“I promise,” said Olive, wonderingly. “But why not?”

“It is of great value, for one thing, and—But there
—there are many reasons. For one thing it is my duty
to get it for you.”

“Wouldn’t you like to jump down for it?” she asked
mischievously. “Listen.”

She stooped for a stone and dropped it down.

“Fancy being where that is now,” she said, peering
into the blackness; “fancy going round and round like
a mouse in a pail, clutching at the slimy sides, with the
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water filling your mouth, and looking up to the little
patch of sky above.”

“You had better come in,” said Benson, very quietly.
“You are developing a taste for the morbid and horrible.”

The girl turned, and taking his arm walked slowly
in the direction of the house; Mrs. Benson, who was
sitting in the porch, rose to receive them.

“You shouldn’t have kept her out so long,” she said
chidingly. “Where have you been?”

“Sitting on the well,” said Olive, smiling, “dis-
cussing our future.”

“I don’t believe that place is healthy,” said Mrs.
Benson, emphatically. “I really think it might be filled
in, Jem.”

“All right,” said her son, slowly. “Pity it wasn’t
filled in long ago.”

He took the chair vacated by his mother as she
entered the house with Olive, and with his hands hanging
limply over the sides sat in deep thought. After a time
he rose, and going upstairs to a room which was set
apart for sporting requisites selected a sea fishing line
and some hooks and stole softly downstairs again. He
walked swifily across the park in the direction of the
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well, turning before he entered the shadow of the trees
to look back at the lighted windows of the house. Then
having arranged his line he sat on the edge of the well
and cautiously lowered it.

He sat with his lips compressed, occasionally lool-:lng
about him in a startled fashion, as though he
half expected to see something peering at him from the
belt of trees. Time after time he lowered his line until
at length in pulling it up he heard a little metallic tinkle
against the side of the well.

He held his breath then, and forgetting his fears
drew the line in inch by inch, so as not to lose its pre-
cious burden. His pulse beat rapidly, and his eyes were
bright. As the line came slowly in he saw the catch
hanging to the hook, and with a steady hand drew the
last few feet in. Then he saw that instead of the bracelet
he had hooked a bunch of keys.

With a faint cry he shook them from the hook into
the water below, and stood breathing heavily. Not a

sound broke the stillness of the night. He walked up
and down a bit and stretched his great muscles; then
he came back to the well and resumed his task.

For an hour or more the line was lowered without
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result. In his eagerness he forgot his fears, and with
eyes bent down the well fished slowly and carefully.
Twice the hook became entangled in something, and was
with difficulty released. It caught a third time, and all
his efforts failed to free it. Then he dropped the line
down the well, and with head bent walked towards the
house. ’

He went first to the stables at the Tear, and then
retiring to his room for some time paced restlessly up
and down. Then without removing his clothes he flung
himself upon the bed and fell into a troubled sleep.

-3

The Lady of the Barge,
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III.

Lonc before anybody else was astir he arose and
stole softly downstairs. The sunlight was stealing in at
every 'crevice, and flashing in long streaks across the
darkened rooms. The dining-room into which he looked
struck chill and cheerless in the dark yellow light which
came through the lowered blinds. He remembered that
it had the same appearance when his father lay dead
in the house; now, as then, everything seemed ghastly
and unreal; the very chairs standing as their occupants
had left them the night before seemed to be indulging
in some dark communication of ideas.

Slowly and noiselessly he opened the hall door and
passed into the fragrant air beyond. The sun was
shining on the drenched grass and trees, and a slowly
vanishing white mist rolled like smoke about the
grounds. For a moment he stood, breathing deeply the
sweet air of the morning, and then walked slowly in the
direction of the stables.

The rusty creaking of a pump-handle and a spatter
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of water upon the red-tiled courtyard showed that some-
body else was astir, and a few steps farther he beheld
a brawny, sandy-haired man gasping wildly under severe
self-infliction at the pump.

“Everything ready, George?” he asked quietly.

“Yes, sir,” said the man, straightening up suddenly
and touching his forehead. “Bob’s just finishing the
arrangements inside. It’s a lovely morning for a dip.
The water in that well must be just icy.”

“Be as quick as you can,” said Benson, impatiently.

“Very good, sir,” said George, burnishing his face
harshly with a very small towel which had been hang-
ing over the top of the pump. “Hurry up, Bob.”

In answer to his summons a man appeared at the
door of the stable with a coil of stout rope over his arm
and a large metal candlestick in his hand.

“Just to try the air, sir” said George, following his
master’s glance, “a well gets rather foul sometimes, but
if a candle can live down it, a man can.”

His master nodded, and the man, hastily pulling up
the neck of his shirt and thrusting his arms into his
coat, followed him as he led the way slowly to the

well,
7 -
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“Beg pardon, sir,” said George, drawing up to his
side, “but you are not looking over and above well this
morning. If yowll let me go down I'd enjoy the
bath.”

“No, no,” said Benson, peremptorily.

“You ain’t fit to go down, sir,” persisted his follower.
“P've never seen you look so before. Now if——"

“Mind your business,” said his master curtly,

George became silent and the three walked with
swinging strides through the long wet grass to the well.
Bob flung the rope on the ground and at a sign from
his master handed him the candlestick.

“Here’s the line for it, sir,” said Bob, fumbling in
his pockets.

Benson took it from him and slowly tied it to the
candlestick. Then he placed it on the edge of the
well, and striking a matcp, lit the candle and began
slowly to lower it.

“Hold hard, sir,” said George, quickly, laying his
hand on his arm, “you must tilt it or the string’ll burn
through.”

Even as he spoke the string parted and the candle-
stick fell into the water below,
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Benson swore quietly.

“I’ll soon get another,” said George, starting up.

“Never mind, the well’s all right,” said Benson.

“It won’t take a moment, sir,” said the other over
his shoulder.

“Are you master here, or am I?” said Benson
hoarsely.

George came back slowly, a glance at his master’s
face stopping the protest upon his tongue, and he stood
by watching him sulkily as he sat on the well and re-
moved his outer garments. Both men watched him
curiously, as having completed his preparations he stood
grim and silent with his hands by his sides.

“I wish you'd let me go, sir,” said George, plucking
up courage to address him. “You ain’t fit to go, you've
got a chill or something. I shouldn’t wonder it’s the
typhoid. They’ve got it in the village bad.”

For a moment Benson looked at him angrily, then
his gaze softened. “Not this time, George,” he said,
quietly. He took the looped end of the rope and
placed it under his arms, and sitting down threw one
leg over the side of the well.

“How are you going about it, sir?” queried George,
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laying hold of the rope and signing to Bob to do the
same.

«T1l call out when I reach the water,” said Benson;
“then pay out three yards more quickly so that I can
get to the bottom.”

“Very good, sir,” answered both.

Their master threw. the other leg over the coping
and sat motionless. His back was turned toward the
men as he sat with head bent, looking down the shaft.
He sat for so long that George became uneasy.

“All right, sir?” he inquired.

“Yes,” said Benson, slowly. “If I tug at the rope,
George, pull up at once. Lower away.”

The rope passed steadily through their hands until
a hollow cry from the darkness below and a faint
splashing warned them that he had reached the water.
They gave him three yards more and stood with re-
laxed grasp and strained ears, waiting.

“He’s gone under,” said Bob in a low voice.

The other nodded, and moistening his huge palms
took a firmer grip of the rope.

Fully a minute passed, and the men began to ex-

change uneasy glances. Then a sudden tremendous



THE WELL. 103

jerk followed by a series of feebler ones nearly tore the
rope from their grasp.

“Pull!” shouted George, placing one foot on the

side and hauling desperately. “Pull! pull! He’s stuck
fast; he’s not coming; P—U—LL!”
_In response to their terrific exertions the rope came
slowly in, inch by inch, until at length a violent splash-
ing was heard, and at the same moment a scream of
unutterable horror came echoing up the shaft.

“What a weight he is?” panted Bob. “He’s stuck
fast or something. Keep still, sir; for heaven’s sake,
keep still.”

For the taut rope was being jerked violently by the
struggles of the weight at the end of it. Both men with
grunts and sighs hauled it in foot by foot.

“All right, sir,” cried George, cheerfully.

He had one foot against the well, and was pulling
manfully; the burden was nearing the top. A long pull
and a strong pull, and the face of a dead man with
mud in the eyes and nostrils came peering over the
edge. Behind it was the ghastly face of his master;
but this he saw too late, for with a great cry he let go
his hold of the rope and stepped back. The sudden-
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ness overthrew his assistant, and the rope tore through
his hands. There was a frightful splash.

“You fool!” stammered Bob, and ran to the well
helplessly.

“Run!” cried George. “Run for another line.”

He bent over the coping and called eagerly down as
his assistant sped back to the stables shouting wildly.
His voice re-echoed down the shaft, but all else was

silence,
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In the comfortable living-room at Negget’s farm, half
parlour and half kitchen, three people sat at tea in the
waning light of a November afternoon. Conversation,
which had been brisk, had languished somewhat, owing
to Mrs. Negget glancing at frequent intervals toward the
door, behind which she was convinced the servant was
listening, and checking the finest periods and the most
startling suggestions with a warning ’ssk/

“Go on, uncle,” she said, after one of these inter-
ruptions.

“I forget where I was,” said Mr. Martin Bodfish,
shortly. '

“Under our bed,” Mr. Negget reminded him.

“Yes, watching,” said Mrs. Negget, eagerly.

It was an odd place for an ex-policeman, especially
as a small legacy added to his pension had considerably
improved his social position, but Mr. Bodfish had himself
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suggested it in the professional hope that the person who
had taken Mrs. Negget's gold brooch might try for
further loot. He had, indeed, suggested baiting the
dressing-table with the farmer’s watch, an idea which
Mr. Negget had promptly vetoed.

“I can’t help thinking that Mrs. Pottle knows some-
thing about it,” said Mrs. Negget, with an indignant
glance at her husband. '

“Mrs. Pottle,” said the farmer, rising slowly and tak-
ing a seat on the oak settle built in the fireplace, “has
been away from the village for near a fortnit.”

“I didn’t say she took it,” snapped his wife. “I said
I believe she knows something about it, and so I do.
She’s a horrid woman. Look at the way she encouraged
her girl Looey to run after that young traveller from
Smithson’s. The whole fact of the matter is, it isn’t
your brooch, so you don’t care.”

“I said——" began Mr. Negget.

“I know what you said,” retorted his wife, sharply,
“and I wish you’d be quiet and not interrupt uncle.
Here’s my uncle been in the police twenty-five years,
and you won’t let him put a word in edgeways.”

“My way o’ looking at it,” said the ex-policeman,

o
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slowly, “is different to that o’ the law; my idea is, an’
always has been, that everybody is guilty until they've
proved their innocence.”

«Jt’s a wonderful thing to me,” said Mr. Negget in
a low voice to his pipe, “as they should come to a house
with a retired policeman living in it. Looks to me like
somebody that ain’t got much respect for the police.”

The ex-policeman got up from the table, and taking
a seat on the settle opposite the speaker, slowly filled a
long clay and took a spill from the fireplace. His pipe
lit, he turned to his niece, and slowly bade her go over
the account of her loss once more.

«] missed it this morning,” said Mrs. Negget, rapidly,
“at ten minutes past twelve o'clock by the clock, and
half-past five by my watch which wants looking to. rd
just put the batch of bread into the oven, and gone up-
stairs and opened the box that stands on my drawers
to get a lozenge, and I missed the brooch.”

“Do you keep it in that box?” asked the ex-police-
man, slowly.

« Always,” replied his niece. “I at once came down-
stairs and told Emma that the brooch had been stolen.
I said that I named no names, and didn’t wish to think
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bad of anybody, and that if I found the brooch back in
the box when I went upstairs again, I should forgive
whoever took it.” X

“And what did Emma say?” inquired Mr. Bodfish,

“Emma said a lot o’ things,” replied Mrs. Negget,
angrily. “I'm sure by the lot she had to say you'd ha’
thought she was the missis and me the servant. I gave
her a month’s notice at once, and she went straight up-
stairs and sat on her box and cried.”

“Sat on her box?” repeated the ex-constable, im-
pressively, “Oh!”

“That’s what I thought,” said his niece, “but it
wasn’t, because I got her off at last and searched it
through and through. I never saw anything like her
clothes in all my life. There was hardly a button or a
tape on; and as for her stockings——”

“She don’t get much time,” said Mr. Negget, slowly.

“That’s right; I thought you'd speak up for her,”
cried his wife, shrilly.

“Look here——" began Mr. Negget, laying his pipe
on the seat by his side and rising slowly.

“Keep to the case in hand,” said the ex-constable,
waving him back to his seat again. “Now, Lizzie.”
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I searched her box through and through,” said his
niece, “but it wasn’t there; then I came down again and
had a rare good cry all to myself.”

“That’s the best way for you to have it,” remarked
Mr. Negget, feelingly.

Mrs. Negget’s uncle instinctively motioned his niece
to silence, and holding his chin in his hand, scowled
frightfully in the intensity of thought.

“See a cloo?” inquired Mr. Negget, affably.

“You ought to be ashamed of yourself, George,”
said his wife, angrily; “speaking to uncle when he’s
looking like that.”

Mr. Bodfish said nothing; it is doubtful whether he
even heard these remarks; but he drew a huge notebook
from his pocket, and after vainly trying to point his
pencil by suction, took a knife from the table and ha.stlly
sharpened it.

“Was the brooch there last night?” he inquired.

“It were,” said Mr. Negget, promptly. “Lizzie made
me get up just as the owd clock were striking twelve to
get her a lozenge.”

“It seems pretty certain that the brooch went since
then,” mused Mr. Bodfish.
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«It would seem like it to a plain man,” said Mr.
Negget, guardedly.

«I should like to see the box,” said Mr. Bodfish.

Mrs. Negget went up and fetched it and stood eye-
ing him eagerly as he raised the lid and inspected the
contents. ‘It contained only a few lozenges and some
bone studs. Mr. Negget helped himself to a lozenge,
and going back to his seat, breathed peppermint.

«Properly speaking, that ought not to have been
touched,” said the ex-constable, regarding him with some
severity.

«Eh!” said the startled farmer, putting his finger to
his lips.

«Never mind,” said the other, shaking his head.
“It's too late now.”

«He doesn’t care a bit,” said Mrs. Negget, somewhat
sadly. “He used to keep buttons in that box with the
lozenges until one night he gave me one by mistake.
Yes, you may laugh—T'm glad you can laugh.”

Mr. Negget, feeling that his mirth was certainly ill-
timed, shook for some time in a noble effort to control
himself, and despairing at length, went into the back

place to recover. Sounds of blows indicative of Emma
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slapping him on the back did not add to Mrs. Negget’s
serenity.

“The point is,” said the ex-constable, “could any-
body have come into your room while you was asleep
and taken itp”

“No,” said Mrs. Negget, decisively. I'm a very poor
sleeper, and I'd have woke at once, but if a flock of
elephants was to come in the room they wouldn’t wake
George. He'd sleep through anything.”

“Except her feeling under my piller for her hand-
kerchief,” corroborated Mr. Negget, returning to the sit-
ting-room.

Mr. Bodfish waved them to silence, and again gave
way to deep thought. Three times he took up his pencil,
and laying it down again, sat and drummed on the
table with his fingers. Then he arose, and with bent
head walked slowly round and round the room until he
stumbled over a stool.

“Nobody came to the house this morning, I sup-
pose?” he said at length, resuming his seat.

“Only Mrs. Driver,” said his niece.

“What time did she come?” inquired Mr. Bod-

fish,
Zhe Lady of the Barge, 8



114 THE LADY OF THE BARGE, ETC.

“«Here! look here!” interposed Mr. Negget. “I've
known Mrs. Driver thirty year a’most.”

“«What time did she come?” repeated the ex-con-
stable, pitilessly.

His niece shook her head. “It might have been
eleven, and again it might have been earlier,” she re-
plied. “I was out when she came.”

“Qut!” almost shouted the other.

Mrs. Negget nodded.

“She was sitting in here when I came back.”

Her uncle looked up and glanced at the door behind
which a small staircase led to the room above.

“What was to prevent Mrs. Driver going up there
while you were away?” he demanded.

“] shouldn’t like to think that of Mrs. Driver,” said
his niece, shaking her head; “but then in these days
one never knows what might happen. Never. I've given
up thinking about it. However, when I came back, Mrs.
Driver was here, sitting in that very chair you are sitting
in now.”

Mr. Bodfish pursed up his lips® and made another
note. Then he took a spill from the fireplace, and
lighting a candle, went slowly and carefully up the stairs.
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He found nothing on them but two caked rims of mud,
and being too busy to notice Mr. Negget’s frantic signal-
ling, called his niece’s attention to them.

“What do you think of that?” he demanded,
triumphantly.

“Somebody’s been up there,” said his niece. “It
isn’t Emma, because she hasn’t been outside the house
all day; and it can’t be George, because he promised
me faithful he’d never go up there in his dirty
boots.”

Mr. Negget coughed, and approaching the stairs,
gazed with the eye of a stranger at the relics as Mr.
Bodfish hotly rebuked a suggestion of his niece’s to sweep
them up.

“Seems to me,” said the conscience-stricken Mr.
Negget, feebly, “as they’re rather large for a woman.”

“Mud cakes,” said Mr. Bodfish, with his most pro-
fessional manner; “a small boot would pick up a lot this
weather.”

“So it would,” said Mr. Negget, and with brazen
effrontery not only met his wife’s eye without quailing,

but actually glanced down at her boots.
8=
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Mr. Bodfish came back to his c_hair and ruminated,

Then he looked up and spoke.

«Jt was missed this morning at ten minutes past
twelve,” he said, slowly; “it was there last night. At
eleven o'clock you came in and found Mrs. Driver sitting
in that chair.”

“No, the one you're in,” interrupted his niece.

«It don’t signify,” said her uncle. “Nobody else
has been near the place, and Emma’s box has been

searched.
«Thoroughly searched,” testified Mrs. Negget.

“Now the point is, what did Mrs. Driver come for
this morning?” resumed the ex-constable. “Did she

come——""

He broke off and eyed with dignified surprise a fine
piece of wireless telegraphy between husband and wife.
It appeared that Mr. Negget sent off a humorous message
with his left eye, the right being for some reason closed,
to which Mrs, Negget replied with a series of frowns and
staccato shakes of the head, which her husband found
easily translatable. Under the austere stare of Mr. Bod-
fish their faces at once regained their wonted calm, and
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the ex-constable in a somewhat offended manner resumed
his inquiries.

“Mrs. Driver has been here a good bit lately,” he
remarked, slowly.

Mr. Negget’s eyes watered, and his mouth worked
piteously.

“If you can’t behave yourself, George——" began
his wife, fiercely.

“What is the matter?” demanded Mr, Bodfish. “I'm
not aware that I've said anything to be laughed at.”

“No more you have, uncle,” retorted his niece; “only
George is such a stupid. He’s got an idea in his silly
nead that Mrs. Driver—— But it’s all nonsense, of
course.”

“I've merely got a bit of an idea that it’s a wedding-
ring, not a brooch, Mrs. Driver is after,” said the farmer
to the perplexed constable.

Mr. Bodfish looked from one to the other., “But
you always keep yours on, Lizzie, don’t you?” he
asked.

“Yes, of course,” replied his niece, hurriedly; “but
George has always got such strange ideas. Don’t take
no notice of him,”



118 THE LADY OF THE BARGE, ETC.

Her uncle sat back in his chair, his face still wrinkled
perplexedly; then the wrinkles vanished suddenly, chased
away by a huge glow, and he rose wrathfully and
towered over the match-making Mr. Negget. “How dare
you?” he gasped.

Mr. Negget made no reply, but in a cowardly fashion
jerked his thumb toward his wife.

“Oh! George! How can you say so?” said the
latter.

“I should never ha’ thought of it by myself,” said
the farmer; “but I think they’d make a very nice couple,
and I'm sure Mrs. Driver thinks so.”

The ex-constable sat down in wrathful confusion,
and taking up his notebook again, watched over the top
of it the silent charges and countercharges of his niece
and her husband.

“If I put my finger on the culprit” he asked at
length, turning to his niece, “what do you wish done
to her?”

Mrs. Negget regarded him with an expression which
contained all the Christian virtues rolled into one.

“Nothing,” she said, softly, “I only want my brooch
back.”
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The ex-constable shook his head at this leniency.

“Well, do as you please,” he said, slowly. “In the
first place, I want you to ask Mrs. Driver here to tea to-
morrow—oh, I don’t mind Negget’s ridiculous ideas—
pity he hasn’t got something better to think of; if she’s
guilty, PIl soon find it out. TIl play with her like a cat
with a mouse. Tl make her convict herself.”

“Look here!” said Mr. Negget, with sudden vigour.
“I won’t have it. I won’t have no woman asked here
to tea to be got at like that. There’s only my friends
comes here to tea, and if any friend stole anything o’
mine, I'd be one o’ the first to hush it up.”

“If they were all like you, George,” said his wife,
angrily, “where would the law be?”

“Or the police?” demanded Mr. Bodfish, staring
at him.

“I won’t have it!” repeated the farmer, loudly. “I'm
the law here, and I'm the police here. That little tiny
bit o’ dirt was off my boots, I daresay. I don’t care if
it was.”

“Very good,” said Mr. Bodfish, turning to his in-
dignant niece; “if he likes to look at it that way, there’s



120 THE LADY OF THE BARGE, ETC.

nothing more to be said. I only wanted to get your
brooch back for you, that's all; but if he’s against it——»

“Pm against your asking Mrs. Driver here to my
house to be got at,” said the farmer. “QO’ course if you
can find out who took the brooch, and get it back again
anyway, that’s another matter.”

Mr. Bodfish leaned over the table toward his niece,

“If T get an opportunity, Ill search her cottage,” he
said, in a low voice. “Strictly speaking, it ain’t quite a
legal thing to do, o’ course, but many o’ the finest
pieces of detective work have been done by breaking the
law. If she’s a kleptomaniac, it’s very likely lying about
somewhere in the house,”

He eyed Mr. Negget closely, as though half expect-
ing another outburst, but none being forthcoming, sat
back in his chair again and smoked in silence, while
Mrs. Negget, with a carpet-brush which almost spoke,
swept the pieces of dried mud from the stairs.

Mr. Negget was the last to go to bed that night, and
finishing his pipe over the dying fire, sat for some time
in deep thought. He had from the first raised objec-
tions to the presence of Mr. Bodfish at the farm, but
family affection, coupled with an idea of testamentary
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benefits, had so wrought with his wife that he had
allowed her to have her own way. Now he half fancied
that he saw a chance of getting rid of him. If he
could only enable the widow to catch him searching her
house, it was highly probable that the ex-constable would
find the village somewhat too hot to hold him. He
gave his right leg a congratulatory slap as he thought
of it, and knocking the ashes from his pipe, went slowly
up to bed.

He was so amiable next morning that Mr. Bodfish,
who was trying to explain to Mrs. Negget the difference
between theft and kleptomania, spoke before him freely.
The ex-constable defined kleptomania as a sort of amiable
weakness found chiefly among the upper circles, and
cited the case of a lady of title whose love of diamonds,
combined with great hospitality, was a source of much
embarrassment to her guests.

For the whole of that day Mr. Bodfish hung about
in the neighbourhood of the widow’s cottage, but in vain,
and it would be hard to say whether he or Mr. Negget,
who had been discreetly shadowing him, felt the dis-
appointment most. On the day following, however, the
ex-constable from a distant hedge saw a friend of the
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widow’s enter the coitage, and a little later both ladies

emerged and walked up the road.

He watched them turn the corner, and then, with a
cautious glance round, which failed, however, to dis-
cover Mr. Negget, the ex-constable strolled casually in
the direction of the cottage, and approaching it from the
rear, turned the handle of the door and slipped in.

He searched the parlour hastily, and then, after a
glance from the window, ventured upstairs. And he
was in the thick of his self-imposed task when his grace-
less nephew by marriage, who had met Mrs. Driver and
referred pathetically to a raging thirst which he had
hoped to have quenched with some of her home-brewed,
brought the ladies hastily back again.

“I'll go round the back way,” said the wily Negget
as they approached the cottage. “I just want to have
a look at that pig of yours.”

He reached the back door at the same time as Mr.
Bodfish, and placing his legs apart, held it firmly against
the frantic efforts of the ex-constable. The struggle
ceased suddenly, and the door opened easily just as Mrs.
Driver and her friend appeared in the front room, and
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the farmer, with a keen glance at the door of the larder
which had just closed, took a chair while his hostess
drew a glass of beer from the barrel in the kitchen.

Mr. Negget drank gratefully and praised the brew.
From beer the conversation turned naturally to the
police, and from the police to the listening Mr. Bodfish,
who was economising space by sitting on the bread-pan,
and trembling with agitation.

“He’s a lonely man,” said Negget, shaking his head
and glancing from the corner of his eye at the door of
the larder. In his wildest dreams he had not imagined
so choice a position, and he resolved to give full play to
an idea which suddenly occurred to him.

“I daresay,” said Mrs. Driver, carelessly, conscious
that her friend was watching her.

“And the heart of a little child,” said Negget; “you
wouldn’t believe how simple he is.”

Mrs. Clowes said that it did him credit, but, speak-
ing for herself, she hadn’t noticed it.

“He was talking about you might before last,” said
Negget, turning to his hostess; “not that that’s anything
fresh, He always is talking about you nowadays.”
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The widow coughed confusedly and told him not to
be foolish.

“Ask my wife,” said the farmer, impressively; “they
were talking about you for hours. He’s a very shy man
is my wife’s uncle, but you should see his face change
when your name’s mentioned.”

As a matter of fact, Mr. Bodfish’s face was at that
very moment taking on a deeper shade of crimson.

“Everything you do seems to interest him,” con-
tinued the farmer, disregarding Mrs. Driver's manifest
distress; “he was asking Lizzie about your calling on
Monday; how long you stayed, and where you sat; and
after she’d told him, 'm blest if he didn’t go and sit in
the same chair!” :

This romantic setting to a perfectly casual action on
the part of Mr. Bodfish affected the widow visibly, but
its effect on the ex-constable nearly upset the bread-
pan.

“But here,” continued Mr. Negget, with another
glance at the larder,” “he might go on like that for
years. He’s a wunnerful shy man—big, and gentle, and
shy. He wanted Lizzie to ask you to tea yester-
day.”
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“Now, Mr. Negget,” said the blushing widow. “Do
be quiet.”

“Fact,” replied the farmer; “solemn fact, I assure
you. And he asked her whether you were fond of
jewellery.”

“I met him twice in the road near here yesterday,”
said Mrs. Clowes, suddenly. “Perhaps he was waiting
for you to come out.”

“I daresay,” replied the farmer. “I shouldn’t
wonder but what he’s hanging about somewhere near
now, unable to tear himself away.”

Mr. Bodfish wrung his hands, and his thoughts re-
verted instinctively to instances in his memory in which
charges of murder had been altered by the direction of
a sensible judge to manslaughter. He held his breath
for the next words.

Mr. Negget drank a little more ale and looked at
Mrs. Driver.

“I wonder whether you've got a morsel of bread
and cheese?” he said, slowly. “I've come over that
hungry——»

The widow and Mr. Bodfish rose simultaneously. It
required not the brain of a trained detective to know
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that the cheese was in the larder. The unconscious
Mrs. Driver opened the door, and then with a wild
scream fell back before the emerging form of Mr. Bod-
fish into the arms of Mrs. Clowes. The glass of Mr.
Negget smashed on the floor, and the farmer himself,
with every appearance of astonishment, stared at the ap-
parition open-mouthed.

“Mr.—Bodfish!” he said at length, slowly.

Mr. Bodfish, incapable of speech, glared at him
ferociously.

“Leave him alone,” said Mrs. Clowes, who was
ministering to her friend. Can’t you see the man’s upset
at frightening her? She’s coming round, Mr. Bodfish;
don’t be alarmed.”

“Very good,” said the farmer, who found his injured
relative’s gaze somewhat trying. “T'll go, and leave him
to explain to Mrs. Driver why he was hidden in her
larder. It don’t seem a proper thing to me.”

“Why, you silly man,” said Mrs. Clowes, gleefully,
as she paused at the door, “that don’t want any ex-
planation. Now, Mr. Bodfish, were giving you your
chance. Mind you make the most of it, and don’t be
too shy.”
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She walked excitedly up the road with the farmer,
and bidding him good-bye at the corner, went off hastily
to spread the news. Mr. Negget walked home soberly,
and hardly staying long enough to listen to his wife’s
account of the finding of the brooch between the chest
of drawers and the wall, went off to spend the evening
with a friend, and ended by making a night of it.












IN THE LIBRARY.

THE fire had burnt low in the library, for the night
was wet and warm. It was now little more than a grey
shell, and looked desolate. Trayton Burleigh, still hot,
rose from his armchair, and turning out one of the gas-
jets, took a cigar from a box on a side-table and re-
sumed his seat again.

The apartment, which was on the third floor at the
back of the house, was a combination of library, study, -
and smoke-room, and was the daily despair of the old
housekeeper who, with the assistance of one servant,
managed the house. It was a bachelor establishment,
and had been left to Trayton Burleigh and James
Fletcher by a distant connection of both men some ten
years before,

Trayton Burleigh sat back in his chair watching the
smoke of his cigar through half-closed eyes. Occa-

sionally he opened them a little wider and glanced
9‘
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round the comfortable, well-furnished room, or stared
with a cold gleam of hatred at Fletcher as he sat suck-
ing stolidly at his brier pipe. It was a comfortable
room and a valuable house, half of which belonged to
Trayton Burleigh; and yet he was to leave it in the
morning and become a rogue and a wanderer over the
face of the earth. James Fletcher had said so. James
Fletcher, with the pipe still between his teeth and speak-
ing from one corner of his mouth only, had pronounced
his sentence.

“It hasn’t occurred to you, 1 suppose,” said Bur-
leigh, speaking suddenly, “that I might refuse your
terms.”

“No,” said Fletcher, simply.

Burleigh took a great mouthful of smoke and let it
roll slowly out.

“I am to go out and leave you in possession?” he
continued. “You will stay here sole proprietor of the
house; you will stay at the office sole owner and re-
presentative of the firm? You are a good hand at a
deal, James Fletcher.”

“I] am an honest man,” said Fletcher, “and to raise
sufficient money to make your defalcations good will not
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by any means leave me the gainer, as you very well
know.”

“There is no necessity to borrow,” began Burleigh,
eagerly. “We can pay the interest easily, and in course
of time make the principal good without a soul being the
wiser.”

“That you suggested before,” said Fletcher, “and
my answer is the same. I will be no man’s confederate
in dishonesty; I will raise every penny at all costs, and
save the name of the firm—and yours with it—but I
will never have you darken the office again, or sit in this
house after to-night.”

““ Pou won't,” cried Burleigh, starting up in a frenzy
of rage.

“Z won’t,” said Fletcher. “You can choose the
alternative: disgrace and penal servitude. Don’t stand
over me; you won’t frighten me, I can assure you. Sit
down:”

“You have arranged so many things in your kind-
ness,” said Burleigh, slowly, resuming his seat again,
“have you arranged how I am to live?”

“You have two strong hands, and health,” replied
Fletcher. “I will give you the two hundred pounds I
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mentioned, and after that you must look out for yourself
You can take it now.”

He took a leather case from his breast pocket, and
drew out a roll of notes. Burleigh, watching him calmly,
stretched out his hand and took them from the table.
Then he gave way to a sudden access of rage, and
crumpling them in his hand, threw them into a corner
of the room. Fletcher smoked on.

“Mrs. Marl is out?” said Burleigh, suddenly.

Fletcher nodded.

“She will be away the night,” he said, slowly; “and
Jane too; they have gone together somewhere, but they
will be back at half-past eight in the morning.”

“You are going to let me have one more breakfast
in the old place, then,” said Burleigh. “Half-past eight,
half-past——"

He rose from his chair again. This time Fletcher
took his pipe from his mouth and watched him dosely.
Burleigh stooped, and picking up the notes, placed them
in his pocket.

“If I am to be turned adrift, it shall not be to leave
you here,” he said, in a thick voice.

He crossed over and shut the door; as he turned
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back Fletcher rose from his chair and stood confronting
him. Burleigh put his hand to the wall, and drawing a
small Japanese sword from its sheath of carved ivory,
stepped slowly toward him.

“I give you one chance, Fletcher,” he said, grimly.
“You are a man of your word. Hush this up and let
things be as they were before, and you are safe.”

“Put that down,” said Fletcher, sharply.

“By ——, I mean what I say!” cried the other.

“I mean what I said!” answered Fletcher.

He looked round at the last moment for a weapon,
then he turned suddenly at a sharp sudden pain, and
saw Burleigh’s clenched fist nearly touching his breast-
bone. The hand came away from his breast again, and
something with it. It went a long way off. Trayton
Burleigh suddenly went to a great distance and the
room darkened. It got quite dark, and Fletcher, with
an attempt to raise his hands, let them fall to his side
instead, and fell in a heap to the floor.

He was so still that Burleigh could hardly realise
that it was all over, and stood stupidly waiting for him
to rise again. Then he took out his handkerchief as
though to wipe the sword, and thinking better of it, put



136 THE LADY OF THE BARGE, ETC.

it back into his pocket again, and threw the weapon on-
to the floor.

The body of Fletcher lay where it had fallen, the
white face turned up to the gas. In life he had been a
commonplace-looking man, not to say vulgar; now——

Burleigh, with a feeling of nausea, drew back toward
the door, until the body was hidden by the table, and
relieved from the sight, he could think more clearly.
He looked down carefully and examined his clothes and
his boots. Then he crossed the room again, and with
his face averted, turned out the gas. Something seemed
to stir in the darkness, and with a faint cry he blundered
toward the door before he had realised that it was the
clock. It struck twelve,

He stood at the head of the stairs trying to recover
himself; trying to think. The gas on the landing below,
the stairs and the furniture, all looked so prosaic and
familiar that he could not realise what had occurred.
He walked slowly down and turned the light out., The
darkness of the upper part of the house was now almost
appalling, and in a sudden panic he ran downstairs
into the lighted hall, and snatching a hat from the stand,
went to the door and walked down to the gate,
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Except for one window the neighbouring houses
were in darkness, and the lamps shone up a silent
street. There was a little rain in the air, and the muddy
road was full of pebbles. He stood at the gate trying
to screw up his courage to enter the house again. Then
he noticed a figure coming slowly up the road and
keeping close to the palings.

The full realisation of what he had done broke in
upon him when he found himself turning to fly from the
approach of the constable. The wet cape glistening in
the lamplight, the slow, heavy step, made him tremble.
Suppose the thing upstairs was not quite dead and
should cry out? Suppose the constable should think it
strange for him to be standing there and follow him
in? He assumed a careless attitude, which did not feel
careless, and as the man passed bade him good-night,
and made a remark as to the weather.

Ere the sound of the other's footsteps had gone
quite out of hearing, he turned and entered the house
again before the sense of companionship should have
quite departed. The first flight of stairs was lighted by
the gas in the hall, and he went up slowly. Then he
struck a match and went up steadily, past the library
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door, and with firm fingers turned on the gas in his
bedroom and lit it. He opened the window a little way,
and sitting down on his bed, tried to think.

He had got eight hours. Eight hours and two hun-
dred pounds in small notes. He opened his safe and
took out all the loose cash it contained, and walking
about the room, gathered up and placed in his pockets
such articles of jewellery as he possessed.

The first horror had now to some extent passed,
and was succeeded by the fear of death. With this fear
on him he sat down again and tried to think out the
first moves in that game of skill of which his life was
the stake. He had often read of —— people of hasty
temper, evading the police for a time, and eventually
falling into their hands for lack of the most elementary
commonsense. He had heard it said that they always
made some stupid blunder, left behind them some
damning clue. He took his revolver from a drawer and
saw that it was loaded. If the worst came to the worst,
he would die quickly.

Eight hours’ start; two hundred odd pounds. He
would take lodgings at first in some populous district,
and let the hair on his face grow. When the hue-and-

=
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cry had ceased, he would go abroad and start life again.
He would go out of a night and post letters to himself,
or better still, postcards, which his landlady would read.
Porstcards from cheery friends, from a sister, from a
brother. During the day he would stay in and write, as
became a man who described himself as a journalist.

Or suppose he went to the sea? Who would look
for him in flannels, bathing and boating with ordinary
happy mortals? He sat and pondered. One might
mean life, and the other death. Which?

His face burned as he thought of the responsibility
of the choice. So many people went to the sea at that
time of year that he would surely pass unnoticed. But
at the sea one might meet acquaintances. He got up
and nervously paced the room again. It was mot so
simple, now that it meant so much, as he had thought.

The sharp little clock on the mantelpiece rang out
“one,” followed immediately by the deeper note of that
in the library. He thought of the clock, it seemed the
only live thing in that room, and shuddered. He won-
dered whether the thing lying by the far side of the
table heard it. He wondered——

He started and held his breath with fear. Some-
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where downstairs a board creaked loudly, then another.
He went to the door, and opening it a little way, but
without looking out, listened. The house was so still
that he could hear the ticking of the old clock in the
kitchen below. He opened the door a little wider and
peeped out. As he did so there was a sudden sharp
outcry on the stairs, and he drew back into the room
and stood trembling before he had quite realised that
the noise had been made by the cat. The cry was un-
mistakable; but what had disturbed it?

There was silence again, and he drew near the door
once more. He became certain that something was
moving stealthily on the stairs. He heard the boards
creak again, and once the rails of the balustrade rattled.
The silence and suspense were frightful. Suppose that
the something which had been Fletcher waited for him
in the darkness outside?

He fought his fears down, and opening the door,
determined to see what was beyond. The light from
his room streamed out onto the landing, and he peered
about fearfully. Was it fancy, or did the door of
Fletcher’s room opposite close as he looked? Was it
fancy, or did the handle of the door really turn?
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In perfect silence, and watching the door as he
moved, to see that nothing came out and followed him,
he proceeded slowly down the dark stairs, Then his
jaw fell, and he turned sick and faint again. The
library door, which he distinctly remembered closing,
and which, moreover, he had seen was closed when he
went upstairs to his room, now stood open some four
or five inches. He fancied that theré was a rustling
inside, but his brain refused to be certain. Then plainly
and unmistakably he heard a chair pushed against the
wall.

He crept to the door, hoping to pass it before the
thing inside became aware of his presence. Something
crept stealthily about the room. With a sudden im-
pulse he caught the handle of the door, and, closing it
violently, turned the key in the lock, and ran madly
down the stairs, :

A fearful cry sounded from the room, and a heavy
hand beat upon the panels of the door. The house
rang with the blows, but above them sounded the loud
hoarse cries of human fear. Burleigh, half-way down
to the hall, stopped with his hand on the balustrade
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and listened. The beating creased, and a man’s voice
cried out loudly for God’s sake to let him out,

At once Burleigh saw what had happened and what
it might mean for him. He had left the hall door open
after his visit to the front, and some wandering bird of
the night had entered the house. No need for him to
go now. No need to hide either from the hangman’s
rope or the felon’s cell. The fool above had saved him.
He turned and ran upstairs again just as the prisoner
in his furious eflorts to escape wrenched the handle
from the door.

“Who’s there?” he cried, loudly.

“Let me out!” cried a frantic voice. “For God’s
sake, open the door! There’s something here.”

“Stay where you are!” shouted Burleigh, sternly.
“Stay where you are! If you come out, Ill shoot you
like a dog!”

The only response was a smashing blow on the lock
of the door. Burleigh raised his pistol, and aiming at
the height of a man’s chest, fired through the panel.

The report and the crashing of the wood made one
noise, succeeded by an unearthly stillness, then the
noise of a window hastily opened. Burleigh fled hastily
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down the stairs, and flinging wide the hall door, shouted
loudly for assistance.

It happened that a sergeant and the constable on
the beat had just met in the road. They came toward
the house at a run. Burleigh, with incoherent explana-
tions, ran upstairs before them, and halted outside the
library door. The prisoner was still inside, still trying
to demolish the lock of the sturdy oaken door. Bur-
leigh tried to turn the key, but the lock was too
damaged to admit of its moving. The sergeant drew
back, and, shoulder foremost, hurled himself at the door
and burst it open.

He stumbled into the room, followed by the con-
stable, and two shafts of light from the lanterns at their
belts danced round the room. A man lurking behind
the door made a dash for it, and the next instant the
three men were locked together.

Burleigh, standing in the doorway, looked on coldly,
reserving  himself for the scene which was to follow.
Except for the stumbling of the men and the sharp
catch of the prisoner’s breath, there was no noise. A
helmet fell off and bounced and rolled along the floor.
The men fell; there was a sobbing snarl and a sharp
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click. A tall figure rose from the floor; the other, on
his knees, still held the man down. The standing figure
felt in his pocket, and, striking a match, lit the gas.

The light fell on the flushed face and fair beard of
the sergeant. He was bareheaded, and his hair dis-
hevelled. Burleigh entered the room and gazed eagerly
at the half-insensible man on the floor—a short, thick-
set fellow with a white, dirty face and a black mous-
tache. His lip was cut and bled down his neck. Bur-
leigh glanced furtively at the table. The cloth had come
off in the struggle, and was now in the place where he
had left Fletcher.

“Hot work, sir,” said the sergeant, with a smile.
“Its fortunate we were handy.”

The prisoner raised a heavy head and looked up
with unmistakable terror in his eyes.

“All right, sir,” he said, trembling, as the constable
increased the pressure of his knee. I ain’t been in
the house ten minutes altogether. By——, I've not.”

The sergeant regarded him curiously.

“It don’t signify,” he said, slowly; “ten minutes or
ten seconds won’t make any difference.”

The man shook and began to whimper.
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“It was ’ere when I come,” he said, eagerly; “take
that down, sir. I've only just come, and it was ’ere
when I come. I tried to get away then, but I was
locked in.”

“What was?” demanded the sergeant.

“That,” he said, desperately.

The sergeant, following the direction of the terror-
stricken black eyes, stooped by the table, Then, with
a sharp exclamation, he dragged away the cloth. = Bur-
leigh, with a sharp cry of horror, reeled back against
the wall,

“All right, sir,” said the sergeant, catching him;
“all right. Turn your head away.”

He pushed him into a chair, and crossing the room,
poured out a glass of whiskey and brought it to him.
The glass rattled against his teeth, but he drank it
greedily, and then groaned faintly. The sergeant waited
patiently. There was no hurry.

“Who is it, sir?” he asked at length.

“My friend—Fletcher,” said Burleigh, with an effort.
“We lived together.” He turned to the prisoner.

“You damned villain!”

“He was dead when I come in the room, gentle-
The Lady of the Barge 1o
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men,” said the prisoner, strenuously. “He was on the
floor dead, and when I see 'im, I tried to get out. §
elp me he was. You heard me call out, sir. I
shouldn’t ha’ called out if I'd killed him.”

“All right,” said the sergeant, gruffly; “you’d better
hold your tongue, you know.”

“You keep quiet,” urged the constable.

The sergeant knelt down and raised the dead man’s
head.

“I ’ad nothing to do with it,” repeated the man on
the floor. “I ’ad nothing to do with it. I never thought
of such a thing. I've only been in the place ten
minutes; put that down, sir.” :

The sergeant groped with his left hand, and picking
up the Japanese sword, held it at him.

“I've never seen it before,” said the prisoner, strug-
gling.

“It used to hang on the wall,” said Burleigh. “He
must have snatched it down. It was on the wall when
I left Fletcher a little while ago.”

“How long?” inquired the sergeant.

“Perhaps an hour, perhaps half an hour,” was the
zeply.  “I went to my bedroom.”
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The man on the floor twisted his head and re-
garded him narrowly.

“You done it!” he cried, fiercely. “You done it,
and you want me to swing for it.”

“That ’ll do,” said the indignant constable.

The sergeant let his burden gently to the floor again.

“You hold your tongue, you devil!” he said, menac-
ingly.
" He crossed to the table and poured a little spirit
into a glass and took it in his hand. Then he put it
down again and crossed to Burleigh.

“Feeling better, sir?” he asked.

The other nodded faintly.

“You won’t want this thing any more” said the
sergeant.

He pointed to the pistol which the other still held,
and taking it from him gently, put it into his pocket.

“You've hurt your wrist, sir,” he said, anxiously.

Burleigh raised one hand sharply, and then the
other.

“This one, I think,” said the sergeant. “I saw it
just now.”

He took the other’s wrists in his hand, and suddenly

10%
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holding them in the grip of a vice, whipped out some-
thing from his pocket—something hard and cold, which
snapped suddenly on Burleigh’s wrists, and held them fast.

“That's right,” said the sergeant; “keep quiet.”

The constable turned round in amaze; Burleigh
sprang toward him furiously.

“Take these things off!” he choked. “Have you
gone mad? Take them off!”

“All in good time,” said the sergeant.

“Take them off!” cried Burleigh again.

For answer the sergeant took him in a powerful grip,
and staring steadily at his white face and gleaming eyes,
forced him to the other end of the room and pushed
him into a chair.

“Collins,” he said, sharply.

“Sir?” said the astonished subordinate,

“Run to the doctor at the corner hard as you can
run!” said the other. ** Z%is man is not dead!”

As the man left the room the sergeant took up the
glass of spirits he had poured out, and kneeling down
by Fletcher again, raised his head and tried to pour a
litte down his throat. Burleigh, sitting in his corner,
watched like one in a trance. He saw the constable re-
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turn with the breathless surgeon, saw the three men bend-
ing over Fletcher, and then saw the eyes of the dying
man open and the lips of the dying man move. He was
conscious that the sergeant made some notes in a pocket-
book, and that all three men eyed him closely. The
sergeant stepped toward him and placed his hand on his
shoulder, and obedient to the touch, he arose and went
with him out into the night.












CAPTAIN ROGERS.

A MAN came slowly over the old stone bridge, and
averting his gaze from the dark river with its silent craft,
looked with some satisfaction toward the feeble lights of
the small town on the other side. He walked with the
painful, forced step of one who has already trudged far.
His worsted hose, where they were not darned, were in
holes, and his coat and knee-breeches were rusty with
much wear, but he straightened himself as he reached
the end of the bridge and stepped out bravely to the
taverns which stood in a row facing the quay.

He passed the “Queen Anne”—a mere beershop—
without pausing, and after a glance apiece at the “Royal
George” and the “Trusty Anchor,” kept on his way to
where the “Golden Key” hung out a gilded emblem. It
was the best house in Riverstone, and patronised by the
gentry, but he adjusted his faded coat, and with a
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swaggering air entered and walked boldly into the
coffee-room.

The room was empty, but a bright fire afforded a
pleasant change to the chill October air outside. He
drew up a chair, and placing his feet on the fender, ex-
posed his tattered soles to the blaze, as a waiter who
had just seen him enter the room came and stood ag-
gressively inside the door.

“Brandy and water,” said the stranger; “hot.”

“The coffee-room is for gentlemen staying in the
house,” said the waiter.

The stranger took his feet from the fender, and ris-
ing slowly, walked toward him. He was a short man
and thin, but there was something so menacing in his
attitude, and something so fearsome in his stony brown
eyes, that the other, despite his disgust for ill-dressed
people, moved back uneasily.

“Brandy and water, hot,” repeated the stranger;
“and plenty of it. D’ye hear?”

The man tumned slowly to depart.

“Stop!” said the other, imperiously. “What's the
name of the landlord here?”

“Mullet,” said the fellow, sulkily.
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“Send him to me” said the other, resuming his
seat; “and hark you, my friend, more civility, or ’twill
be the worse for you.”

He stirred the log on the fire with his foot until a
shower of sparks whirled up the chimney. The door
opened, and the landlord, with the waiter behind him,
entered the room, but he still gazed placidly at the glow-
ing embers.

“What do you want?” demanded the landlord, in a
deep voice.

The stranger turned a little weazened yellow face
and grinned at him familiarly.

“Send that fat rascal of yours away,” he said, slowly.

The landlord started at his voice and eyed him
closely; then he signed to the man to withdraw, and clos-
ing the door behind him, stood silently watching his
visitor.

“You didn’t expect to see me, Rogers,” said the
latter,

“My name’s Mullet,” said the other, sternly. “What
do you want?”

“Oh, Mullet?” said the other, in surprise. “Pm
afraid I've made a mistake, then. I thought you were
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my old shipmate, Captain Rogers. It's a foolish mistake
of mine, as ve no doubt Rogers was hanged years ago.
You never had a brother named Rogers, did you?”

“I say again, what do you want?” demanded the
other, advancing upon him.

“Since you’re so good,” said the other. “I want new
clothes, food, and lodging of the best, and my pockets
filled with money.”

“You had better go and look for all those things,
then,” said Mullet. “You won’t find them here.”

“Aye!” said the other, rising. “Well, well! There
was a hundred guineas on the head of my old shipmate
Rogers some fifteen years ago. Tll see whether it has
been earned yet.”

“If I gave you a hundred guineas,” said the inn-
keeper, repressing his passion by a mighty effort, “you
would not be satisfied.”

“Reads like a book,” said the stranger, in tones of
pretended delight. “What a man it is!”

He fell back as he spoke, and thrusting his hand
into his pocket, drew forth a long pistol as the innkeeper,
a man of huge frame, edged toward him.

“Keep your distance,” he said, in a sharp, quick voice,
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The innkeeper, in no wise disturbed at the pistol,
turned away calmly, and ringing the bell, ordered some
spirits. Then taking a chair, he motioned to the other
to do the same, and they sat in silence until the staring
waiter had left the room again. The stranger raised his
glass.

“My old friend Captain Rogers,” he said, solemnly,
“and may he never get his deserts!”

“From what jail have you come?” inquired Mullet,
sternly.

“Pon my soul,” said the other, “I have been in so
many—Ilooking for Captain Rogers—that I almost forget
the last, but I have just tramped from London, two
hundred and eighty odd miles, for the pleasure of seeing
your damned ugly figure-head again; and now I've found
it, 'm going to stay. Give me some money.”

The innkeeper, without a word, drew a little gold
and silver from his pocket, and placing it on the table,
pushed it toward him.

“Enough to go on with,” said the other, pocketing
it; “in future it is halves. D’ye hear me? Halves!
And Tl stay here and see I get it.”

He sat back in his chair, and meeting the other’s
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hatred with a gaze as steady as his own, replaced his
pistol.

“A nice snug harbour after our many voyages,” he
continued. “Shipmates we were, shipmates we’ll be;
while Nick Gunn is alive you shall never want for com-
pany. Lord! Do you remember the Dutch brig, and
the fat frightened mate?”

“I have forgotten it,” said the other, still eyeing him
steadfastly. “I have forgotten many things. For fifteen
years I have lived a decent, honest life. Pray God for
your own sinful soul, that the devil in me does not wake
again,”

“Fifteen years is a long nap,” said Gunn, carelessly;
“what a godsend it "Il be for you to have me by you to
remind you of old times! Why, youre looking smug,
man; the honest innkeeper to the life! Gad! who’s the
girl?”

He rose and made a clumsy bow as a girl of eigh-
teen, after a moment’s hesitation at the door, crossed
over to the innkeeper.

“Im busy, my dear,” said the latter, somewhat
sternly.
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“Qur business,” said Gunn, with another bow, “is
finished. Is this your daughter, Rog— Mullet?”

“My stepdaughter,” was the reply.

Gunn placed a hand, which lacked two fingers, on
his breast, and bowed again.

“One of your father’s oldest friends,” he said
smoothly; “and fallen on evil days; I'm sure your gentle
heart will be pleased to hear that your good father has
requested me—for a time—to make his house my
home.”

“Any friend of my father is welcome to me, sir,”
said the girl, coldly. She looked from the innkeeper to
his odd-looking guest, and conscious of something
strained in the air, gave him a little bow and quitted
the room.

“You insist upon staying, then?” said Mullet, after
a pause,

“More than ever,” replied Gunn, with a leer toward
the door. “Why, you don’t think I'm afraid, Captain?
You should know me better than that”

“Life is sweet,” said the other.

“Aye,” assented Gunn, “so sweet that you will share
things with me to keep it.”
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“No,” said the other, with great calm. “I am man
enough to have a better reason.”

“No psalm-singing,” said Gunn, coarsely. “And look
cheerful, you old buccaneer. Look as a man should
look who has just met an old friend never to lose him
again.”

He eyed his man expectantly and put his hand to
his pocket again, but the innkeeper’s face was troubled,
and he gazed stolidly at the fire.

“See what fifteen years’ honest, decent life does for
us,” grinned the intruder,

The other made no reply, but rising slowly, walked
to the door without a word.

“Landlord,” cried Gunn, bringing his maimed hand
sharply down on the table,

The innkeeper turned and regarded him.

“Send me in some supper,” said Gunn; “the best
you have, and plenty of it, and have a room prepared.
The best.”

The door closed silently, and was opened a little
later by the dubious George coming in to set a bounti-
ful repast. Gunn, after cursing him for his slowness
and awkwardness, drew his chair to the table and made
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the meal of one seldom able to satisfy his hunger. He
finished at last, and after sitting for some time smoking,
with his legs sprawled on the fender, rang for a candle
and demanded to be shown to his room.

His proceedings when he entered it were but a poor
compliment to his host. Not until he had poked and
pried into every corner did he close the door. Then,
not content with locking it, he tilted a chair beneath the
handle, and placing his pistol beneath his pillow, fell
fast asleep.

Despite his fatigue he was early astir next morning.
Breakfast was laid for him in the coffee-room, and his
brow darkened. He walked into the hall, and after try-
ing various doors entered a small sitting-room, where his
host and daughter sat at breakfast, and with an easy
assurance drew a chair to the table. The innkeeper
helped him without a word, but the girl’s hand shook
under his gaze as she passed him some coffee.

“As soft a bed as ever I slept in,” he remarked.

“I hope that you slept well,” said the girl, civilly.

“Like a child,” said Gunn, gravely; “an easy con-
science. Eh, Mullet?”

The innkeeper nodded and went on eating. The other,
The Lady of the Barge. 11
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after another remark or two, followed his example, glanc-
ing occasionally with warm approval at the beauty of the
girl who sat at the head of the table.

“A sweet girl,” he remarked, as she withdrew at the
end of the meal; “and no mother, I presume?”

“No mother,” repeated the other.

Gunn sighed and shook his head.

“A sad case, truly,” he murmured. “No mother
and such a guardian. Poor soul, if she but knew! Well,
we must find her a husband.”

He looked down as he spoke, and catching sight of
his rusty clothes and broken shoes, clapped his hand to
his pocket; and with a glance at his host, sallied out to
renew his wardrobe. The innkeeper, with an inscrutable
face, watched him down the quay, then with bent head he
returned to the house and fell to work on his accounts.

In this work Gunn, returning an hour later, clad
from head to foot in new apparel, offered to assist him.
Mullet hesitated, but made no demur; neither did he
join in the ecstasies which his new partner displayed at
the sight of the profits. Gunn put some more gold into
his new pockets, and throwing himself back in a chair,
«called loudly to George to bring him some drink.
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In less than a month the intruder was the virtual
master of the “Golden Key.” Resistance on the part of
the legitimate owner became more and more feeble, the
slightest objection on his part drawing from the truculent
Gunn dark allusions to his past and threats against his
future, which for the sake of his daughter he could not
ignore. His health began to fail, and Joan watched with
perplexed terror the growth of a situation which was in
a fair way of becoming unbearable,

The arrogance of Gunn knew no bounds. The maids
learned to tremble at his polite grin, or his worse free-
dom, and the men shrank appalled from his profane
wrath. George, after ten years’ service, was brutally dis-
missed, and refusing to accept dismissal from his hands,
appealed to his master. The innkeeper confirmed it, and
with lack-lustre eyes fenced feebly when his daughter,
regardless of Gunn’s presence, indignantly appealed to
hifro e

“The man was rude to my friend, my dear,” he said
dispiritedly.

“If he was rude, it was because Mr. Gunn deserved
it,” said Joan, hotly.

Gunn laughed uproariously,
- $ 8 d



164 THE LADY OF THE BARGE, ETC.

“Gad, my dear, I like you!” he cried, slapping his
leg. “Youre a girl of spirit. Now I will make you a
fair offer. If you ask for George to stay, stay he shall,
as a favour to your sweet self.”

The girl trembled.

“Who is master here?” she demanded, turning a full
eye on her father.

Mullet laughed uneasily.

“This is business,” he said, trying to speak lightly,
“and women can’t understand it. Gunn is—is valuable
to me, and George must go.”

“Unless you plead for him, sweet one?” said Gunn,

The girl looked at her father again, but he turned
his head away and tapped on the floor with his foot.
Then in perplexity, akin to tears, she walked from the
room, carefully drawing her dress aside as Gunn held
the door for her.

“A fine girl,” said Gunn, his thin lips working; “a
fine spirit. *Twill be pleasant to break it; but she does
not know who is master here.”

- “She is young yet,” said the other, hurriedly.

“I will soon age her if she looks like that at me

again,” said Gunn, “By ——, Tll turn out the whole
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crew into the street, and her with them, an’ I wish it.
I’ll lie in my bed warm o’ nights and think of her hud-
dled on a doorstep.”

His voice rose and his fists clenched, but he kept
his distance and watched the other warily. The inn-
keeper’s face was contorted and his brow grew wet. For
one moment something peeped out of his eyes; the next
he sat down in his chair again and nervously fingered
his chin,.

“I have but to speak,” said Gunn, regarding him
with much satisfaction, “and you will hang, and your
money go to the Crown. What will become of her then,
think you?”

The other laughed nervously.

“'Twould be stopping the golden eggs,” he ventured.

“Don’t think too much of that,” said Gunn, in a hard
voice. “I was never one to be baulked, as you know.”

“Come, come. Let us be friends,” said Mullet; “the
girl is young, and has had her way.”

He looked almost pleadingly at the other, and his
voice trembled. Gunn drew himself up, and regarding
him with a satisfied sneer, quitted the room without a

word,
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Affairs at the “Golden Key” grew steadily worse and
worse. Gunn dominated the place, and his vile personality
hung over it like a shadow. Appeals to the innkeeper
were in vain; his health was breaking fast, and he
moodily declined to interfere. Gunn appointed servants
of his own choosing—brazen maids and foul-mouthed
men. The old patrons ceased to frequent the “Golden
Key,” and its bedrooms stood empty. The maids scarcely
deigned to take an order from Joan, and the men spoke
to her familiarly. In the midst of all this the innkeeper,
who had complained once or twice of vertigo, was seized
with a fit.

Joan, flying to him for protection against the brutal
advances of Gunn, found him lying in a heap behind
the door of his small office, and in her fear called loudly
for assistance. A little knot of servants collected, and
stood regarding him stupidly. One made a brutal jest.
Gunn, pressing through the throng, turned the senseless
body over with his foot, and cursing vilely, ordered them
to carry it upstairs. ;

Until the surgeon came, Joan, kneeling by the bed,
held on to the senseless hand as her only protection
against the evil faces of Gunn and his protéges. Gunn
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himself was taken aback, the innkeeper’s death at that
time by no means suiting his aims.

The surgeon was a man of few words and fewer at-
tainments, but under his ministrations the innkeeper,
after a long interval, rallied. The half-closed eyes opened,
and he looked in a dazed fashion at his surroundings.
Gunn drove the servants away and questioned the man
of medicine. The answers were vague and interspersed
with Latin. Freedom from noise and troubles of all kinds
was insisted upon and Joan was installed as nurse, with
a promise of speedy assistance.

The assistance arrived late in the day in the shape
of an elderly woman, whose Spartan treatment of her
patients had helped many along the silent road. She
commenced her reign by punching the sick man’s pillows,
and having shaken him into consciousness by this means,
gave him a dose of physic, after first tasting it herself
from the bottle.

After the first rally the innkeeper began to fail slowly,
It was seldom that he understood what was said to him,
and pitiful to the beholder to see in his intervals of con-
sciousness his timid anxiety to earn the good-will of the
all-powerful Gunn. His strength declined until assistance
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was needed to turn him in the bed, and his great sinewy
hands were forever trembling and fidgeting on the
coverlet.

Joan, pale with grief and fear, tended him assidu-
ously. Her stepfather’s strength had been a proverb in the
town, and many a hasty citizen had felt the strength of
his arm. The increasing lawlessness of the house filled
her with dismay, and the coarse attentions of Gunn be-
came more persistent than ever. She took her meals in
the sick-room, and divided her time between that and
her own.

Gunn himself was in a dilemma. With Mullet dead,
his power was at an end and his visions of wealth dis-
sipated. He resolved to feather his nest immediately,
and interviewed the surgeon. The surgeon was omin-
ously reticent, the nurse cheerfully ghoulish.

“Four days I give him,” she said, calmly; “four
blessed days, not but what he might slip away at any
moment.”

Gunn let one day of the four pass, and then, choosing
a time when Joan was from the room, entered it for a
little quiet conversation. The innkeeper’s eyes were open,
and, what was more to the purpose, intelligent,
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“You're cheating the hangman, after all,” snarled
Gunn. “I'm off to swear an information.”

The other, by a great effort, turned his heavy head
and fixed his wistful eyes on him.

“Mercy!” he whispered. “For her sake—give me
—a little time!”

“To slip your cable, I suppose,” quoth Gunn. “Where’s
your money? Where’s your hoard, you miser?”

Mullet closed his eyes. He opened them again slowly
and strove to think, while Gunn watched him narrowly.
When he spoke, his utterance was thick and laboured.

“Come to-night,” he muttered, slowly. “Give me—
time—I will make your—your fortune. But the nurse
—watches.”

“Tll see to her,” said Gunn, with a grin. “But tell
me now, lest you die first.”

“You will—let Joan—have a share?” panted the
innkeeper.

“Yes, yes,” said Gunn, hastily.

The innkeeper strove to raise himself in the bed, and
then fell back again exhausted as Joan’s step was heard
on the stairs. Gunn gave a savage glance of warning
at him, and barring the progress of the girl at the door,
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attempted to salute her. Joan came in pale and trembling,
and falling on her knees by the bedside, took her father’s
hand in hers and wept over it. The innkeeper gave a
faint groan and a shiver ran through his body.

It was nearly an hour after midnight that Nick Gunn,
kicking off his shoes, went stealthily out onto the landing.
A little light came from the partly open door of the sick-
room, but all else was in blackness. He moved along
and peered in,

The nurse was sitting in a high-backed oak chair by
the fire. She had slipped down in the seat, and her
untidy head hung on her bosom. A glass stood on the
small oak table by her side, and a solitary candle on the
high mantelpiece diffused a sickly light. Gunn entered
the room, and finding that the sick man was dozing,
shook him roughly.

The innkeeper opened his eyes and gazed at him
blankly.

“Wake, you fool,” said Gunn, shaking him again,

The other roused and muttered something incoherently.
Then he stirred slightly,

“The nurse,” he whispered.

“She’s safe enow,” said Gunn. “T've seen to that.”
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He crossed the room lightly, and standing before the
unconscious woman, inspected her closely and raised her
in the chair. Her head fell limply over the arm.

“«Dead?” inquired Mullet, in a fearful whisper.

“Drugged,” said Gunn, shortly. “Now speak up,
and be lively.”

The innkeeper’s eyes again travelled in the direction
of the nurse.

“The men,” he whispered; “the servants.”

“Dead drunk and asleep,” said Gunn, biting the
words. “The last day would hardly rouse them. Now
will you speak, damn you!”

“] must—take care—of Joan,” said the father.

Gunn shook his clenched hand at him.

“My money—is—is—” said the other. *Promise
me on—your oath—Joan.”

“Aye, aye,” growled Gunn; “how many more times?
I'll marry her, and she shall have what I choose to give
her. Speak up, you fool! It's not for you to make terms.
Where is it?”

He bent over, but Mullet, exhausted with his
efforts, had closed his eyes again, and half turned his
head.
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“Where is it, damn you?” said Gunn, from between
his teeth.

Mullet opened his eyes again, glanced fearfully round
the room, and whispered. Gunn, with a stifled oath,
bent his ear almost to his mouth, and the next moment
his neck was in the grip of the strongest man in River-
stone, and an arm like a bar of iron over his back

pinned him down across the bed.

“You dog/” hissed a fierce voice in his ear. “I've
got you—Captain Rogers at your service, and now you
may tell his name to all you can. Shout it, you spawn
of hell. Shout it!”

He rose in bed, and with a sudden movement flung
the other over on his back. Gunn’s eyes were starting
from his head, and he writhed convulsively.

“T thought you were a sharper man, Gunn,” said
Rogers, still in the same hot whisper, as he relaxed his
grip a little; “you are too simple, you hound! When
you first threatened me I resolved to kill you. Then
you threatened my daughter. I wish that you had nine
lives, that I might take them all. Keep stilll”

He gave a half-glance over his shoulder at the silent
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figure of the nurse, and put his weight on the twisting
figure on the bed.

“You drugged the hag, good Gunn,” he continued.
«To-morrow morning, Gunn, they will find you in your
room dead, and if one of the scum you brought into
my house be charged with the murder, so much the
better. When I am well they will go. I am already
feeling a little bit stronger, Gunn, as you see, and ina
month I hope to be about again.”

He averted his face, and for a time gazed sternly
and watchfully at the door. Then he rose slowly to his
feet, and taking the dead man in his arms, bore him
slowly and carefully to his room, and laid him a huddled
heap on the floor. Swiftly and noiselessly he put the
dead man’s shoes on and turned his pockets inside out,
kicked a rug out of place, and put a guinea on the
floor. Then he stole cautiously downstairs and set a
small door at the back open. A dog barked frantically,
and he hurried back to his room. The nurse still slum-
bered by the fire.

She awoke in the morning shivering with the cold,
and being jealous of her reputation, rekindled the fire,
and measuring out the dose which the invalid should
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have taken, threw it away. On these unconscious pre-
parations for an alibi Captain Rogers gazed through
half-closed lids, and then turning his grim face to the
wall, waited for the inevitable alarm.










A TIGER'S SKIN.

THE travelling sign-painter who was repainting the
sign of the “Cauliflower” was enjoying a well-earned
respite from his labours. On the old table under the
shade of the elms mammoth sandwiches and a large
slice of cheese waited in an untied handkerchief until
such time as his thirst should be satisfied. At the other
side of the table the oldest man in Claybury, drawing
gently at a long clay pipe, turned a dim and regretful
eye up at the old signboard.

“I've drunk my beer under it for pretty near seventy
years,” he said, with a sigh. “It’s a pity it couldn’t ha’
lasted my time.”

The painter, slowly pushing a wedge of sandwich
into his mouth, regarded him indulgently.

“It’s all through two young gentlemen as was passing
through ’ere a month or two ago,” continued the old

man; “they told Smith, the landlord, they’d been look=
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ing all over the place for the ‘Cauliflower, and when
Smith showed ’em the sign they said they thought it
was the ‘George the Fourth,’ and a very good likeness,
too.” ‘

The painter laughed and tock another look at the
old sign; then, with the nervousness of the true artist, he
took a look at his own. One or two shadows——

He flung his legs over the bench and took up his
brushes. In ten minutes the most fervent loyalist would
have looked in vain for any resemblance, and with a
sigh at the pitfalls which beset the artist he returned to
his interrupted meal and hailed the house for more beer.

“There’s nobody could mistake your sign for any-
thing but a cauliflower,” said the old man; “it looks
good enough to eat.”

The painter smiled and pushed his mug across the
table. He was a tender-hearted man, and once—when
painting the sign of the “Sir Wilfrid Lawson”—knew
himself what it was to lack beer. He began to dis-
course on art, and spoke somewhat disparagingly of the
cauliflower as a subject. With a shake of his head he
spoke of the possibilities of a spotted cow or a blue
Jion,
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“Talking of lions,” said the ancient, musingly, “I
s'pose as you never ’eard tell of the Claybury tiger? It
was afore your time in these parts, I expect.”

The painter admitted his ignorance, and, finding that
the allusion had no reference to an inn, pulled out his
pipe and prepared to listen.

“It’s awhile ago now,” said the old man, slowly,
“and the circus the tiger belonged to was going through
Claybury to get to Wickham, when, just as they was
passing Gill’s farm, a steam-ingine they ’‘ad to draw
some o' the vans broke down, and they ’ad to stop
while the blacksmith mended it. That being so, they
put up a big tent and ’ad the circus ’ere.

“] was one o' them as went, and I must say it was
worth the money, though Henry Walker was disappointed
at the man who put ’is ’ead in the lion’s mouth. He
said that the man frightened the lion first, before ’e
did it.

“It was a great night for Claybury, and for about a
week nothing else was talked of. All the children was
playing at being lions and tigers and such-like, and
young Roberts pretty near broke ’is back trying to see

if he could ride horseback standing up.
12%
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It was about two weeks after the circus ’ad gone
when a strange thing ’appened: the big tiger broke
loose. Bill Chambers brought the news first, ’aving
read it in the newspaper while ’e was ‘aving his tea. He
brought out the paper and showed us, and soon after
we ’eard all sorts o’ tales of its doings.

«At first we thought the tiger was a long way off,
and we was rather amused at it. Frederick Scott laughed
‘imself silly a’most up ’ere one night thinking ’ow sur-
prised a man would be if ’e come ’ome one night and
found the tiger sitting in his armchair eating the baby.
It didn’t seem much of a laughing matter to me, and I
said so; none of us liked it, and even Sam Jones, as ’ad
got twins for the second time, said ‘Shame!’ . But
Frederick Scott was a man as would laugh at anything.

“When we ’eard that the tiger ’ad been seen within
three miles of Claybury things began to look serious,
and Peter Gubbins said that something ought to be
done, but before we could think of anything to do some-
thing ’appened.

“We was sitting up ’ere one evening ’aving a mug
o’ beer and a pipe—same as I might be now if I'd got
any baccy left—and talking about it, when we ‘eard a
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shout and saw a ragged-looking tramp running toward
us as ’ard as he could run, Every now and then he’d
look over ’is shoulder and give a shout, and then run
’arder than afore.

“‘It’s the fzger/’ ses Bill Chambers, and afore you
could wink a'most he was inside the house, ’aving first
upset Smith and a pot o’ beer in the doorway.

“Before he could get up, Smith ’ad to wait till we
was all in. His langwidge was awful for a man as ’ad
a license to lose, and everybody shouting ‘Tiger!’ as
they trod on ’im didn’t ease ‘is mind. He was inside
a’'most as soon as the last man, though, and in a flash
he “ad the door bolted just as the tramp flung ’imself
agin it, all out of breath and sobbing ’is hardest to be
let in.

“‘Open the door, he ses, banging on it

“¢Go away,’ ses Smith.

“‘It’s the tiger, screams the tramp; ‘open the door.’

“‘You go away,”. ses Smith, ‘you’re attracting it to
my place; run up the road and draw it off

“Just at that moment John Biggs, the blacksmith,
come in from the tap-room, and as soon as he ’eard wot
was the matter ‘e took down Smith’s gun from behind
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the bar and said he was going out to look after the
wimmen and children.

“¢Open the door,” he ses.

“He was trying to get out and the tramp outside
was trying to get in, but Smith held on to that door
like a Briton. Then John Biggs lost ’is temper, and he
ups with the gun—Smith’s own gun, mind you—and
fetches ’im a bang over the ’ead with it. Smith fell
down at once, and afore we could ’elp ourselves the
door was open, the tramp was inside, and John Biggs
was running up the road, shouting ’is hardest.

“We ’ad the door closed afore you could wink
a’most, and then, while the tramp lay in a corner ’aving
brandy, Mrs. Smith got a bowl of water and a sponge
and knelt down bathing ’er husband’s ’ead with it.

“¢Did you see the tiger?’ ses Bill Chambers.

“‘See it?’ ses the tramp, with a shiver. ‘Oh, Lord!’

“He made signs for more brandy, and Henery
Walker, wot was acting as landlord, without being asked,
gave it to ’im.

“¢It chased me for over a mile,’ ses the tramp; ‘my
’eart’s breaking.’

“He gave a groan and fainted right offt. A terrible
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faint it was, too, and for some time we thought ’e’d
never come round agin. First they poured brandy down
’is throat, then gin, and then beer, and still ’e didn’t
come round, but lay quiet with ’is eyes closed and a
horrible smile on ’is face.

“He come round at last, and with nothing stronger
than water, which Mrs. Smith kept pouring into ’is
mouth. First thing we noticed was that the smile went,
then ’is eyes opened, and suddenly ‘e sat up with a
shiver and gave such a dreadful scream that we thought
at first the tiger was on top of us.

“Then ’e told us ’ow he was sitting washing ’is shirt
in a ditch, when he ’eard a snuffling noise and saw the
’ead of a big tiger sticking through the hedge the other
side. He left ’is shirt and ran, and ’e said that, for-
tunately, the tiger stopped to tear the shirt to pieces,
else ’is last hour would ’ave arrived.

“When ’e ’ad finished Smith went upstairs and
looked out of the bedroom winders, but ’e couldn’t see
any signs of the tiger, and ’e said no doubt it ’ad gone
down to the village to see wot it could pick up, or
p'raps it ’ad eaten John Biggs.

“However that might be, nobody cared to go out-



184 THE LADY OF THE BARGE, ETC.

side to see, and after it got dark we liked going ’ome
less than ever.

“Up to ten o’clock we did very well, and then Smith
began to talk about ’is licence, He said it was all rub-
bish being afraid to go ’ome, and that, at anyrate, the
tiger couldn’t eat more than one of us, and while ’e
was doing that there was the chance for the others to
get ‘ome safe. Two or three of ’em took a dislike to
Smith that night and told ’im so.

“The end of it was we all slept in the tap-room
that night. It seemed strange at first, but anything was
better than going ’ome in the dark, and we all slept
till about four next morning, when we woke up and
found the tramp ’ad gone and left the front door stand-
ing wide open.

“We took a careful look-out, and by-and-by first one
started off and then another to see whether their wives
and children ’ad been eaten or not. Not a soul ’ad
been touched, but the wimmen and children was that
scared there was no doing anything with ’em. None o’
the children would go to school, and they sat at ‘ome
all day with the front winder blocked up with a mat-
tress to keep the tiger out,
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“Nobody liked going to work, but it *ad to be done
and as Farmer Gill said that tigers went to sleep all day
and only came out toward evening we was a bit com-
forted. Not a soul went up to the ‘Caulifiower’ that
evening for fear of coming ’ome in the dark, but as no-
thing ’appened that night we began to ’ope as the tiger
’ad travelled further.

“Bob Pretty laughed at the whole thing and said ’e
didn’t believe there was a tiger; but nobody minded wot
’e said, Bob Pretty being, as I've often told people, the
black sheep o’ Claybury, wot with poaching and, wot
was worse, ’is artfulness.

“But the very next morning something ’appened that
made Bob Pretty look silly and wish ’e ’adn’t talked
quite so fast; for at five o’clock Frederick Scott, going
down to feed ’is hins, found as the tiger ’ad been there
afore ’im and ’ad eaten no less than seven of ’em. The
side of the hin-’ouse was all broke in, there was a few
feathers lying on the ground, and two little chicks
smashed and dead beside ’em.

“The way Frederick Scott went on about it you'd
’ardly believe. He said that Govinment ’ud ’ave to
make it up to ’im, and instead o’ going to work ‘e put
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the two little chicks and the feathers into a pudding-
basin and walked to Cudford, four miles off, where they
’ad a policeman.

“He saw the policeman, William White by name,
standing at the back door of the ‘Fox and Hounds’
public house, throwing a ’andful o’ corn to the land-
lord’s fowls, and the first thing Mr. White ses was, ‘it’s
off my beat,” he ses.

“‘But you might do it in your spare time, Mr.
White,” ses Frederick Scott. It's very likely that the
tiger'll come back to my hin-ouse for the rest of ’em,
and he’d be very surprised if ’e popped ’is ’ead in and
see you there waiting for ’im.’

“‘He’d ’ave reason to be,” ses Policeman White, star-
ing at ’im.

“‘Think of the praise yow'd get, said Frederick
Scott, coaxing-like.

“‘Look ’ere,’ ses Policeman White, ‘if you don’t take
yourself and that pudding-basin off pretty quick, youw'll
come along o’ me, d’ye see? You've been drinking and
you're in a excited state.

“He gave Frederick Scott a push and follered ’‘im
along the road, and every time Frederick stopped to
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ask ’im wot ’e was doing of ’e gave ‘im another push to
show ’im.

“Frederick Scott told us all about it that evening,
and some of the bravest of us went up to the ‘Cauli-
flower’ to talk over wot was to be done, though we took
care to get ’ome while it was quite light. That night
Peter Gubbins’s two pigs went. They were two o’ the
likeliest pigs I ever seed, and all Peter Gubbins could
do was to sit up in bed shivering and listening to their
squeals as the tiger dragged ’em off. Pretty near all
Claybury was round that sty next morning looking at
the broken fence. Some of them looked for the tiger's
footmarks, but it was dry weather and they couldn’t see
any. Nobody knew whose turn it would be next, and
the most sensible man there, Sam Jones, went straight
off ome and killed his pig afore ’e went to work.

“Nobody knew what to do; Farmer Hall said as it
was a soldier’s job, and ’e drove over to Wickham to
tell the police so, but nothing came of it, and that night
at ten minutes to twelve Bill Chambers’s pig went. It
was one o the biggest pigs ever raised in Claybury, but
the tiger got it off as easy as possible. Bill ’ad the
bravery to look out of the winder when ’e "eard the pig
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squeal, but there was such a awful snarling noise that ’e
daresn’t move ’and or foot.

“Dicky Weed’s idea was for people with pigs and
such-like to keep ’em in the house of a night, but Peter
Gubbins and Bill Chambers both pointed out that the
tiger could break a back door with one blow of ’is paw,
and that if ‘e got inside he might take something else
instead o’ pig. And they said that it was no worse for
other people to lose pigs than wot it was for them,

“The odd thing about it was that all this time no-
body ’ad ever seen the tiger except the tramp and
people sent their children back to school agin and felt
safe going about in the daytime till little Charlie Gub-
bins came running ‘ome crying and saying that ’e’d seen
it. Next morning a lot more children see it and was
afraid to go to school, and people began to wonder wot
’ud happen when all the pigs and poultry was eaten.

“Then Henery Walker see it. We was sitting inside
’ere with scythes, and pitchforks, and such-like things
handy, when we see ’im come in without ’is hat. His
eyes were staring and ’is hair was all rumpled. He
called for a pot o’ ale and drank it nearly off, and then

’e sat gasping and ’olding the mug between ’is legs and
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shaking ’is ’ead at the floor till everybody ’ad left off
talking to look at ’im.

«Wot’s the matter, Henery?’ ses one of ’em.

“¢Don’t ask me, ses Henery Walker, with a shiver.

«You don’t mean to say as ’ow you've seen the
tiger?’ ses Bill Chambers.

«Henery Walker didn’t answer “im. He got up and
walked back’ards and for’ards, still with that frightened
look in ’is eyes, and once or twice ’e give such a ter-
rible start that ’e frightened us ’arf out of our wits.
Then Bill Chambers took and forced ’im into a chair
and give ’im two o’ gin and patted ’im on the back,
and at last Henery Walker got ’is senses back agin and
told us ’ow the tiger ’ad chased ’im all round and
round the trees in Plashett’s Wood until ’e managed to
climb up a tree and escape it. He said the tiger ad
kept ’im there for over an hour, and then suddenly
turned round and bolted off up the road to Wickham.

“«Jt was a merciful escape, and everybody said so
except Sam Jones, and ’e asked so many questions that
at last Henery Walker asked ‘im outright if ’e dis-
believed ’is word.

“ps all right, Sam," ses Bob Pretty, as 'ad come
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In just after Henery Walker. ‘I see ’im with the tiger
after ’im.

“¢<Wot?* ses Henery, staring at him.

“¢] see it all, Henery, ses Bob Pretty, ‘and I see
your pluck. It was all you could do to make up your
mind to run from it. I believe if you'd ’ad a fork in
your ‘and you’d ’ave made a fight for it

“Everybody said ‘Bravo!’; but Henery Walker didn’t
seem to like it at all. He sat still, looking at Bob
Pretty, and at last ’e ses, ‘Where was you?’ ’e ses.

“«Up another tree, Henery, where you couldn’t see
me,” ses Bob Pretty, smiling at *im.

Henery Walker, wot was drinking some beer, choked
a bit, and then ’e put the mug down and went straight
off ’ome without saying a word to anybody. I knew ’e
didn’t like Bob Pretty, but I couldn’t see why ‘e should
be cross about ’is speaking up for ’im as ’e had done,
but Bob said as it was ’is modesty, and ’e thought more
of ’im for it.

After that things got worse than ever; the wimmen
and children stayed indoors and kept the doors shut,
and the men never knew when they went out to work

whether they’d come ’ome agin. They used to kiss
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their children afore they went out of a morning, and
their wives too, some of ’em; even men who'd been
married for years did. And several more of em see
the tiger while they was at work, and came running
’ome to tell about it.

«The tiger ’ad been making free with Claybury pigs
and such-like for pretty near a week, and nothing "ad
been done to try and catch it, and wot made Claybury
men madder than anything else was folks at Wickham
saying it was all a mistake, and the tiger ’adn’t escaped
at all. Even parson, who'd been away for a holiday,
said so, and Henery Walker told ’is wife that if she
ever set foot inside the church agin ’e’d ask ’is old
mother to come and live with ‘em.

«Tt was all very well for parson to talk, but the very
night he come back Henery Walker’s pig went, and at
the same time George Kettle lost five or six ducks.

«He was a quiet man, was George, but when ’is
temper was up ’e didn’t care for anything. Afore he
came to Claybury ’e ’ad been in the Militia, and that
evening at the ‘Cauliflower’ ‘e turned up with a gun
over %is shoulder and made a speech, and asked who
was game to go with ’im and hunt the tiger. Bill
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Chambers, who was still grieving after ’is pig, said ’e
would, then another man offered, until at last there was
seventeen of ’em. Some of ’em ’ad scythes and some
pitchforks, and one or two of ’em guns, and it was one
o’ the finest sights I ever seed when George Kettle stood
’em in rows of four and marched ’em off.

“They went straight up the road, then across
Farmer Gill's fields to get to Plashett’s wood, where
they thought the tiger 'ud most likely be, and the
nearer they got to the wood the slower they walked.
The sun ’ad just gone down and the wood looked very
quiet and dark, but John Biggs, the blacksmith, and
George Kettle walked in first and the others follered,
keeping so close together that Sam Jones ’ad a few
words over his shoulder with Bill Chambers about the
way ’e was carrying ’is pitchfork.

“Every now and then somebody ’'ud say, < Wof's
that!’ and they’d all stop and crowd together and think
the time ’ad come, but it ’adn’t, and then they’d go on
agin, trembling, until they’d walked all round the wood
without seeing anything but one or two rabbits. John
Biggs and George Kettle wanted for to stay there till it
was dark, but the others wouldn’t ’ear of it for fear of
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frightening their wives, and just as it was getting dark
they all come tramp, tramp, back to the ‘Cauliflower’
agin.

“Smith stood ‘em ’arf a pint apiece, and they was
all outside ’ere fancying theirselves a bit for wot they’d
done when we see old man Parsley coming along on
two sticks as fast as ’e could come,

“fAre you brave lads a-looking for the tiger?” he
asks,

“‘Yes, ses John Biggs.

““Then "urry up, for the sake of mercy,” ses old Mr.
Parsley, putting *is ’and on the table and going off into
a fit of coughing; ‘it’s just gone into Bob Pretty’s cot-
tage. I was passing and saw it.’

“George Kettle snatches up ’is gun and shouts out
to ’is men to come along. Some of ’em was for ’ang-
ing back at first, some because they didn’t like the tiger
and some because they didn’t like Bob Pretty, but John
Biggs drove ’em in front of ’im like a flock o’ sheep
and then they gave a cheer and ran after George Kettle,
full pelt up the road.

“A few wimmen and children was at their doors as

they passed, but they took fright and went indoors
The Lady of the Barge. 13
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screaming. There was a lamp in Bob Pretty’s front
room, but the door was closed and the ’ouse was silent
as the grave.

«George Kettle and the men with the guns went
first, then came the pitchforks, and last of all the
scythes. Just as George Kettle put ’is ’and on the
door he ’eard something moving inside, and the next
moment the door opened and there stood Bob Pretty.

«What the dickens!” ’e ses, starting back as ‘e see
the guns and pitchforks pointing at ’im.

“«¢Ave you killed it, Bob?” ses George Kettle.

««Killed wot?’ ses Bob Pretty. ‘Be careful o’ them
guns. Take your fingers off the triggers.’

“The tiger’s in your ’ouse, Bob,” ses George Kettle,
in a whisper. “’Ave you on’y just come in2’

“‘Look ’ere,’ ses Bob Pretty. ‘I don’t want any 0’
your games. You go and play ’em somewhere else.”

“‘0t ain't a game,’ ses John Biggs; ‘the tiger’s in
your ‘ouse and we're going to kill it. Now, then,
lads.

“They all went in in a ’eap, pushing Bob Pretty in
front of ‘em, till the room was full. Only one man with
a scythe got in, and they wouldn’t ‘ave let ’im in if
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they’d known. It a’most made ’em forget the tiger for
the time. |

“George Kettle opened the door wot led into the
kitchen, and then ’e sprang back with such a shout that
the man with the scythe tried to escape, taking Henery
Walker along with ’im. George Kettle tried to speak,
but couldn’t. All ’e could do was to point with ’is
finger at Bob Pretty’s kitchen—and Bob Pretty’s kitchen
was for all the world like a pork-butcher's shop. There
was joints o’ pork ’anging from the ceiling, two brine
tubs as full as they could be, and quite a string of
fowls and ducks all ready for market.

“‘Wot d’ye mean by coming into my ‘ouse?’ ses
Bob Pretty, blustering. ‘If you don’t clear out pretty
quick, I'll make you.’

“Nobody answered ’im; they was all examining
’ands o’ pork and fowls and such-like,

“‘There’s the tiger,” ses Henery Walker, pointing at
Bob Pretty; ‘that’s wot old man Parsley meant.’

“‘Somebody go and fetch Policeman White, ses a

voice,

“‘I wish they would,” ses Bob Pretty.  ‘Pll ’ave the
3%
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law on you all for breaking into my ’ouse like this, see
if I don’t’

««Where'd you get all this pork from?’ ses the
blacksmith.

«¢And them ducks and hins?’ ses George Kettle.

««That's my bisness, ses Bob Pretty, staring ’em
full in the face. ‘I just ’ad a excellent oppertunity
offered me of going into the pork and poultry line and
I took it. Now, all them as doesn’t want to buy any
pork or fowls go out o’ my house.

«Yowre a thief, Bob Pretty!’ says Henery Walker.
“You stole it all.”

««Take care wot youw're saying, Henery,’ ses Bob
Pretty, ‘else Tll make you prove your words.

““You stole my pig,’ ses Herbert Smith.

«:QOh, ‘ave 1?’ ses Bob, reaching down a ’and o'
pork. ‘Is that your pig?’ he ses.

“Ips just about the size o’ my pore pig,’ Se€s Her-
bert Smith,

“‘Very usual size, I call it; ses Bob Pretty; ‘and
them ducks and hins very usual-looking hins and ducks,
I call ’em, except that they don’t grow ’em SO fat in
these parts. It's a fine thing when a man’s doing &
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honest bisness to ‘ave these charges brought agin ’im.
Dis’eartening, I call it. I don’t mind telling you that
the tiger got in at my back winder the other night and
took arf a pound o’ sausage, but you don’t ’ear me com-
plaining and going about calling other people thieves.’

“‘Tiger be hanged,” ses Henery Walker, who was
almost certain that a loin o’ pork on the table was off
’Is pig; ‘you’re the only tiger in these parts.’

“‘Why, Henery,’ ses Bob Pretty, ‘wot are you a-
thinkin’ of? Where’s your memory? Why, it's on’y
two or three days ago you see it and ‘ad to get up a
tree out of its way.’

“He smiled and shook ’is ’ead at ’im, but Henery
Walker on’y kept opening and shutting ’is mouth, and
at last ’e went outside without saying a word.

“‘And Sam Jones see it too,” ses Bob Pretty; ‘didn’t
you, Sam?’

“Sam didn’t answer ’im.

“¢And Charlie Hall and Jack Minns and a lot more,’
ses Bob; ‘besides, I see it myself. I can believe my own
eyes, I s’pose?’

““We'll have the law on you,” ses Sam Jones.

“‘As you like, ses Bob Pretty; ‘but I tell you plain,
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I've got all the bills for this properly made out, upstairs,
And there’s pretty near a dozen of you as’ll ‘ave to go
in the box and swear as you saw the tiger. Now, can
1 sell any of you a bit o’ pork afore you go? It’s
delicious eating; and as soon as you taste it you’ll know
it wasn’t grown in Claybury. Or a pair o’ ducks wot
7ave come from two 'undered miles off, and yet look as
if they was on’y killed last night.’

“George Kettle, whose ducks ‘ad gone the night
afore, went into the front room and walked up and down
fighting for ’is breath, but it was all no good; nobody
ever got the better o’ Bob Pretty. None of ’em could
swear to their property, and even when it became
known a month later that Bob Pretty and the tramp
knew each other, nothing was done. But nobody ever
’eard any more of the tiger from that day to this”
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A MIXED PROPOSAL.

Major BrivL, late of the Fenshire Volunteers, stood
in front of the small piece of glass in the hat-stand, and
with a firm and experienced hand gave his new silk hat
a slight tilt over the right eye. Then he took his
cane and a new pair of gloves, and with a military but
squeaky tread, passed out into the road. It was a
glorious day in early autumn, and the soft English
landscape was looking its best, but despite the fact that
there was nothing more alarming in sight than a few
cows on the hillside a mile away, the Major paused at
his gate, and his face took on an appearance of the
greatest courage and resolution before proceeding. The
road was dusty and quiet, except for the children play-
ing at cottage doors, and so hot that the Major, heed-
less of the fact that he could not replace the hat at
exactly the same angle, stood in the shade of a tree
while he removed it and mopped his heated brow.
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He proceeded on his way more leisurely, overtaking,
despite his lack of speed, another man who was walking
still more slowly in the shade of the hedge.

“Fine day, Halibut,” he said, briskly; “fine day.”

“Beautiful,” said the other, making no attempt to
keep pace with him.

“Country wants rain, though,” cried the Major over
his shoulder.

Halibut assented, and walking slowly on, wondered
vaguely what gaudy colour it was that had attracted his
eye. It dawned on him at length that it must be the
Major’s tie, and he suddenly quickened his pace, by no
means reassured as the man of war also quickened his.

“Halloa, Brill!” he cried. “Half a moment.”

The Major stopped and waited for his friend; Halibut
eyed the tie uneasily—it was fearfully and wonderfully
made—but said nothing.

“Well?” said the Major, somewhat sharply.

“Oh—I was going to ask you, Brill— Confound
it!  Tve forgotten what I was going to say now. I
daresay I shall soon think of it. You’re not in a hurry?”

“Well, I am, rather,” said Brill. “Fact is— Is my
hat on straight, Halibut?”
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The other assuring him that it was, the Major paused
in his-career, and gripping the brim with both hands,
deliberately tilted it over the right eye again,

“You were saying—” said Halibut, regarding this
manceuvre with secret disapproval.

“Yes,” murmured the Major, “I was saying. Well,
I don’t mind telling an old friend like you, Halibut,
though it is a profound secret. Makes me rather
particular about my dress just now. Women notice
these things. I'm—sha’n’t get much sympathy from a
confirmed old bachelor like you—but I'm on my way to
put a very momentous question.”

“The devil you are!” said the other, blankly.

“Sir!” said the astonished Major.

“Not Mrs. Riddel?” said Halibut.

“Certainly, sir,” said the Major, stiffly. “Why not?™

“Only that I am going on the same errand,” said
the confirmed bachelor, with desperate calmness.

The Major looked at him, and for the first time
noticed an unusual neatness and dressiness in his
friend’s attire, His collar was higher than usual; his
tie, of the whitest and finest silk, bore a pin he never
remembered to have seen before; and for the first time
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since he had known him, the Major, with a strange
sinking at the heart, saw that he wore spats.

“This is extraordinary,” he said, briefly. “Well,
good-day, Halibut. Can’t stop.”

“Good-day,” said the other.

The Major quickened his pace and shot ahead, and
keeping in the shade of the hedge, ground his teeth as
the civilian on the other side of the road slowly, but
surely, gained on him.

It became exciting. The Major was handicapped
by his upright bearing and short military stride; the
other, a simple child of the city, bent forward, swinging
his arms and taking immense strides. At a by-lane
they picked up three small boys, who, trotting in their
rear, made it evident by their remarks that they con-
sidered themselves the privileged spectators of a foot-
race. The Major could stand it no longer, and with a
cut of his cane at the foremost boy, softly called a halt.

“Well,” said Halibut, stopping.

The man’s manner was suspicious, not to say of-
fensive, and the other had much ado to speak him
fair.

“This is ridiculous,” he said, trying to smile, “We
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can’t walk in and propose in a duet. One of us mustb
go to-day and the other to-morrow.”

“(Certainly,” said Halibut; “that’ll be the best plan.”

“So childish,” said the Major, with a careless laugh,
«two fellows walking in hot and tired and proposing
to her.”

“Absurd,” replied Halibut, and both men eyed each
other carefully.

“So, if I'm unsuccessful, old chap,” said the Major,
in a voice which he strove to render natural and easy,
“I will come straight back to your place and let you
know, so as not to keep you in suspense.”

“You're very good,” said Halibut, with some emotion;
“but I think I'll take to-day, because I have every reason
to believe that I have got one of my bilious attacks
coming on to-morrow.”

“Pooh! fancy, my dear fellow,” said the Major,
heartily; “I never saw you look better in my life.”

“That’s one of the chief signs,” replied Halibut,
shaking his head. “I'm afraid I must go to-day.”

“I really cannot waive my right on account of your
bilious attack,” said the Major haughtily.

“Your »ight?*” said Halibut, with spirit.
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“My right!” repeated the other. “I should have
been there before you if you had not stopped me in the
first place.”

“But I started first,” said Halibut.

“Prove it,” exclaimed the Major, warmly.

The other shrugged his shoulders.

«I shall certainly not give way,” he said, calmly.
“This is a matter in which my whole future is con-
cerned. It seems very odd, not to say inconvenient,
that you should have chosen the same day as myself,
Brill, for such an errand—very odd.”

“It’s quite an accident,” asseverated the Major; “as
a matter of fact, Halibut, I nearly went yesterday. That
alone gives me, I think, some claim to precedence.”

“Just so,” said Halibut, slowly; *“it constitutes an
excellent claim.”

The Major regarded him with moistening eyes. This
was generous and noble. His opinion of Halibut rose.
“And now you have been so frank with me,” said the
latter, “it is only fair that you should know I started out
with the same intention three days ago and found her
out. So far as claims go, I think mine leads.”
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“Pure matter of opinion,” said the disgusted Major;
“it really seems as though we want an arbitrator. Well,
we'll have to make our call together, I suppose, but I'll
take care not to give you any opportunity, Halibut, so
don’t cherish any delusions on that point. Even you
wouldn’t have the hardihood to propose before a third
party, I should think; but if you do, I give you fair
warning that I shall begin, too.”

“This is most unseemly,” said Halibut. “We’d better
both go home and leave it for another day.”

“When do you propose going, then?” asked the
Major.

“Really, I haven’t made up my mind,” replied the
other.

The Major shrugged his shoulders. A

“It won’t do, Halibut,” he said, grimly; “it won’t
do. I'm too old a soldier to be caught that way.”

There was a long pause. The Major mopped his
brow again. “I've got it,” he said at last.

Halibut looked at him curiously.

“We must play for first proposal,” said the Major,
firmly. “We're pretty evenly matched.”
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“Chess?” gasped the other, a whole world of protest
in his tones.

“Chess,” repeated the Major.

It is hardly respectful,” demurred Halibut. “What
do you think the lady would do if she heard of it?”

“Laugh,” replied the Major, with conviction.

«] Dbelieve she would,” said the other, brightening.
“I believe she would.”

“You agree, then?”

“With conditions.”

“Conditions?” repeated the Major.

“One game,” said Halibut, speaking very slowly and
distinctly; “and if the winner is refused, the loser not
to propose until he gives him permission.”

“What the deuce for?” inquired the other, suspi-
ciously. :

“Suppose I win,” replied Halibut, with suspicious
glibness, “and was so upset that I had one of my bilious
attacks come on, where should I be? Why, I might
have to break off in the middle and go home. A fellow
can’t propose when everything in the room is going
round and round.”

“I don’t think you ought to contemplate marriage,
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Halibut,” remarked the Major, very seriously and

gently.
“Thanks,” said Halibut, dryly.

“Very well,” said the Major, “I agree to the condi-
tions. Better come to my place and we’ll decide it now.
If we look sharp, the winner may be able to know his
fate to-day, after all.”

Halibut assenting, they walked back together. The
feverish joy of the gambler showed in the Major's eye
as they drew their chairs up to the little antique chess-
table and began to place their pieces ready for the fray.
Then a thought struck him, and he crossed over to the
sideboard.

“If you're feeling a bit off colour, Halibut,” he said,
kindly, “you’d better have a little brandy to pull yourself
together. I don’t wish to take a mean advantage.”

“Youw're very good,” said the other, as he eyed the
noble measure of liquid poured out by his generous ad-
versary.

“And now to business,” said the Major, as he drew
himself a little soda from a siphon.

“Now to business,” repeated Halibut, rising and

placing his glass on the mantelpiece.
The Lady of the Barge, LS
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The Major struggled fiercely with his feelings, but,
despite himself, a guilty blush lent colour to the other’s
unfounded suspicions.

“Remember the conditions,” said Halibut, impres-
sively.

“Here’s my hand on it,” said the other, reaching
OVer.

Halibut took it, and, his thoughts being at the mo-
ment far away, gave it a tender, respectful squeeze. The
Major stared and coughed. It was suggestive of practice.

If the history of the duel is ever written, it will be
found not unworthy of being reckoned with the most
famous combats of ancient times. Piece after piece was
removed from the board, and the Major drank glass
after glass of soda to cool his heated brain. At the
second glass Halibut took an empty tumbler and helped
himself.”  Suddenly there was a singing in the Major’s
ears, and a voice, a hateful, triumphant voice, said,

“Checkmate|”

Then did his gaze wander from knight to bishop
and bishop to castle in a vain search for succour. There
Vs his king ‘defied by a bishop—a bishop which had
been hobnobbing with Pawns in one corner of the board,
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and which he could have sworn he had captured and
removed full twenty minutes before. He mentioned this

impression to Halibut.

“That was the other one,” said his foe. “I thought
you had forgotten this. I have been watching and hop-

ing so for the last half-hour.”

There was no disguising the coarse satisfaction of
the man. He had watched and hoped. Not beaten
him, so the Major told himself, in fair play, but by tak-
ing a mean and pitiful advantage of a pure oversight.
A sheer oversight. He admitted it.

Halibut rose with a sigh of relief, and the Major,
mechanically sweeping up the pieces, dropped them one
by one into the box.

“Plenty of time,” said the victor, glancing at the
clock. “I shall go now, but I should like a wash first.”

The Major rose, and in his capacity of host led the
way upstairs to his room, and poured fresh water for
his foe. Halibut washed himself delicately, carefully
trimming his hair and beard, and anxiously consulting
the Major as to the set of his coat in the back, after he
had donned it again.

14*
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His toilet completed, he gave a satisfied glance in
the glass, and then followed the man of war sedately
downstairs. At the hall he paused, and busied him-
self with the clothes-brush and hat-pad, modestly in-
forming his glaring friend that he could not afford to
throw any chances away, and then took his depar-
ture,

The Major sat up late that night waiting for news,
but none came, and by breakfast-time next morning his
thirst for information became almost uncontrollable. He
toyed with a chop and allowed his coffee to get cold.
Then he clapped on his hat and set off to Halibut’s to
know the worst.

“Well?” he inquired, as he followed the other into
his dining-room.

“I went,” said Halibut, waving him to a chair.

“Am I to congratulate you?”

“Well, T don’t know,” was the reply; “perhaps not
just yet.”

“What do you mean by that?” said the Major,
irascibly.

“Well, as a matter of fact,” said Halibut, “she re-
fused me, but so nicely and so gently that I scarcely
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minded it. In fact, at first I hardly realised that she
had refused me.”

The Major rose, and regarding his poor friend kindly,
shook and patted him lightly on the shoulder.

“She’s a splendid woman,” said Halibut.

“Ornament to her sex,” remarked the Major.

“So considerate,” murmured the bereaved one.

“Good women always are,” said the Major, deci-
sively. “I don’t think I'd better worry her to-day, Hali-
but, do you?”

“No, I don’t,” said Halibut, stiffly.

“Tll try my luck to-morrow,” said the Major.

“T beg your pardon,” said Halibut.

“Eh?” said the Major, trying to look puzzled.

“You are forgetting the conditions of the game,”
replied Halibut. “You have to obtain my permission
first.”

“Why, my dear fellow,” said the Major, with a
boisterous laugh. “I wouldn’t insult you by questioning
your generosity in such a case. No, no, Halibut, old
fellow, I know you too well.”

He spoke with feeling, but there was an anxious note
in his voice,
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«We must abide by the conditions,” said Halibut,
slowly; “and I must inform you, Brill, that I intend to
renew the attack myself.”

“Then, sir,” said the Major, fuming, “you compel me
to say—putting all modesty aside—that I believe the
reason Mrs. Riddel would have nothing to do with you
was because she thought somebody else might make a
similar offer.”

“That’s what I thought,” said Halibut, simply; “but
you see now that you have so unaccountably—so far as
Mrs. Riddel is concerned—dropped out of the running,
perhaps, if T am gently persistent, she’ll take me.”

The Major rose and glared at him.

“If you don’t take care, old chap,” said Halibut,
tenderly, “yow’ll burst something.”

“Gently persistent,” repeated the Major, staring at
him; “gently persistent.”

“Remember Bruce and his spider,” smiled the other.

“You are not going to propose to that poor woman
nine times?” roared his incensed friend.

“I hope that it will not be necessary,” was the
reply; “but if it is, I can assure you, my dear Brill, that
I'm not going to be outclassed by a mere spider.”
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«But think of her feelings!” gasped the Major.

“] have,” was the reply; “and I'm sure she’ll thank
me for it afterward. You see, Brill, you and I are the
only eligibles in the place, and now you are out of it,
she’s sure to take me sooner or later.”

“And pré.y how long am I to wait?” demanded the
Major, controlling himself with difficulty.

“I can’t say,” said Halibut; “but I don’t think it’s
any good your waiting at all, because if I see any signs
that Mrs. Riddel is waiting for you I may just give her
a hint of the hopelessness of it.”

“You’re a perfect Mephistopheles, sir!” bawled the
indignant Major.

Halibut bowed.

“Strategy, my dear Brill,” he said, smiling; “strategy.
Now why waste your time? Why not make some other
woman happy? Why not try her companion, Miss
Philpotts? I'm sure any little assistance——

The Major’s attitude was so alarming that the sen-
tence was never finished, and a second later the speaker
found himself alone, watching his irate friend hurrying
frantically down the path, knocking the blooms off the
geraniums with his cane as he went. He saw no more
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of him for several weeks, the Major preferring to cherish
his resentment in the privacy of his house. The Major
also refrained from seeing the widow, having a whole-
some dread as to what effect the contemplation of her
charms might have upon his plighted word.

He met her at last by chance. Mrs. Riddel bowed
coldly and would have passed on, but the Major had al-
ready stopped, and was making wild and unmerited
statements about the weather.

“It is seasonable,” she said, simply.

The Major agreed with her, and with a strong effort
regained his composure.

“I was just going to turn back,” he said, untruth-
fully; “may I walk with you?”

“I am not going far,” was the reply.

With soldierly courage the Major took this as per-
mission; with feminine precision Mrs. Riddel walked
about fifty yards and then stopped. “I told you I wasn't
going far,” she said sweetly, as she held out her hand.
“Good-bye.”

“I wanted to ask you something,” said the Major,
turning with her. “I can’t think what it was.”

They walked on very slowly, the Major's heart beat-
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ing rapidly as he told himself that the lady’s coldness
was due to his neglect of the past few weeks, and his
wrath against Halibut rose to still greater heights as he
saw the cruel position in which that schemer had placed
him. Then he made a sudden resolution. There was
no condition as to secrecy, and, first turning the conver-
sation on to indoor amusements, he told the astonished
Mrs. Riddel the full particulars of the fatal game. Mrs.
Riddel said that she would never forgive them; it was
the most preposterous thing she had ever heard of.
And she demanded hotly whether she was to spend the
rest of her life in refusing Mr. Halibut.

“Do you play high as a rule?” she inquired, scorn-
fully.

“Sixpence a game,” replied the Major, simply.

The corners of Mrs. Riddel’s mouth relaxed, and her
fine eyes began to water; then she turned her head away
and laughed. “It was very foolish of us, I admit,” said
the Major, ruefully, “and very wrong. I shouldn’t have
told you, only I couldn’t explain my apparent neglect
without.”

“Apparent neglect?” repeated the widow, somewhat
haughtily.
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“Well, put it down to a guilty conscience,” said the
Major; “it seems years to me since I have seen you.”

“Remember the conditions, Major Brill,” said Mrs.
Riddel, with severity.

“I shall not transgress them,” replied the Major,
seriously.

Mrs. Riddel gave her head a toss, and regarded him
from the corner of her eyes.

“I am very angry with you, indeed,” she said, severely.
The Major apologised again. “For losing,” added the
lady, looking straight before her.

Major Brill caught his breath and his knees trembled
beneath him. He made a half-hearted attempt to seize
her hand, and then remembering his position, sighed
deeply and looked straight before him, They walked on
in silence,

“I think,” said his companion at last, “that, if you
like, you can get back at cribbage what you lost at chess.

That is, of course, if you really want to.”

“He wouldn’t play,” said the Major, shaking his
head.

“No, but I will” said Mrs. Riddel, with a smile.
“I think I've got a plan.”
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She blushed charmingly, and then, in modest alarm
at her boldness, dropped her voice almost to a whisper.
The Major gazed at her in speechless admiration and
threw back his head in ecstasy. “Come round to-morrow
afternoon,” said Mrs. Riddel, pausing at the end of the
lane. “Mr. Halibut shall be there, too, and it shall be

done under his very eyes.”

Until that time came the Major sat at home carefully
rehearsing his part, and it was with an air of complacent
virtue that he met the somewhat astonished gaze of the
persistent Halibut next day. It was a bright afternoon,
but they sat indoors, and Mrs. Riddel, after an animated
description of a game atgribbage with Miss Philpotts the
night before, got the cards out and challenged Halibut
to a game.

They played two, both of which the diplomatic Halibut
lost; then Mrs. Riddel, dismissing him as incompetent,
sat drumming on the table with her fingers, and at length
challenged the Major. She lost the first game easily, and
began the second badly. Finally, after hastily glancing
at a new hand, she flung the cards petulantly on the
table, face downward. .
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“Would you like my hand, Major Brill?” she de-
manded, with a blush.

“Better thag anything in the world,” cried the Major,
cagerly.

Halibut started, and Miss Philpotts nearly had an
accident with her crochet hook. The only person who
kept cool was Mrs. Riddel, and it was quite clear to the
beholders that she had realised neither the ambiguity of
her question nor the meaning of her opponent’s reply.

“Well, you may have it,” she said, brightly.

Before Miss Philpotts could lay down her work, be-
fore Mr. Halibut could interpose, the Major took posses-
sion of Mrs. Riddel’s small white hand and raised it
gallantly to his lips. Mrs. Riddel, with a faint scream
which was a perfect revelation to the companion, snatched
her hand away. “I meant my hand of cards,” she said,
breathlessly.

“Really, Brill, really,” said Halibut, stepping forward
fussily.

“Oh!” said the Major, blankly; “cards!”

“That’s what I meant, of course,” said Mrs. Riddel,
recovering herself with a laugh. “I had no idea——
still—if you prefer——” The Major took her hand
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again, and Miss Philpotts set Mr. Halibut an example—
which he did not follow—by gazing meditatively out of
the window. Finally she gathered up her work and
quitted the room. Mrs. Riddel smiled over at Mr. Halibut
and nodded toward the Major.

“Don’t you think Major Brill is somewhat hasty in
his conclusions?” she inquired, softly.

“Tl tell Major Brill what I think of him when I get

him alone,” said the injured gentleman, sourly.
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AN ADULTERATION ACT.

Dr. Frank CarsoN had been dreaming tantalising
dreams of cooling, effervescent beverages. Over and over
again in his dreams he had risen from his bed, and :
tripping lightly down to the surgery in his pajamas, mixed
himself something long and cool and fizzy, without being
able to bring the dream to a satisfactory termination.

With a sudden start he awoke. The thirst was still
upon him; the materials for quenching it, just down one
flight of stairs. He would have smacked his lips at the
prospect if they had been moist enough to smack; as it
was, he pushed down the bedclothes, and throwing one
leg out of bed—became firmly convinced that he was
still dreaming,

For the atmosphere was stifling and odorous, and
the ceiling descended in an odd bulging curve to within
a couple of feet of his head. Still half asleep, he raised

The Lady of the Barge. 13
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his fist and prodded at it in astonishment—a feeling
which gave way to one of stupefaction as the ceiling took
another shape and swore distinctly.

“I must be dreaming,” mused the doctor; “even the
ceiling seems alive.”

He prodded it again—regarding it closely this time.
The ceiling at once rose to greater altitudes, and at the
same moment an old face with bushy whiskers crawled
under the edge of it, and asked him profanely what he
meant by it. It also asked him whether he wanted some-
thing for himself, because, if so, he was going the right
way to work.

“Where am I?” demanded the bewildered doctor.
“Mary! Mary!”

He started up in bed, and brought his head in
sudden violent contact with the ceiling. = Then, before
the indignant ceiling could carry out its threat of a mo-
ment before, he slipped out of bed and stood on a floor
which was in its place one moment and somewhere else
the next.

In the smell of bilge-water, tar, and the feetid at-
mosphere generally his clouded brain awoke to the fact
that he was on board ship, but resolutely declined to in-
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form him how he got there. He looked down in disgust
at the ragged clothes which he had on in lieu of the
usual pajamas; and then, as events slowly pieced them-
selves together in his mind, remembered, as the last
thing that he could remember, that he had warned his
friend Harry Thomson, solicitor, that if he had any more
to drink it would not be good for him.

He wondered dimly as he stood whether Thomson
was there too, and walking unsteadily round the fore-
castle, roused the sleepers, one by one, and asked them
whether they were Harry Thomson, all answering with
much fluency in the negative, until he came to one man
who for some time made no answer at all

The doctor shook him first and then punched him.
Then he shook him again and gave him little scientific
slaps, until at length Harry Thomson, in a far-away voice,
said that he was all right.

“Well, 'm glad I'm not alone,” said the doctor,
selfishly. << Harry! Harry! Wake up!”

«All ri’!” said the sleeper; “I'm all ri’l”

The doctor shook him again, and then rolled him
backward and forward in his bunk. Under this

gentle treatment the solicitor’s faculties were -somewhat
15"
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brightened, and, half opening his eyes, he punched
viciously at the disturber of his peace, until threatening
voices from the gloom promised to murder both of
them.

“Where are we?” demanded the doctor, of a deep
voice from the other side of the forecastle which had
been particularly threatening.

“Barque Stella, o’ course,” was the reply. “Where'd
you think you was?”

The doctor gripped the edge of his friend’s bunk
and tried to think; then, a feeling of nausea overcoming
all others, he c]ambered hurriedly up the forecastle
ladder and lurched to the side of the vessel.

He leaned there for some time without moving, a
light breeze cooling his fevered brow, and a small
schooner some little distance from them playing seesaw,
as he closed his eyes to the heaving blue sea. Land was
conspicuous by its absence, and with a groan he turned
and looked about him—at the white scrubbed deck,
the snowy canvas towering aloft on lazily creaking spars,
and the steersman leaning against the wheel regarding
the officer who stood near by.

Dr. Carson, feeling a little better, walked sternly aft,
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the officer turning round and glancing in surprise at his
rags as he approached.

“I beg your pardon,” began the doctor, in superior
tones,

“And what the devil do you want?” demanded the
second officer; “who told you to come along here?”

“I want to know what this means,” said the doctor,
fiercely. “How dare you kidnap us on your beastly
bilge-tank?”

“Man’s mad,” murmured the astonished second
officer.

“Insufferable outrage!” continued the doctor. “Take
us back to Melbourne at once.”

“You get for'ard,” said the other sharply; “get
for'ard, and don’t let me have any more of your lip.”

“I want to see the captain of this ship,” cried the
doctor; “go and fetch him at once.”

The second officer gazed at him, limp with astonish-
ment, and then turned to the steersman, as though un-
able to believe his ears. The steersman pointed in front
of him, and the other gave a cry of surprise and rage
as he saw another tatterdemalion coming with uncertain
steps toward him,
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“Carson,” said the new arrival, feebly; and coming
closer to his friend, clung to him miserably.

“Im just having it out with ’em, Thomson,” said the
doctor, energetically. “My friend here is a solicitor.
Tell him what ‘Il happen if they don’t take us back,
Harry.”

“You seem to be unaware, my good follow,” said
the solicitor, covering a large hole in the leg of his
trousers with his hand, “of the very dangerous situa-
tion in which you have placed yourselves. We have no
desire to be harsh with you——”

“Not at all,” acquiesced the doctor, nodding at the
second officer.

“At the same time,” continued Mr. Thomson—“at
the——"" He let go his friend’s arm and staggered
away; the doctor gazed after him sympathetically.

“His digestion is not all it should be” he said to
the second officer, confidentially.

“If you don’t get forard in two twos,” said that
gentleman, explosively, “I’ll knock your heads off.”

The doctor gazed at him in haughty disdain, and

taking the limp Thomson by the arm, led him slowly
away,




AN ADULTERATION ACT. 231

“How did we get here?” asked Mr. Harry Thomson,
feebly.

The doctor shook his head.

“How did we get these disgusting clothes on?” con-
tinued his friend.

The doctor shook his head again. “The last thing
I can remember, Harry,” he said, slowly, “was imploring
you not to drink any more.”

“] didn’t hear you,” said the solicitor, crustily; “your
speech was very indistinct last night.”

“Seemed so to you, I daresay,” said the other.

Mr. Thomson shook his arm off, and clinging to the
mainmast, leaned his cheek against it and closed his eyes.
He opened them again at the sound of voices, and drew
himself up as he saw the second officer coming along
with a stern-visaged man of about fifty.

“Are you the master of this vessel?” inquired the
doctor, stepping to his friend’s side.

“What the blazes has that got to do with you?*
demanded the skipper. “Look here, my lads; don't
you play any of your little games on me, because

they won’t do. Youre both of you as drunk as
owls.”
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“Defamation of character,” said the solicitor, feebly,
to his friend.

“Allow me,” said the doctor, with his best manner,
“to inquire what all this means. I am Dr. Frank
Carson, of Melbourne; this gentleman is my friend Mr.
Thomson, of the same place, solicitor.”

““What?” roared the skipper, the veins in his fore-
head standing out. “Doctor! Solicitor! Why, you
damned rascals, you shipped with me as cook and A. B.”

“There’s some mistake,” said the doctor. “I'm
afraid I shall have to ask you to take us back. I hope
you haven’t come far.”

“Take those scarecrows away,” cried the skipper,
hoarsely; “take them away before I do them a mischief.
Pll have the law of somebody for shipping two useless
lubbers as seamen. Look to me like pickpockets.”

“You shall answer for this,” said Carson, foaming;
“we’re professional men, and we're not going to be
abused by a bargee.”

“Let him talk,” said Mr. Thomson, hurriedly draw-
ing his friend away from the irate skipper. “Let him
talk.”

“Pll put you both in quod when we get to Hong-
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kong,” said the skipper. “Meantime, no work, no food;
d’ye hear? Start and cook the breakfast, Mr. Doctor;
and you, Mr. Lawyer, turn to and ask the boy to teach
you an A. B’s duties.”

He walked back to the cabin; and the new cook
was slowly pushed toward the galley by the second
officer, the new A. B, under the same gentle guidance,
being conducted back to the forecastle.

Fortunately for the new seamen the weather con-
tinued fine, but the heat of the galley was declared by
the new cook to be insupportable. From the other
hands they learned that they had been shipped with
several others by a resourceful boarding-house master,
The other hands, being men of plain speech, also said
that they were brought aboard in a state of beastly and
enviable intoxication, and chaffed crudely when the
doctor attributed their apparent state of intoxication to
drugs.

“You say you're a doctor?” said the oldest seaman.

“I am,” said Carson, fiercely.

“Wot sort of a doctor are you, if you don't know
when your licker’s been played with, then?” asked the
old man, as a grin passed slowly from mouth to mouth.
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“I suppose it is because I drink so seldom,” said the
doctor, loftily. “T hardly know the taste of liquor myself,
while as for my friend Mr. Thomson, you might almost
call him a teetotaler.”

“Next door to one,” said the solicitor, who was sew-
ing a patch on his trousers, as he looked up approv-
ingly.

“You might call 'im a sailor, if you liked,” said
another seaman, “but that wouldn’t make him one. All
I can say is I never ’ad enough time or money to get in
the state you was both in when you come aboard.”

If the forecastle was incredulous, the cabin was
worse. The officers at first took but little notice of
them, but feeling their torn and tattered appearance was
against them, they put on so many airs and graces to
counteract this that flesh and blood could not endure it
quietly. The cook would allude to his friend as Mr.
Thomson, while the A. B. would persist in referring,
with a most affected utterance, to Dr. Carson.

“Cook!” bawled the skipper one day when they were
about a week out.

Dr. Carson, who was peeling potatoes, stepped slowly
out of the galley and went toward him,
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«You say ‘Sir,} when you're spoken to,” said the
skipper, fiercely.

The doctor sneered.

«My—if you sneer at me, I'll knock your head off!”
said the other, with a wicked look.

“When you get back to Melbourne,” said the doctor,
quietly, “yow’ll hear more of this.”

“«Youre a couple of pickpockets aping the gentle--
man,” said the skipper, and he turned to the mate.
“«Mr, Mackenzie, what do these two ragamuffins look
like?”

“Pickpockets,” said the mate, dutifully.

“It’s a very handy thing,” said the old man, jeeringly,
“to have a doctor aboard. First time I've carried a
surgeon.”

Mr. Mackenzie guffawed loudly.

“And a solicitor,” said the skipper, gazing darkly at
the hapless Harry Thomson, who was cleaning brasswork.
“Handy in case of disputes. He’s a real sea lawyer.
Cook 1"

“Sir?” said the doctor, quietly,

“Go down and tidy my cabin, and see you do it well.”

The doctor went below without a word, and worked
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like a housemaid. When he came on deck again, his
face wore a smile almost of happiness, and his hand
caressed one trousers pocket as though it concealed a
hidden weapon.

For the following three or four days the two un-
fortunates were worked unceasingly. Mr. Thomson
complained bitterly, but the cook wore a sphinx-like
smile and tried to comfort him,

“It won’t be for long, Harry,” he said, consolingly,

The solicitor sniffed. “I could write tract after tract
on temperance,” he said, bitterly. “I wonder what our
poor wives are thinking? I expect they have put us
down as dead.”

“Crying their eyes out,” said the doctor, wistfully;
“but they'll dry them precious quick when we get back,
and ask all sorts of questions. What are you going to
say, Harry?”

“The truth,” said the solicitor, virtuously.

“So am I” said his friend; “but mind, we must
both tell the same tale, whatever it is. Halloa! what’s
the matter?”

“It's the skipper,” said the boy, who had just run
up; “he.wants to see you at once, He's dying.”



AN ADULTERATION ACT. 237

He caught hold of the doctor by the sleeve; but
Carson, in his most professional manner, declined to be
hurried. He went leisurely down the companion-ladder,
and met with a careless glance the concerned faces of
the mate and second officer.

«Come to the skipper at once,” said the mate.

«Does he want to see me?” said the doctor, languidly,
as he entered the cabin.

The skipper was lying doubled up in his bunk, his
face twisted with pain. “Doctor,” he panted, “give me
something quick. There’s the medicine-chest.”

“Do you want some food, sir?” inquired the other,
respectfully.

“Food be damned!” said the sufferer. “I want
physic. There’s the medicine-chest.”

The doctor took it up and held it out to him.

“I don’t want the lot,” moaned the skipper. Ag
want you to give me something for red-hot corkscrews
in the inside.”

“I beg your pardon,” said the doctor, humbly; “I'm
only the cook.”

“If you—don’t prescribe for me at once,” said the

skipper, “IIl put you in irons.”
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The doctor shook his head. I shipped as cook,”
he said, slowly.

“Give me something, for Heaven’s sake!” said the
skipper, humbly. “I'm dying.”

The doctor pondered.

“If you dinna treat him at once, Tll break your
skull,” said the mate, persuasively.

The doctor regarded him scornfully, and turned to
the writhing skipper.

“My fee is half a guinea a visit,” he said, softly;
“five shillings if you come to me.”

“Pll have half a guinea’s worth,” said the agonised
skipper.

The doctor took his wrist, and calmly drew the
second officer’s watch from its owner’s pocket. = Then
he inspected the sick man’s tongue, and shaking his
head, selected a powder from the chest.

“You mustn't mind its being nasty,” he said.
“Where’s a spoon?”

He looked round for one, but the skipper took the
powder from his hand, and licked it from the paper as
though it had been sherbet.

“For mercy’s sake don’t say it’s cholera,” he gasped.
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«] won't say anything,” said the doctor, “Where
did you say the money was?”

The skipper pointed to his trousers, and Mr.
Mackenzie, his national spirit rising in hot rage, took
out the agreed amount and handed it to the physician,

“Am I in danger?” said the skipper.

«There’s always danger,” said the doctor, in his
best bedside manner. “Have you made your will?”

The other, turning pale, shook his head,

“Perhaps youw’d like to see a solicitor?” said Carson,
in winning tones.

“I'm not bad enough for that” said the skipper,
stoutly.

“You must stay here and nurse the skipper, Mr
Mackenzie,” said Carson, turning to the mate; “and be
good enough not to make that snuffling noise; it's
worrying to an invalid.”

“Snuffling noise?” repeated the horror-struck mate.

“Yes; you've got an unpleasant habit of snuffling,”
said the doctor; “it worries me sometimes. I meant to
speak to you about it before. You mustn’t do it here.
If you want to snuffle, go and snuffle on deck.”

The frenzied outburst of the mate was interrupted
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by the skipper. “Don’t make that noise in my cabin,
Mr. Mackenzie,” he said, severely.

Both mates withdrew in dudgeon, and Carson, after
arranging the sufferer’s bedclothes, quitted the cabin
and sought his friend. Mr. Thomson was at first in-
credulous, but his eyes glistened brightly at the sight of
the half-sovereign.

“Better hide it,” he said, apprehensively; “the
skipper ’ll have it back when he gets well; it’s the
only coin we've got.”

“He won’t get well,” said Dr. Carson, easily; “not
till we get to Hong-kong, that is.”

“What's the matter with him?” whispered the
solicitor.

The doctor, evading his eye, pulled a long face and
shook his head. “It may be the cooking,” he said,
slowly. “I'm not a good cook, I admit. It might be
something got into the food from the medicine-chest. I
shouldn’t be at all surprised if the mates are taken bad
too.”

And indeed at that very moment the boy came
rushing to the galley again, bawling out that Mr.
Mackenzie was lying flat on his stomach in his bunk,
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punching the air with his fists and rending it with his
language. The second officer appeared on deck as he
finished his tale, and glancing forward, called out loudly
for the cook.

«You're wanted, Frank,” said the solicitor.

“When he calls me doctor, Tll go,” said the other,
tiffly.

«“Cook!” bawled the second officer. * Cook/
Cook 1”

He came running forward, his face red and angry,
and his fist doubled. “Didn’t you hear me calling
you?” he demanded, fiercely.

“I've been promoted,” said Carson, sweetly. “I'm
ship’s surgeon now.”

“Come down below at once, or Ill take you there
by the scruff of your neck,” vociferated the other.

“You're not big enough, little man,” said the doctor,
sll smiling, «Well, well, lead the way, and we’ll see
what we can do.”

He followed the speechless second officer below, and
found the boy’s description of the first officer’s state as

moonlight unto sunlight, as water unto wine. Even the
The Lady of the Barge. : 5
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second officer was appalled at the spectacle, and’ ven-
tured a protest.

“Gie me something at once,” yelled Mr. Mackenzie.

“Do you wish me to undertake your case?” inquired
the doctor, suavely.

Mr. Mackenzie said that he did, in seven long,
abusive, and wicked sentences.

“My fee is half a guinea” said the doctor, softly, .
“poor people who cannot afford more, mates and the
like, I sometimes treat for less.”

“Tll die first,” howled the mate; “you won’t get any
money out of me.” _
“Very good,” said the doctor, and rose to depart.

“Bring him back, Rogers,” yelled the mate; “don’t
let him go.”

But the second officer, with a strange awesome look
in his eyes, was leaning back in his seat, tightly grip-
ping the edge of the table in both hands.

“Come, come,” said the doctor, cheerily; “what’s
this?  You mustn’t be ill, Rogers. I want you to nurse
these other two.”

The other rose slowly to his feet and eyed him with
lack-lustre eyes. “Tell the third officer to take charge,”
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he said, slowly; “and if he's to be nurse as well, he’s
got his hands full.”

The docor sent the boy to apprise the third officer
of his responsibilities, and then stood watching the ex-
traordinary and snake-like convolutions of Mr. Mac-
kenzie. :

“How much—did—ye say?” hissed the latter.

“Poor people,” repeated the doctor, with relish, “five
shillings a visit; very poor people, half a crown.”

“T'll have half a crown’s worth,” moaned the miser-
able mate.

“Mr. Mackenzie,” said a faint voice from the skipper’s
cabin,

| “Sirp» yelled the mate, who was in torment.

“Don’t answer me like that, sir,” said the skipper,
sharply.  “Will you please to remember that I'm ill,
and can’t bear that horrible noise you're making?”

“I'm—ill—too,” gasped the mate.

“II?  Nonsense!” said the skipper, severely. “We
can’t both be ill. How about the ship?”

There was no reply, but from another cabin the
voice of Mr., Rogers was heard calling wildly for medical

aid, and offering impossible sums in exchange for it,
16*
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The doctor went from cabin to cabin, and, first collect-
ing his fees, administered sundry potions to the suf-
ferers; and then, in his capacity of cook, went forward
and made an unsavoury mess he called gruel, which he
insisted upon their eating.

Thanks to his skill, the invalids were freed from the
more violent of their pains, but this freedom was fol-
lowed by a weakness so alarming that they could hardly
raise their heads from their pillows—a state of things
which excited the intense envy of the third officer, who,
owing to his responsibilities, might just as well have
been without one.

In this state of weakness, and with the fear of im-
pending dissolution before his eyes, the skipper sent for
Mr. Harry Thomson, and after some comparisons be-
tween lawyers and sharks, in which stress was laid upon
certain redeeming features of the latter, paid a guinea
and made his will. His example, save in the amount
of the fee, was followed by the mate; but Mr. Rogers,
being approached tentatively by the doctor on his friend’s
behalf, shook his head and thanked his stars he had
nothing to leave. He had enjoyed his money, he said.

They mended slowly as they approached Hong-
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kong, though a fit of temper on Mr. Mackenzie’s part,
during which he threw out ominous hints about having
his money back, led to a regrettable relapse in his case.
He was still in bed when they came to anchor in the
harbour; but the skipper and his second officer were
able to go above and exchange congratulations from ad-
joining deck-chairs.

“You are sure it wasn’t cholera?” asked the har-
bour-master’s deputy, who had boarded them in his
launch, after he had heard the story.

“Positive,” said Carson.

“Very fortunate thing they had you on board,” said
the deputy—*very fortunate.”

The doctor bowed.

“Seems so odd, the three of them being down with
it,” said the other; “looks as though it's infectious,
doesn’t it?”

“I don’t think so,” said the doctor, accepting with
alacrity an offer to go ashore in the launch and change
into some decent clothes. “I think I know what it
was,”

The captain of the Ste//a pricked up his ears, and
the second officer leaned forward with parted lips.
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Carson, accompanied by the deputy and the solicitor,
walked toward the launch.

«What was it?” cried the skipper, anxiously.

«] think that you ate something that disagreed with
you,” replied the doctor, grinning meaningly. “Good-
bye, captain.”

The master of the Stella made no reply, but rising
feebly, tottered to the side, and shook his fist at the
launch as it headed for the shore. Doctor Carson,
who had had a pious upbringing, kissed his hand in

return.
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:d the carpenter,

A GOLDEN VENTURE, ‘“n2” de-
d

Tue elders of the Tidger family sat at breakfast—
Mrs. Tidger with knees wide apart and the youngest
Tidger nestling in the valley of print-dress which lay
between, and Mr. Tidger bearing on one moleskin knee
a small copy of himself in a red flannel frock and a
slipper. The larger Tidger children took the solids of
their breakfast up and down the stone-flagged court
outside, coming in occasionally to gulp draughts of very
weak tea from a gallipot or two which stood on the
table, and to wheedle Mr. Tidger out of any small
piece of bloater which he felt generous enough to be-
stow.

“Peg away, Ann,” said Mr. Tidger, heartily.

His wife’s elder sister shook her head, and passing
the remains of her slice to one of her small nephews,
leaned back in her chair. “No appetite, Tidger,” she
said, slowly.
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in for carpentering,” said Mr.

won of the huge crust he was cary-

Is with his pocket-knife. “Seems to

. enough sometimes. Hullo, who’s the

He took it from the postman, who stood at the
door amid a bevy of Tidgers who had followed him up
the court, and slowly read the address.

“‘Mrs. Ann Pullen,’ ” he said, handing it over to his
sister-in-law; “nice writing, t00.”

Mrs. Pullen broke the envelope, and after a some-
what lengthy search for her pocket, fumbled therein for
her spectacles. She then searched the mantelpiece, the
chest of drawers, and the dresser, and finally ran them
to earth on the copper.

She was not a good scholar, and it took her some
time to read the letter, a proceeding which she punc-
tuated with such “Ohs” and “Ahs” and gaspings and
“God bless my souls” as nearly drove the carpenter
and his wife, who were leaning forward impatiently, to
the verge of desperation,

“Who's it from?” asked Mr. Tidger for the third

time,
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«] don’t know,” said Mrs, Pullen. “Good gracious,
who ever would ha’ thought it!”

«Thought what, Ann?” demanded the carpenter,
feverishly.

“Why don’t people write their names plain?” de-
manded his sister-in-law, impatiently. “It’s got a printed
name up in the corner; perhaps that’s it. Well, I never
did—I don’t know whether I'm standing on my head
or my heels.”

“Youre sitting down, that’s what yoﬁ’re a-doing,”
said the carpenter, regarding her somewhat unfavourably.

“Perhaps it’s a take-in,” said Mirs. Pullen, her lips
trembling. “I've heard ¢’ such things. If it is, I shall
never get over it—never.”

“Get—over—what?” asked the carpenter.

“It don’t look like a take-in,” soliloquised Mrs. Pullen,
“and I shouldn’t think anybody’d go to all that trouble
and spend a penny to take in a poor thing like me.”

Mr. Tidger, throwing politeness to the winds, leaped
forward, and snatching the letter from her, read it with
feverish haste, tempered by a defective education.

“Is a take-in, Ann,” he said, his voice trembling;
“it must be.”
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“What is?” asked Mrs. Tidger, impatiently.

“Looks like it,” said Mrs. Pullen, feebly.

“What is it?” screamed Mrs. Tidger, wrought be-
yond all endurance,

Her husband turned and regarded her with much
severity, but Mrs. Tidger’s gaze was the stronger, and
after a vain attempt to meet it, he handed her the
letter.

Mrs. Tidger read it through hastily, and then snatch-
ing the baby from her lap, held it out with both arms
to her husband, and jumping up, kissed her sister
heartily, patting her on the back in her excitement until
she coughed with the pain of it.

“You don’t think it's a take-in, Polly?” she in-
quired.

“Take-in?” said her sister; “of course it ain’t.
Lawyers don’t play jokes; their time’s too valuable. No,
yowre an heiress all right, Ann, and I wish you joy. I
couldn’t be more pleased if it was myself.”

She kissed her again, and going to pat her back
once more, discovered that she had sunk down suf-
ficiently low in her chair to obtain the protection of its
back.
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«Two thousand pounds,” said Mrs. Pullen, in an
awestruck voice,

«Ten hundered pounds twice over,” said the car-
penter, mouthing it slowly; “twenty hundered pounds.”

He got up from the table, and instinctively realising
that he could not do full justice to his feelings with the
baby in his arms, laid it on the tea-tray in a puddle of
cold tea and stood looking hard at the heiress.

“I was housekeeper to her eleven years ago,” said
Mrs. Pullen. “I wonder what she left it to me for?”

“Didn’t know what to do with it, I should think,”
said the carpenter, still staring open-mouthed.

“Tidger, 'm ashamed of you,” said his wife, snatch-
ing her infant to her bosom. “I expect you was very
good to her, Ann.”

“I never ’ad no luck,” said the impenitent carpenter.
“Nobody ever left me no money. Nobody ever left me
so much as a fi-pun note.”

He stared round disdainfully at his poor belongings,
and drawing on his coat, took his bag from a corner,
and hoisting it on his shoulder, started to his work.
He scattered the news as he went, and it ran up and

down the little main street of Thatcham, and thence to
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the outlying lanes and cottages. Within a couple of
hours it was common property, and the fortunate legatee
was presented with a congratulatory address every time
she ventured near the door.

It is an old adage that money makes friends; the
carpenter was surprised to find that the mere fact of his
having a moneyed relation had the same effect, and
that men to whom he had hitherto shown a certain
amount of respect due to their position now sought his
company. They stood him beer at the “Bell,” and
walked by his side through the street. When they took
to dropping in of an evening to smoke a pipe the car-
penter was radiant with happiness.

“You don’t seem to see beyond the end of your
nose, Tidger,” said the wife of his bosom after they had
retired one evening.

“H’'m?” said the startled carpenter.

“What do you think old Miller, the dealer, comes
here for?” demanded his wife.

“Smoke his pipe,” replied her husband, confidently.

“And old Wiggett?” persisted Mrs. Tidger.

“Smoke /s pipe,” was the reply. “Why, what's the
matter, Polly?”
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Mrs, Tidger sniffed derisively. “You men are all
alike,” she snapped. “What do you think Ann wears
that pink bodice for?”

«I never noticed she ’ad a pink bodice, Polly,” said
the carpenter.

“No? That’s what I say. You men never notice
anything,” said his wife. “If you don’t send them two
old fools off, I will.”

“Don’t you like ’em to see Ann wearing pink?” in-
quired the mystified Tidger.

Mrs, Tidger bit her lip and shook her head at him
scornfully. “In plain English, Tidger, as plain as I can
speak it,” she said, severely, “they’re after Ann and ‘er
bit 0’ money.”

Mr. Tidger gazed at her open-mouthed, and taking
advantage of that fact, blew out the candle to hide his
discomposure. “What!” he said, blankly, “at ’er time
o' life?”

“Watch ’em to-morrer,” said his wife.

The carpenter acted upon his instructions, and his
ire rose as he noticed the assiduous attention paid by
his two friends to the frivolous Mrs. Pullen. Mr. Wig-
gett, a sharp-featured little man, was doing most of the
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talking, while his rival, a stout, clean-shaven man with
a slow, oxlike eye, looked on stolidly. Mr. Miller was
seldom in a hurry, and lost many a bargain through
his slowness—a fact which sometimes so painfully af-
fected the individual who had out-distanced him that
he would offer to let him have it at a still lower
figure.

“You get younger than ever, Mrs. Pullen,” said
Wiggett, the conversation having turned upon ages.

“Young ain’t the word for it,” said Miller, with a
praiseworthy determination not to be left behind.

“No; it’s age as you're thinking of, Mr. Wiggett,”
said the carpenter, slowly; “none of us gets younger, do
we, Ann?”

“Some of us keeps young in our ways,” said Mrs.
Pullen, somewhat shortly.

“How old should you say Ann is now?” persisted
the watchful Tidger.

Mr. Wiggett shook his head. “I should say she’s

about fifteen years younger nor me,” he said, slowly,
“and I'm as lively as a cricket.”

“She’s fifty-five,” said the carpenter.
“That makes you seventy, Wiggett,” said Mr. Miller,
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pointedly. “I thought you was more than that. You
look it.”

Mr. Wiggett coughed sourly. “I'm fifty-nine,” he
growled. “Nothing ’ll make me believe as Mrs. Pullen’s
fifty-five, nor anywhere near it.”

“Ho!” said the carpenter, on his mettle—“ho! Why,
my wife here was the sixth child, and she—— He
caught a gleam in the sixth child’s eye, and expressed
her age with a cough. The others waited politely until
he had finished, and Mr. Tidger, noticing this, coughed
again,

“And she——" prompted Mr. Miller, displaying a
polite interest.

“She ain’t so young as she was,” said the carpenter.

“Cares of a family,” said Mr. Wiggett, plumping
boldly. “I always thought Mrs. Pullen was younger
than her.”

“So did 1,” said Mr, Miller, “much younger.”

Mr. Wiggett eyed him sharply. It was rather hard
to have Miller hiding his lack of invention by parti-
cipating in his compliments and even improving upon
them. It was the way he dealt at market—Ilistening to

The Lady of the Barge. 17



258 THE LADY OF THE BARGE, EIC.

other dealers’ accounts of their wares, and adding to
them for his own.

“] was noticing you the other day, ma’am,” con-
tinued Mr, Wiggett. “I see you going up the road with
a step free and easy as a young girl’s.”

“She allus walks like that,” said Mr. Miller, in a
tone of surprised reproof.

“It’s in the family,” said the carpenter, who had
been uneasily watching his wife’s face.

“Both of you seem to notice a lot,” said Mrs. Tidger;
“much more than you used to.”

Mr. Tidger, who was of a nervous and sensitive
disposition, coughed again.

“You ought to take something for that cough,” said
Mr, Wiggett, considerately.

“Gin and beer,” said Mr. Miller, with the air of a
specialist.”

“Beds the best thing for it” said Murs. Tidger,
whose temper was beginning to show signs of getting
out of hand.

Mr, Tidger rose and looked awkwardly at his
visitors; Mr. Wiggett got up, and pretending to notice
the time, said he must be going, and looked at Mr,

[ —
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Miller. That gentleman, who was apparently deep in
some knotty problem, was gazing at the floor, and ob-
livious for the time to his surroundings.

“Come along,” said Wiggett, with feigned heartiness,
slapping him on the back.

Mr. Miller, looking for a moment as though he
would like to return the compliment, came back to every-
day life, and bidding the company good-night, stepped
to the door, accompanied by his rival. It was im-
mediately shut with some violence.

“They seem in a hurry,” said Wiggett. “I don’t
think I shall go there again.”

“I don’t think I shall,” said Mr. Miller.

After this neither of them was surprised to meet
there again the next night, and indeed for several
nights. The carpenter and his wife, who did not want
the money to go out of the family, and were also afraid
of offending Mrs. Pullen, were at their wits’ end what
to do. Ultimately it was resolved that Tidger, in as
delicate a manner as possible, was to hint to her that
they were after her money. He was so vague and so

delicate that Mrs. Pullen misunderstood him, and fancy-
I7*
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ing that he was trying to borrow half a crown, made
him a present of five shillings.

It was evident to the slower-going Mr. Miller that
his rival’s tongue was giving him an advantage which
only the ever-watchful presence of the carpenter and his
wife prevented him from pushing to the fullest ad-
vantage. In these circumstances he sat for two hours
after breakfast one morning in deep cogitation, and
after six pipes got up with a twinkle in his slow eyes
which his brother dealers had got to regard as a danger-
signal.

He had only the glimmering of an idea at first, but
after a couple of pints at the “Bell” everything took
shape, and he cast his eyes about for an assistant. They
fell upon a man named Smith, and the dealer, after
some thought, took up his glass and went over to
him,

“I want you to do something for me,” he remarked,
In a mysterious voice,

“Ab, I've been wanting to see you,” said Smith,
who was also a dealer in a small way. “One o’ them
hins I bought off you last week is dead.”

“I'll give you another for it,” said Miller.
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“And the others are so forgetful,” continued Mr.
Smith.

“Forgetful?” repeated the other.

“Forget to lay, like,” said Mr. Smith, musingly.

“Never mind about them,” said Mr. Miller, with
some animation. “I want you to do something for me.
If it comes off all right, ll give you a dozen hins and
a couple of decentish-sized pigs.”

Mr. Smith called a halt. “Decentish-sized” was
vague,

“Take your pick,” said Mr. Miller. “You know Mrs.
Pullen’s got two thousand pounds—"

“Wiggett’s going to have it,” said the other; “he as
good as told me so.”

“He’s after her money,” said the other, sadly. “Look
’ere, Smith, T want you to tell him she’s lost it all. Say
that Tidger told you, but you wasn't to tell anybody
else. Wiggett ’ll believe you.”

Mr. Smith turned upon him a face all wrinkles, lit
by one eye. “I want the hins and the pigs first,” he
said, firmly.

Mr. Miller, shocked at his grasping spirit, stared at
him mournfully,
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“And twenty pounds the day you marry Mrs. Pullen,”
continued Mr. Smith.

Mr. Miller, leading him up and down the sawdust
floor, besought him to listen to reason, and Mr. Smith
allowed the better feelings of our common human nature
to prevail to the extent of reducing his demands to half
a dozen fowls on account, and all the rest on the day
of the marriage. Then, with the delightful feeling that
he wouldn’t do any work for a week, he went out to
drop poison into the ears of Mr. Wiggett.

“Lost all her money!” said the startled Mr. Wiggett.
“How?”

“I don’t know how,” said his friend. “Tidger told
me, but made me promise not to tell a soul. But I
couldn’t help telling you, Wiggett, ’cause I know what
you're after.”

“Do me a favour,” said the little man.

“I will,” said the other.

“Keep it from Miller as long as possible. If you
hear anyone else talking of it, tell ’em to keep it from
him. If he marries her Ill give you a couple of
pints.”

Mr. Smith promised faithfully, and both the Tidgers
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and Mrs. Pullen were surprised to find that Mr. Miller
was the only visitor that evening. He spoke but little,
and that little in a slow, ponderous voice intended for
Mrs. Pullen’s ear alone. He spoke disparagingly of
money, and shook his head slowly at the temptations it
brought in its train. Give him a crust, he said, and
somebody to halve it with—a home-made crust baked
by a wife. It was a pretty picture, but somewhat
spoiled by Mrs. Tidger suggesting that, though he had
spoken of halving the crust, he had said nothing ‘about
the beer.

“Half of my beer wouldn’t be much,” said the
dealer, slowly.

“Not the half you would give your wife wouldn’t,”
retorted Mrs, Tidger.

The dealer sighed and looked mournfully at Mrs.
Pullen. The lady sighed in return, and finding that her
admirer’s stock of conversation seemed to be exhausted,
coyly suggested a game of draughts. The dealer as-
sented with eagerness, and declining the offer of a glass
of beer by explaining that he had had one the day be-
fore yesterday, sat down and lost seven games right off.
He gave up at the seventh game, and pushing back his
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chair, said that he thought Mrs. Pullen was the most
wonderful draught-player he had ever seen, and took
no notice when Mrs. Tidger in a dry voice charged
with subtle meaning, said that she thought he was.

“Draughts come natural to some people,” said Mrs.
Pullen, modestly. “It’s as easy as kissing your fingers.”

Mr, Miller looked doubtful; then he put his great
fingers to his lips by way of experiment, and let them
fall unmistakably in the widow’s direction. Mrs. Pullen
looked down and nearly blushed. The carpenter and
his wife eyed each other in indignant consternation.

“That’s easy enough,” said the dealer, and repeated
the offence.

Mrs. Pullen got up in some confusion, and began
to put the draught-board away. One of the pieces fell
on the floor, and as they both stooped to recover it
their heads bumped. It was nothing to the dealer’s,
but Mrs. Pullen rubbed hers and sat down with her
eyes watering. Mr. Miller took out his handkerchief,

and going to the scullery, dipped it into water and held
it to her head.

“Is it better?” he inquired.

“A little better,” said the victim, with a shiver.
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Mr. Miller, in his emotion, was squeezing the hand-
kerchief hard, and a cold stream was running down her
neck.

“Thank-you. It’s all right now.”

The dealer replaced the handkerchief, and sat for
some time regarding her earnestly. Then the carpenter
and his wife displaying manifest signs of impatience, he
took his departure, after first inviting himself for another
game of draughts the following night.

He walked home with the air of a conqueror, and
thought exultingly that the two thousand pounds were
his. It was a deal after his own heart, and not the
least satisfactory part about it was the way he had got
the better of Wiggett.

He completed his scheme the following day after a
short interview with the useful Smith. By the afternoon
Wigget found that his exclusive information was com-
mon property, and all Thatcham was marvelling at the
fortitude with which Mrs. Pullen was bearing the loss of
her fortune.

With a view of being out of the way when the denial
was published, Mr. Miller, after loudly expressing in
public his sympathy for Mrs. Pullen and his admiration
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of her qualities, drove over with some pigs to a neigh-
bouring village, returning to Thatcham in the early even-
ing. Then hurriedly putting his horse up he made his
way to the carpenter’s.

The Tidgers were at home when he entered, and
Mrs. Pullen flushed faintly as he shook hands.

“I was coming in before,” he said, impressively,
“after what I heard this afternoon, but I had to drive
over to Thorpe.”

“You ‘eard it?” inquired the carpenter, in an incre-
dulous voice.

“Certainly,” said the dealer, “and very sorry I was,

. Sorry for one thing, but glad for another.”

The carpenter opened his mouth and seemed about
to speak. Then he checked himself suddenly and gazed
with interest at the ingenuous dealer.

“I'm glad,” said Mr. Miller, slowly, as he nodded
at a friend of Mrs. Tidger’s who had just come in with
a long face, “because now that Mrs. Pullen is poor,
I can say to her what I couldn’t say while she was
rich.”

Again the astonished carpenter was about to speak,
but the dealer hastily checked him with his hand,
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«One at a time,” he said. “Mrs. Pullen, I was very
sorry to hear this afternoon, for your sake, that you had
lost all your money. What I wanted to say to you now,
now that you are poor, was to ask you to be Mrs. Miller.
What d’ye say?”

Mrs. Pullen, touched at so much goodness, wept
softly and said, “Yes.” The triumphant Miller took out
his handkerchief—the same that he had used the pre-
vious night, for he was not an extravagant man—and
tenderly wiped her eyes.

«Well, ’'m blowed!” said the staring carpenter.

“I've got a mice little ’ouse,” continued the wily Mr,
Miller. “It’s a poor place, but nice, and we'll play
draughts every evening. When shall it be?”

“When you like,” said Mrs. Pullen, in a faint voice.

“«Pll put the banns up to-morrow,” said the dealer.

Mrs. Tidger’s lady friend giggled at so much haste,
but Mrs. Tidger, who felt that she had misjudged him,
was touched.

“It does you credit, Mr. Miller,” she said, warmly.

“No, no,” said the dealer; and then Mr. Tidger got
up, and crossing the room, solemnly shook hands with
him,
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“Money or no money, she’ll make a good wife,” he
said.

“Im glad you're pleased,” said the dealer, wonder-
ing at this cordiality.

“I don’t deny I thought you was after her money,”
continued the carpenter, solemnly. “My missus thought
so, too.”

Mr. Miller shook his head, and said he thought they
would have known him better.

“Of course it is a great loss,” said the carpenter.
“Money is money.”

“That’s all it is, though,” said the slightly mystified
Mr. Miller.

“What I can’t understand is,” continued the car-
penter, “’ow the news got about. Why, the neighbours
knew of it a couple of hours before we did.”

The dealer hid a grin. Then he looked a bit be-
wildered again.

“I assure you,” said the carpenter, “it was known
mn the town at least a couple of hours before we got the
letter.”

Mr. Miller waited a minute to get perfect control
over his features. “Letter?” he repeated, faintly.
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«The letter from the lawyers,” said the carpenter.

Mr. Miller was silent again. His features were get-
ting tiresome. He eyed the door furtively.

«What—was—in—the letter?” he asked.

«Short and sweet,” said the carpenter, with bitter-
ness. “Said it was all a mistake, because they’d been
and found another will. People shouldn’t make such
mistakes.”

«Were all liable to make mistakes,” said Miller,
thinking he saw an opening.

“Yes, we made a mistake when we thought you was
after Ann’s money,” assented the carpenter. “I'm sure
I thought yow’d be the last man in the world to be
pleased to hear that she’d lost it. One thing is, you've
got enough for both.”

Mr. Miller made no reply, but in a dazed way strove
to realise the full measure of the misfortune which had
befallen him. The neighbour, with the anxiety of her
sex to be the first with a bit of news, had already taken
her departure. He thought of Wiggett walking the
earth a free man, and of Smith with a three-months’
bill for twenty pounds. His pride as a dealer was shat-
tered beyond repair, and emerging from a species of
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mist, he became conscious that the carpenter was ad-
dressing him.

“We'll leave you two young things alone for a bit,”
said Mr. Tidger, heartily. “We're going out. When
you're tired o’ courting you can play draughts, and Ann
will show you one or two of ’er moves. So long.”
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THREE AT TABLE.

TrE talk in the coffee-room had been of ghosts and
apparitions, and nearly everybody present had con-
tributed his mite to the stock of information upon a
hazy and somewhat threadbare subject. Opinions ranged
from rank incredulity to childlike faith, one believer
going so far as to denounce unbelief as impious, with a
reference to the Witch of Endor, which was somewhat
marred by being complicated in an inexplicable fashion
with the story of Jonah.

“Talking of Jonah,” he said solemnly, with a happy
disregard of the fact that he had declined to answer
several eager questions put to him on the subject, “look
at the strange tales sailors tell us.”

“I wouldn’t advise you to believe all those,” said a
bluff, clean-shaven man, who had been listening without

speaking much. “You see when a sailor gets ashore
The Lady of the Barge. 18
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he’s expected to have something to tell, and his friends
would be rather disappointed if he had not.”

«Tt’s a well-known fact,” interrupted the first speaker
firmly, “that sailors are very prone to see visions.”

«They are,” said the other dryly, “they generally
see them in pairs, and the shock to the nervous system
frequently causes headache next morning.”

«You never saw anything yourself?” suggested an
unbeliever.

«Man and boy,” said the other, “Fve been at sea
thirty years, and the only unpleasant incident of that
kind occurred in a quiet English countryside.”

“And that?” said another man.

] was a young man at the time,” said the narrator,
drawing at his pipe and glancing good-humouredly at
the company. “I had just come back from China, and
my own people being away I went down into the country
to invite myself to stay with an uncle. When I got down
to the place I found it closed and the family in the
South of France; but as they were due back in a couple
of days I decided to put up at the Royal George, a very
decent inn, and await their return.

“The first day I passed well enough; but in the
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evening the dulness of the rambling old place, in which
I was the only visitor, began to weigh upon my spirits,
and the next morning after a late breakfast I set out
with the intention of having a brisk day’s walk.

“I started off in excellent spirits, for the day was
bright and frosty, with a powdering of snow on the iron-
bound roads and nipped hedges, and- the country had
to me all the charm of novelty. It was certainly flat,
but there was plenty of timber, and the villages through
which I passed were old and picturesque.

“I lunched lixuriously on bread and cheese and
beer in the bar of a small inn, and resolved to go a little
further before turning back. When at length I found I
had gone far enough, I turned up a lane at right angles
to the road I was passing, and resolved to find my way
back by another route. It is a long lane that has no
turning, but this had several, each of which had turnings
of its own, which generally led, as I found by trying two
or three of them, into the open marshes, Then, tired
of lanes, I resolved to rely upon the small compass which
hung from my watch-chain and go across country

home.

“I had got well into the marshes when a white fog;
L
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which had been for some time hovering round the edge
of the ditches, began gradually to spread. There was
no escaping it, but by aid of my compass I was saved
from making a circular tour and fell instead into frozen
ditches or stumbled over roots in the grass. I kept my
course, however, until at four o’clock, when night was
coming rapidly up to lend a hand to the fog, I was fain
to confess myself lost.

“The compass was now no good to me, and I
wandered about miserably, occasionally giving a shout on
the chance of being heard by some passing shepherd or
farm-hand. At length by great good luck I found my
feet on a rough road driven through the marshes, and
by walking slowly and tapping with my stick managed
to keep to it. I had followed it for some distance when
I heard footsteps approaching me.

“We stopped as we met, and the new arrival, a
sturdy-locking countryman, hearing of my plight, walked
back with me for nearly a mile, and putting me onto a
road gave me minute instructions how to reach a village
some three miles distant.

“I was so tired that three miles sounded like ten,
and besides that, a little way off from the road I saw
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dimly a lighted window. I pointed it out, but my com-
panion shuddered and looked round him uneasily.

“¢You won’t get no good there,’ he said, hastily.

““Why not?’ I asked.

“<There’s a something there, sir, he replied, ‘what
*tis I dunno, but the little *un belonging to a gamekeeper
as used to live in these parts see it, and it was never
much good afterward. Some say as it’s a poor mad
thing, others says as it’s a kind of animal; but whatever
it is, it ain’t good to see.

“‘Well, I'll keep on, then,” I said. ¢Good-night.

“He went back whistling cheerily until his footsteps
died away in the distance, and I followed the road he
had indicated until it divided into three, any one of which
to a stranger might be said to lead straight on. I was
now cold and tired, and having half made up my mind
walked slowly back toward the house.

“At first all I could see of it was the little patch of
light at the window. I made for that until it disappeared
suddenly, and I found myself walking into a tall hedge.
I felt my way round this until I came to a small gate,
and opening it cautiously, walked, not without some little
nervousness, up a long path which led to the door
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There was no light and no sound from within. Half
repenting of my temerity I shortened my stick and
knocked lightly upon the door.

“I waited a couple of minutes and then knocked
again, and my stick was still beating the door when it
opened suddenly and a tall bony old woman, holding a
candle, confronted me.

“‘What do you want?’ she demanded gruffly.

“‘I've lost my way,” I said, civilly; ‘I want to get to
Ashville”

“‘Don’t know it said the old woman.

“She was about to close the door when a man
emerged from a room at the side of the hall and came
toward us. An old man of great height and breadth
of shoulder.

“‘Ashville is fifteen miles distant, he said slowly.

“*If you will direct me to the nearest village, I shall
be grateful,” I remarked.

“He made no reply, but exchanged a quick, furtive
glance with the woman. She made a gesture of dissent.

“‘The nearest place is three miles off, he said,
turning to me and apparently trying to soften a natur-
ally harsh voice; ‘if you will give me the pleasure of
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your company, I will make you as comfortable as I
can.’

“I hesitated. They were certainly a queer-looking
conple, and the gloomy hall with the shadows thrown
by the candle looked hardly more inviting than the
darkness outside.

“‘You are very kind, I murmured, irresolutely,
‘but——

“<Come in,” he said quickly; ‘shut the door, Anne.

“Almost before I knew it I was standing inside and
the old woman, muttering to herself, had closed the door
behind me. With a queer sensation of being trapped I
followed my host into the room, and taking the proffered
chair warmed my frozen fingers at the fire.

“‘Dinner will soon be ready,” said the old man, re-
garding me closely. ‘If you will excuse me——'

“I bowed and he left the room. A minute after-
ward I heard voices; his and the old woman’s, and, I
fancied, a third. Before I had finished my inspection
of the room he returned, and regarded me with the
same strange look I had noticed before.

“«There will be three of us at dinner,’ he said, at

length. ‘We two and my son.
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“I bowed again, and secretly hoped that that look
didn’t run in the family.

“I suppose you don’t mind dining in the dark, he
said, abruptly.

“‘Not at all, I replied, hiding my surprise as well
as I could, ‘but really I'm afraid I'm intruding. If
you'll allow me——’

“He waved his huge gaunt hands. ‘We're rot
going to lose you now we’'ve got you, he said, with a
dry laugh. ‘It's seldom we have company, and row
we've got you we'll keep you. My son’s eyes are bad,
and he can't stand the light. Ah, here is Anne.

“As he spoke the old woman entered, and, eyeing
me stealthily, began to lay the cloth, while my host,
taking a chair the other side of the hearth , sat looking
silently into the fire. The table set, the old woman
brought in a pair of fowls ready carved in a dish, and
placing three chairs, left the room. The old man hesi-
tated a moment, and then, rising from his chair, placed
a large screen in front of the fire and slowly ex-
tinguished the candles,

“‘Blind man’s holiday,” he said, with clumsy jocosity,
and groping his way to the door opened it. Somebody
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came back into the room with him, and in a slow, un-
certain fashion took a seat at the table, and the strangest
voice I have ever heard broke a silence which was fast
becoming oppressive.

“‘A cold night, it said slowly.

“I replied in the affirmative, and light or no light,
fell to with an appetite which had only been sharpened
by the snack in the middle of the day. It was some-
what difficult eating in the dark, and it was evident
from the behaviour of my invisible companions that they
were as unused to dining under such circumstances as
I was. We ate in silence until the old woman blundered
into the room with some sweets and put them with a
crash upon the table.

“‘Are you a stranger about here?’ inquired the
curious voice again.

“I replied in the affirmative, and murmured some-
thing about my luck in stumbling upon such a good
dinner.

“‘Stumbling is a very good word for it,’ said the
voice grimly. ‘You have forgotten the port, father.’

“‘So I have,’ said the old man, rising. ‘It’s a
bottle of the “Celebrated” to-day; I will get it myself
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«He felt his way to the door, and closing it behind
him, left me alone with my unseen neighbour. There
was something so strange about the whole business that
1 must confess to more than a slight feeling of uneasi-
ness.

«My host seemed to be absent a long time. Iheard
the man opposite lay down his fork and spoon, and half
fancied I could see a pair of wild eyes shining through
the gloom like a cat’s.

“With a growing sense of uneasiness I pushed my
chair back. It caught the hearth-rug, and in my efforts
to disentangle it the screen fell over with a crash and in
the flickering light of the fire I saw the face of the
creature opposite. With a sharp catch of my breath I
left my chair and stood with clenched fists beside it.
Man or beast, which was it? The flame leaped up and
then went out, and in the mere red glow of the fire it
looked more devilish than before.

“For a few moments we regarded each other in
silence; then the door opened and the old man returned.
He stood aghast as he saw the warm firelight, and then
approaching the table mechanically put down a couple
of bottles.
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“‘I beg your pardon,’ said I, reassured by his pre-
sence, ‘but I have accidentally overturned the screen.
Allow me to replace it.

“‘No, said the old man, gently, ‘let it be. We
have had enough of the dark. TIl give you a light.

“He struck a match and slowly lit the candles. Then
I saw that the man opposite had but the remnant of a
face, a gaunt wolfish face in which one unquenched
eye, the sole remaining feature, still glittered. I was
greatly moved, some suspicion of the truth occurring
to me.

“‘My son was injured some years ago in a burning
house,” said the old man. ‘Since then we have lived
a very retired life. When you came to the door we——'
his voice trembled, ‘that is—my son——'

“¢I thought,” said the son simply, ‘that it would
be better for me not to come to the dinner-table. But
it happens to be my birthday, and my father would not
hear of my dining alone, so we hit upon this foolish
plan of dining in the dark. I'm sorry I startled you.

“<I am sorry,’ said 1, as I reached across the table
and gripped his hand, ‘that I am such a fool; but it
was only in the dark that you startled me.
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“From a faint tinge in the old man’s cheek and a
certain pleasant softening of the poor solitary eye in
front of me I secretly congratulated myself upon this
last remark.

“‘We never see a friend,’ said the old man, apolo-
getically, ‘and the temptation to have company was too
much for us. Besides, I don’t know what else you could
have done.’

“‘Nothing else half so good, I'm sure,” said I.

“‘Come,’” said my host, with almost a sprightly air,
‘Now we know each other, draw your chairs to the fire
and let’s keep this birthday in a proper fashion.’

“He drew a small table to the fire for the glasses
and produced a box of cigars, and placing a chair for
the old servant, sternly bade her to sit down and drink.
If the talk was not sparkling, it did not lack for vivacity,
and we were soon as merry a party as I have ever seen.
The night wore on so rapidly that we could hardly be-
lieve our ears when in a lull in the conversation a clock
in the hall struck twelve,

“‘A last toast before we retire; said my host, pitch-
ing the end of his cigar into the fire and turning to the
small table,
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Potsherds 1v.

Bisland, E.: 2. Rhoda Brough-
ton.

Bismarck, Prince: v:de Butler.
Vide also Wilhelm Gérlach
(Collection of German Authors,
p- 29), and Whitman.

Black, William, { 1898.
A Daughter of Heth 2 v. — In Silk At-
tire 2 v. — The Strange Adventures of a
Phaeton 2 v. — A Princess of Thule 2 v, —
Kilmeny 1 v, — The Maid of Killeena, and
uther Stories 1 v. — Three Feathers 2 v, —
Lady Silverdale’s Sweetheart, and other
Storieg 1 v, — Madcap Violet 2 v. —
Green Pastures and Piccadilly 2 v. —
Macleod of Dare 2 v.— White Wings

| 2v.— Sunrise 2 v. — The Beauti ful Wretch

1 v.— Mr. Pisistratus Brown, M.P,, in
the Highlands ; The Four Macnicols ; The
Pupil of Aurelius 1 v.—Shandon Bells
(with Portrait) 2 v. — Judith Shakespears
2 v.— The Wise Women of Inverness,
etc. 1 v.—White Heather 2 v. — Sabina
Zembra 2 v. — The Strange Adventures
of a House-Boat 2v. —In Far Lochaber
2 v. — The New Prince Fortunatus 2 v, —
Stand Fast, Craig-Royston! 2 v. — Daonald
Ross of Heimra 2 v. — The Magic Ink,
and other Tales 1 v. —Wollenberg 2 v. —
The Handsome Humes 2 v. — Highland
Cousins 2 v.— Briseis 2 v.— Wild Eelin zv.

“Black- Box Murder, the,”

Author of.
The Black-Box Murder 1 v.

Blackmore, Richard Doddridge,

1 1900.
Alice Lorraine 2 v, — Mary Anerley 3v.

| — Christowell 2 v. — Tommy, Upniore
R Perlycross 2 v,

|

|

“Blackwood.”
| Tales from *“Blackwood " (Frrst Series)

| 1v.—Tales from ** Blackwood ' (Second
| Series) 1v.

| Blagden, Isa, § 1873.
iThe Woman I loved, and the Woman
who loved me; A Tuscan Wedding 1 v.

| Blessington, Countess of (Mar-
| guerite Gardiner), T 1849.

| Meredith 1 v. — Strathern 2 v. — Me-
moirs of a Femme de Chambre 1 v.—
Marmaduke Herbert 2 v. — Country
Quarters (with Portrait) 2 v.

Bloomfield, Baroness.

| Reminiscences of Court and Diplomatic
Life (with the Portrait of Her Majesty
| the Queen) 2 v.

Boldrewood, Rolf.

Robbery under Arms 2 v, — Nevermore
2v.

Braddon, Miss (Mrs. Maxwell).
Lady Audley’s Secret 2 v. — Aurora
Floyd 2 v, — Eleanor’s Victory 2 v. — John
Marchmont’s Legacy 2 v. — Henry Dun-
| }6"] 2 vé—— The Doctor's Wife 'srf-—;
| Unly a Clod 2 v, — Sir Jasper’s Tenan
| 2v.—The Lady's Mile 2v. — RupertGod-
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win 2 v, — Dead-Sea Fruit 2 v. — Run to
Earth z v. — Fenton's Quest 2 v, — The
Lovels of Arden 2 v. — Strangers and
Pilgrims 2 v. — Lucius Davoren 3 v. —
Taken at the Flood 3 v. — Lost for Love
2 v, — AStrange World 2 v. — Hostages
to Fortune 2 v.— Dead Men's Shoes
2 v.— Joshua Haggard's Daughter 2v. —
Weaversand Weft 1 v.— In GreatWaters,
and other Tales 1 v.— An Open Verdict
3v.— Vizen 3 v.— The Cloven Foot 3 v.
— The Story of Barbara 2 v. — Just as I
am 2 v.— Asphodel ; v. — Mount Royal
2w, — The Golden Calf 2v. — Flower and
Weed 1 v.— Phantom Fortune 3 v. —
Under the Red Flag 1 v. — Ishmael 3 v.
— Wyllard’s Weird 3 v. — One Thing
Neediul 2 v. — Cut by the County 1 v. —
Like and Unlike 2 v. — The Fatal Three

2 v. — The Day will come 2 v. — One |
Life, One Love 2 v. — Gerard 2 v. — |

The Venetians 2 v. — All along the River
2 v.— Thou art the Man 2 v, — The Christ-
mas Hirelings, ete. 1 v. — Sons of Fire
2v.—London Pride 2 v. — Rough Justice
2v.— In High Places 2 v. — His Darling
Sin 1 v. — The Infidel 2 v. — The Conflict
2 v,— The Rose of Life 2 v. — Dead Love
has Chains 1 v. — During Her Majesty’s
Pleasure 1 v.

Brassey, Lady, § 1887.
A Voyage in the *Sunbeam™ 2 v.
Sunshine and Storm in the East 2 v.—In
the Trades, the Tropics and the Roaring
Forties 2 v.

# Bread -Winners, the,” Author

of (Am.).

The Bread -Winners 1 v. }

Bret Harte: zide Harte.

Brock, Rev. William, § 1875.
Sir Henry Havelock, K. C. B. 1 v.
Bronté, Charlotte: zvde Currer
Bell.

Bronté, Emily & Anne: wide
Ellis & Acton Bell.

Brooks, Shirley, 1 1874.
The Silver Cord 3 v. — Sooner or Later
IV,

Broome, Lady (Lady Barker).
Station Life in New Zealand 1 v. —

Station Amusements in New Zealand
1v. — A Year's Housekeeping in South

Africa 1 v, — Letters to Guy, and A Dis-
tant Shore—Rodrigues 1 v. — Colonial
Memories 1 v.

Broughton, Rhoda.
Cometh up as a Flower 1 v. — Not
wisely, but too well 2 v.— Red as a Rose
is She 2 v. — Tales for Christmas Eve
1 v. — Nancy 2z v. — Joan 2 v. — Second
Thoughts 2 v. — Belinda 2 v. — Doctor
Cupid 2 v. — Alas! z v.— Mrs. Bligh
1 v. — A Beginner 1 v.— Scylla or
Charybdis? 1 v. — Dear Faustina 1 v.—
The Game and the Candle 1 v. — Foes in
Law 1 v. — Lavinia 1 v.

Broughton, Rhoda, & Elizabeth

Bisland.

A Widower Indeed 1 v.

Brown, John, § 1882.

Rab and his Friends, and other Papers 1 v.
Browning, Elizabeth Barrett,

T 1861.

A Selection from her Poetry (with Por-

trait) 1 v. — Aurora Leigh 1v.
Browning, Robert, { 1889,

Paoetical Works (with Portrait) 4 v.
Bullen, Frank T.

The Cruise of the ** Cachalot’ 2 v.

Bulwer, Edward, Lord Lytton,

¥ 1873,
Pelham (with Portrait) = v. — Eugene
Aram 1 v.— Paul Clifford 1 v. — Zanoni
1v.—The Last Days of Pompeii 1v.—
The Disowned 1 v. — Ernest Maltravers

| 1v.— Alice 1 v.— Eva, and The Pilgrims
| of the Rhine 1 v. — Devereux 1 v. —
| Godolphin and Falkland 1 v.— Rienzi

1v, — Nightand Morning 1 v. — The Last
of the Barons 2 v.— Athens 2 v.—The
Poems and Ballads of Schiller 1 v. —
Lucretia 2 v.— Harold 2 v.— King Arthur
2y, —The New Timon, and St. Stephen’s
1v,—The Caxtons 2 v, — My Noyel 4 v. —
What will he do with it? 4 v. — Dramatic
Works 2 v. — A Strange Story 2 v. —
Caxtoniana 2 v. — The Lost Tales of Mile-
tus1v. — Miscellaneous Prose Works yv.—
Odes and Epodes of Horace 2 v. — Kenelm
Chillingly 4 v.— The Coming Race 1 v.—

The Parisians ¢ v. — Pausanias, the Spar-

tan 1 v.
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Bulwer, Henry Lytton (Lord
Dalling), T 1872. :
Historical Characters 2 v. — The Life of

Viscount Palmerston 3 v.
Bunyan, John, § 1688,
The Pilgrim's Progress 1 v.
“Buried Alone,”
(Charles Wood).
Buried Alone rv.

Burnett, Mrs. Frances Hodg-

Author of

son (Am.).
Through one Administration 2 v.— Little
Lord Fauntleroy 1 v. — Sara Crewe,

and Editha's Burglar 1 v. — The Pretty

Sister of José 1 v. — A Lady of Quality |

2 v. — His Grace of Osmonde 2 v. — The
Shuttle 2 v.
Burney, Miss (Madame D’Ar-
blay), T 1840.
Evelina 1 v.
Burns, Robert, § 1796.
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 1 v.

Burton, Richard F., { 1890.
*A Pilgrimage to Mecca and Medina 3 v.

Bury, Baroness de: zide “All
for Greed.”

Butler, A. J.
Bismarck. His Reflections and Re-
miniscences. Translated from the great
German edition, under the supervision of
A. J. Butler. With two Portraits. 3 v.

Buxton, Mrs. B. H,, T 1881.
Jennie of ““The Prince's,"” 2 v, — Won
2 v, — Great Grenfell Gardens 2 v, —
Nell—on and off the Stage 2 v. — From
the Wings 2 v.

Byron, Lord, { 1824.
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 5 v,
Caffyn, Mrs.Mannington (Iota).
A Yellow Aster 1 v. — Children of Cir-
cumstance 2 v. — Anne Mauleverer o v,
Caine, Hall.
The Bondman 2 v. — The Manxman
2 v. — The Christian 2 v. — The Eternal
City 3 v. — The Prodigal Son z v,
Cameron, Verney Lovett.
Across Africaz v,

e ——
Campbell Praed, Mrs.: wii
Praed. ,
Carey, Rosa Nouchette.
Not Like other Girls 2 v. — “But Mep
must Work™ 1 v. — Sir Godfrey’s Grand.
daughters 2 v. — The Old, Old Story 2 v,
— Herb of Grace 2z v. — The Highway of
Fate 2 v. — A Passage Perilous 2 v, — At
the Moorings 2 v,
Carlyle, Thomas, { 1881,
The French Revolution 3 v. — Fre.
derick the Great 13 v. — Oliver Crom-
well's Letters and Speeches 5 v. — The
| Life of Schiller 1 v.
Carnegie, Andrew (Am.).
Problems of To-Day 1 v.
Carr, Alaric.
Treherne's Temptation 2 v.
Castle, Agnes & Egerton.
The Star Dreamer 2 v. — Incomparable
Bellairs 1 v. — Rose of the World 1 v. —
French Nan 1 v. — “ If Youth butknew!"
1 v, — My Merry Rockhurst r v. — Flower
o' the Orange 1 v.
Castle, Egerton.
Consequences 2 v, — “La Bella,"” and
| Others 1 v.
Charles, Mrs. Elizabeth Rundle,
T 1896: wide Author of “Chro-
nicles of the Schénberg-Cotta
Family.”
Charlesworth, Maria Louisa,
1 1880.
Oliver of the Mill 1 v.
Chesterton, G. K.
The Man who was Thursday 1 v.
Cholmondeley, Mary.
Diana Tempest 2 v. — Red Pottage 2 v.
— Moth and Rust 1 v, — Prisoners 2 v.—
The Lowest Rung 1 v.
Christian, Princess: vsde Alice,
Grand Duchess of Hesse.

“Chronicles of the Schénberg-
Cotta Family,” Author of (Mrs.

E. Rundle Charles), 7 1896.
Chronicles of the Schinberg-Cotta Fa-
mily 2 v. — The Draytons and the
| Davenants 2 v, — On Both Sides of
| the Sea 2 v, — Winifred Bertram 1v.—
| Diary of Mrs. Kitty Trevylyan 1 ¥ —

P
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The Victory of the Vanquished 1 v. —
The Cottage by the Cathedral and other
Parables 1 v. — Against the Stream z v.
— The Bertram Family 2 v. — Conguer-
ing and to Conquer 1 v. — Lapsed, but not
Lost 1 v.
Churchill, Winston (Am.).

Mr. Crewe's Career 2 v.

Clark, Alfred.

The Finding of Lot's Wife 1v.
Clemens, Samuel L.: . Twain.
Clifford, Mrs. W. K.

Love-Letters of a Worldly Woman 1 v.
—Aunt Anne 2v.—The Last Touches, and

other Stories 1 v. — Mrs. Keith's Crime |

1 v.— A Wild Proxy 1v.— A Flash of
Summer 1 v. — A Woman Alone 1 v. —
Woodside Farm 1 v. — The Modern Way
1 v. — The Getting Well of Dorothy 1 v.
Clive, Mrs. Caroline, 1 1873:
zide Author of * Paul Ferroll.”

Cobbe, Frances Power, § 1904.
Re-Echoes 1 v,

Coleridge, C. R.

An English Squire 2 v.

Coleridge, M. E.

The King with two Faces 2 v.

Coleridge, Samuel

T 1834.
Poems 1 v.

Collins, Charles Allston, | 1873.
A Cruise upon Wheels 2 v.

Collins, Mortimer, 7 1876.
Sweet and Twenty 2z v. — A Fight with
Fortune 2 v.

Collins, Wilkie, 1 18809.

After Dark 1 v. — Hide and Seek 2 v. —

A Pilot in Private Life, etc. 1 v. — The
Woman in White 2 v. — Basil 1 v. — No

Taylor,

Name 3v. — The Dead Secret, and other |

Tales 2 v. — Antonina 2 v. — Armadale
3 V. — The Moonstone 2 v. — Man and
Wife 3 v. — Poor Miss Finch 2 v. — Miss
or Mrs.? 1 v. — The New Magdalen 2v, —
The Frozen Deep 1 v. — The Law and the
Lady 2 v. — The Two Destinies 1v. — My
Lady’s Money, and Percy and the Prophet
1 v. — The Haunted Hotel 1 v. — The
Fallen Leaves 2 v. — Jezebel's Daughter
2 v. — The Black Robe 2 v. — Heart and
Science 2v. — **I say No," 2v. — The Evil
Genius 2 v. — The Guilty River, and The

Ghost's Touch 1 v. — The Legacy of Cain
2 v.—Blind Love 2 v.

“Cometh up as a Flower,” Au-
thor of: zide Rhoda Brough-
ton.

| Conrad, Joseph.
| An Outcast of the Islands z v. — Tales
of Unrest 1 v. — The Secret Agent 1 v. —
A Setof Six1 v,
Conway, Hugh (F. J. Fargus),
T 1885,
Called Back 1 v. — Bound Together
| 2 v.— Dark Days 1 v. — A Family Affair
2 v. — Living or Dead 2 v.
Cooper, James Fenimore (Am.),
T 1851,
The Spy (with Portrait) 1 v. — The Two
Admirals 1 v. — The Jack O'Lantern 1 v.

Cooper, Mrs.: wide Katharine
Saunders.

Corelli, Marie.
Vendetta! z v. — Thelma 2 v. — A
Romance of Two Worlds 2 v, —*“Ardath "
3 v. — Wormwood. A Drama of Paris
2v. —The Hired Baby, with other Stories
and Social Sketches 1 v. — Barabbas; A
Dream of the World's Tragedy 2 v. —
The Sorrows of Satan 2 v. — The Mighty
Atom 1 v. — The Murder of Delicia 1 v. —
Ziska 1 v. — Boy. A Sketch. 2 v. —The
Master-Christian 2v.—*Temporal Power™
2 v. — God’s Good Man 2 v. — Free
Opinions 1 v. — Treasure of Heaven (with
Portrait) 2 v. — Holy Orders 2 v.
Cotes, Mrs. Everard.
Those Delightful Americans 1 v. — Set in
Authority 1 v. — Cousin Cinderella 1 v.
“County, the,” Author of.
The County 1 v.
| Craik, George Lillie, | 1866,
| A Manual of English Literature and of
| the History of the English Language 2 v.

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Dinah M.

Mulock), T 1887.
{?hu Halifax, Gentleman 2 v. — The
ead of the Family 2 v. — A Life for a

Life 2 v. — A Woman’s Thoughts about
Women 1 v. — Agatha’s Husband 1 v. —
Romantic Tales 1 v. — Domestic Stories
1 v. — Mistress and Maid © v. — The
Ogilvies 1 v. — Lord Erlistoun x v. —
Christian’s Mistake 1 v. — Bread upon
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the Waters 1 v. — A Noble Life 1 v. —
Olive 2v. — Two Marriages 1v. — Studies
from Life 1 v. — Poems 1 v. — The
Woman’s Kingdom 2 v. — The Unkind
Word, and other Stories 2 v.— A Brave
Lady 2v. — Hannah 2 v. — Fair France
1 v. — My Mother and I 1v.—The Little
Lame Prince 1 v. — Sermons out of Church
1v.—The Laurel-Bush; Twolittle Tinkers
1v. —A Legacy2v.— Young Mrs, Jardine
2v. — His Little Mother, and other Tales
and Sketches 1 v, — Plain Speaking 1 v. —
Miss Tommy 1 v. — King Arthur 1 v.

Craik, Georgiana M. (Mrs. May).
Lost and Won 1 v. — Faith Unwin's
Ordeal 1 v. — Leslie Tyrrell 1 v. —Wini-
fred’s Wooing, etc. 1 v. — Mildred 1v. —
Esther Hill's Secret 2 v. — Hero Tre-
velyan 1 v.— Without Kith or Kin 2v. —
Only a Butterfly 1 v. — Sylvia’s Choice;
Theresa 2 v. — Anne Warwick 1 v. —
Dorcas 2 v. — Two Women 2 v.

Craik, Georgiana M., & M. C.

Stirling.

Two Tales of Married Life (Hard to
Bear, by Miss Craik ; A True Man, by M.
C. Stirling) 2 v.

Craven, Mrs. Augustus: wvide

Lady Fullerton.

Crawford, F. Marion (Am.).
Mr. Isaacs 1 v. — Doctor Claudius 1v, —
To Leeward 1 v. — A Roman Singer
1 v. — An American Politician 1 v. —
Zoroaster 1 v. —A Tale of a Lonely Parish
2 v.— Saracinesca 2 v. — Marzio’s Crucifix
1 v.—Paul Patoff 2 v.— With thelmmortals
1 v. — Greifenstein 2 v. — Sant' Tlario
2 v. — A Cigarette- Maker's Romance
1v. — Khaled 1v. —The Witch of Prague
2v, — The Three Fates 2 v. — Don Orsino
2 v. — The Children of the King1v, —
Pietro Ghisleri 2 v.— Marion Darche 1 v.
— Katharine Lauderdale 2 v. — The Ral-
stons 2 v, — Casa Braccio 2v. — Adam
Johnstone's Son 1 v. — Taquisara z v, —
A Rose of Vesterday 1 v. — Corleone
2 v, — Via Crucis 2 v. — In the Palace of
the King 2 v. — Marietta, a Maid of
Venice 2 v. — Cecilia 2 v. — The Heart
of Rome 2 v.— Whosoever Shall Offend...
2v. — Soprano zv. — A Lady of Rome z v.
— Arethusa 2 v. — The Primadonna 2 v.
— The Diva's Ruby 2 v.

Crockett, S. R.

The Raiders 2 v. — Cleg Kelly 2 v. —
The Grey Man 2 v. — Love Idylls r v, —
The Dark o' the Moon 2 v,

Croker, B. M.
Peggy of the Bartons 2 v, — The Ha
Valley 1 v. — The Old Cantonment,
Other Stories of India and Elsewhere 1 v,
— A Nine Days’ Wonder 1 v. — The
Youngest Miss Mowbray 1 v. — The Con-
pany’s Servant 2 v. — The Cat's-Paw 1 v,

Cross, J. W.: wide George

Eliot's Life.

Cudlip, Mrs. Pender: zide A
Thomas.
| Cummins, Miss (Am.), ¥ 1866,
| The Lamplighter 1 v. — Mabel Vaughan
| 1v.—El Fureidis rv.—Haunted Hearts v,
I Cushing, Paul.
The Blacksmith of Voe 2 v.
‘ “Daily News.”
War Correspondence, 1877, by Archi-
| bald Forbes and others 3 v.
Danby, Frank.
The Heart of a Child z v.

“Dark,” Author of.
Dark 1 v.

Davis, Richard Harding (Am.).
| Gallegher, etc. 1 v. — Van Bibber and
| Others 1 v. — Ranson’s Folly 1 v.

De Foe, Daniel, § 17315
Robinson Crusoe 1 v.

Deland, Margaret (Am.).

John Ward, Preacher 1 v.
De la Pasture, Mrs. Henry, zide
Pasture.

“Democracy,” Author of (Am.).
Democracy 1 v.
“Demos,” Author of : vide George
Gissing.
“Diary and Notes,” Author
of : wide Author of *Horace
Templeton.”

Dickens, Charles, ; 1870.
The Pickwick Club (with Portrait) 2v. —
American Notes 1 v, — Oliver Twist1v.—
Nicholas Nickleby 2 v. — Sketches 1 v.—
Martin Chuzzlewit 2 v. — A ristmas
Carol; The Climes; The Cricket on the
Hearth 1 v, — Master Humphrey's

P—
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(O1d Curiosity Shop; Barnaby Rudge, etc.)
3 v.— Pictures from Italy 1 v. — Dombey
and Son 3 v.— David Copperfield 3v. —
Bleak House 4 v. — A Child"s History of
England (2 v. 89M. 2,70.) — Hard Times
1v. — Little Dorrit (with Illustrations) 4 v.
— The Battle of Life; The Haunted Man
1v. — A Tale of two Cities 2 v. — Hunted
Down; The Uncommercial Traveller 1 v.
— Great Expectations z v. — Christmas
Stories, etc. 1 v. — Our Mutual Friend
(with Illustrations) 4 v. — Somebody's
Tuggage; Mrs. Lirriper’s Lodgings; Mrs.
Lirriper’s Legacy 1 v. — Doctor Mari-
gold's Prescriptions; Mugby Junction 1v.
—_ The Mystery of Edwin Drood (with
Tllustrations) 2 v. — The Mudfog Papers,
1v. — The Letters of Charles Dickens, ed.
by his Sister-in-law and his eldest Daughter
4v. — Vide also Household Words, Novels
and Tales, and John Forster.

Dickens, Charles, & Wilkie
Collins.
No Thoroughfare; The Late Miss Hol-
lingford 1 v.
Disraeli, Benjamin, Lord Bea-
consfield, | 1881.
Coningsby 1 v. — Sybil 1 v. — Contarini
Fleming (with Portrait) 1 v. — Alroy 1v. —
Tancred 2 v. — Venetia 2 v. — Vivian |
Grey 2 v. — Henrietta Temple 1 v. —
Lothair 2 v. — Endymion 2 v,

Dixon, Ella Hepworth.
‘The Story of a Modern Woman 1 v. — One
Doubtful Hour 1 v.

Dixon, W. Hepworth, § 1879.
Personal History of Lord Bacon 1v. —
The Holy Land 2v. — New Americaz v.—
Spiritual Wives 2 v. — Her Majesty's
Tower 4 v.— Free Russia 2 v.— History
of two Queens 6 v. — White Congquest
2 v. — Diana, Lady Lyle 2 v.

Dixon, Jr.,, Thomas, (Am.).

The Leopard’s Spots 2 v.

Dougall, L. (Am.).
Beggars All 2 v.

Dowie, Ménie Muriel.
A Girl in the Karpathians 1 v.

Doyle, Sir A. Conan.

The Sign of Four 1 v. — Micah Clarke
2 v.— The Captain of the Pole-Star, and

other Tales 1 v. — The White Company
2 v. — A Study in Scarlet 1 v, — The |

Great Shadow, and Beyond the City 1 v. —
The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes 2 v,
— The Refugees 2 v. — The Firm of
Girdlestone z v. — The Memoirs of Sher-
lock Holmes 2 v. — Round the Red Lamp
1 v. — The Stark Munro Letters 1 v. —
The Exploits of Brigadier Gerard 1 v. —
Rodney Stone 2 v. — Uncle Bernac 1v. —
The Tragedy of the Korosko 1 v. — A
Duet 1 v. — The Green 1 v. — The
Great Boer War 2 v. — The War in South
Africa 1 v. — The Hound of the Basker-
villes 1 v. — Adventures of Gerard 1 v, —
The Return of Sherlock Holmes 2 v. — Sir
Nigel 2 v. — Through the Magic Door 1 v.
— Round the Fire Stories 1 v.

Drummond, Professor Henry,
T 1897.
The Greatest Thing in the World; Pax
Vohiscum ; The Changed Life 1 v.

Dufferin, the Earl of.
Letters from High Latitudes 1 v.

Duncan, Sara Jeannette: vide
Mrs. Cotes.

Dunton: wvide Th. Watts-Dun-
ton.

Earl, the, and the Doctor.
South Sea Bubbles £ v.

Eastwick, Edward B., 7 1883.
Autobiography of Lutfullah 1 v.

Edgeworth, Maria, zide Series
for the Young, p. 29.
Edwardes, Mrs. Annie.

Archie Lovell 2 v. — Steven Lawrence,
Yeoman 2 v.— Qught we to visit her? 2 v,
— A Vagabond Heroine 1 v.—Leah: A
Woman of Fashion 2 v. — A Blue-Stock-
ing 1v. — Jet: Her Face or Her Fortune?
1 v. — Vivian the Beauty 1 v. — A Ball.
room Repentance 2 v. — A Girton Girl
2 V. Playwright's Daughter, and
Bertie Griffiths 1 v. — Pearl-Powder 1 v.
The Adventuress 1 v. .

Edwards, Amelia B, T 1892.
PBarbara's History 2 v. — Miss Carew
2v. — Hand and Glove 1 v. — Half a Mil-
lion of Money 2 v. — Debenham’s Vow
2 w. — In the Days of my Youth 2 v, —
Untrodden Peaks and Un;zeqmnted Val-
leys 1 v. — Monsieur Maurice 1 v. — A
Night on the Borders of the Black Forest
1 v. — A Poetry-Book of Elder Poets



10 Tauchnits Edition. Complete List.

1v. — A Thousand Miles up the Nile 2 v.
— A Poetry-Book of Modern Poets 1v. —
Lord Brackenbury 2 v.

Edwards, M. Betham-:
Betham.
Edward, Eggleston (Am.).
The Faith Doctor 2 v.
Elbon, Barbara (Am.).
Bethesda 2 v.
Eliot, George (Miss Evans—
Mis. Cross), T 1880.
Scenes of Clerical Life 2 v. — Adam

Bede 2 v. — The Mill on the Floss 2 v, —
Silas Marner 1 v. — Romola 2 v, — Felix

vide

Holt 2 v. — Daniel Deronda 4 v. — The |
Lifted Veil, and Brother Jacob 1 v.— |

Impressions of Theophrastus Such 1 v.—
Essays and Leaves from a Note-Book
1 v. — George Eliot’s Life, edited by her
l-lusbnnd._].g\’u'. Cross 4 v.

“Elizabeth and her German

Garden,” Author of.
Elizabeth and her German Garden 1 v. —
The Solitary Summer 1 v. — The Bene-
factress 2 v. — Princess Priscilla’s Fort-
night 1 v. — The Adventures of Elizabeth
in Riigen 1 v. — Friiulein Schmidtand Mr.
Anstruther 1 v,

Elliot, Mrs. Frances, + 1898,
Diary of an Idle Woman in Italy 2 v, —
Old Court Life in France 2z v. — The
Italians 2 v. — The Diary of an Idle
Woman in Sicily 1 v. — Pictures of Old
Rome 1v.—The Diaryof an Idle Woman in
Spain 2z v. — The Red Cardinal 1 v, —
The Story of Sophia 1 v, — Diary of an
Idle Woman in Constantinople 1 v, —
Old Court Life in Spain 2z v. — Roman
Gossip 1 v. 7

Emerson, Ralph Waldo, 11882,
Representative Men 1 v,

“Englishwoman’s Love-Let-

ters, an,” Author of,
An Englishwoman's Love-Letters 1 v,

Erroll, Henry.

An Ugly Duckling 1 v.

Esler, E. Rentoul.

The Way they loved at Grimpat 1 v,

“Essays and Reviews,” the

Authors of,

Essays and Reviews. By various Authors
{

“Estelle Russell,” Author of,
Estelle Russell 2 v.

Esterre - Keeling, Elsa D",
| Three Sisters 1v.— A Laughing Philo.
sopher 1v.— The Professor's Waoing 1.,
— In Thoughtland and in Dreamland
1 v. — Orchardscroft 1v. — Appassionata
1 v, — Old Maids and Young 2 v. — The
Queen’s Serf 1 v,

“ Euthanasia,” Author of,
Euthanasia 1 v.

Ewing, Juliana Horatia, 11885,
Jackanapes; The Story of a Short Life;
| Daddy Darwin's Dovecot 1 v. — A Flat
Iron for a Farthing 1 v. — The Brownies,
and other Tales 1 v.

“ Expiated,” Author of.
| Expiated 2z v,

Fargus, F. J.: vide Hugh Con-
way.
Farrar, F. W. (Dean), 1 1903.
Darkness and Dawn 3 v.
“Fate of Fenella, the,” Authors
of.
The Fate of Fenella, by 24 Authors xv.
Felkin, Alfred Laurence: wide
E. T. Fowler.

Felkin, Mrs.: w/de E. T. Fowler.

Fendall, F. C
Philips.
Fenn, George Manville.
The Parson o' Dumford 2 v. —
Clerk of Portwick 2 v.
Fielding, Henry, | 1754.
Tom Jones 2 v,
Findlater, Mary and Jane: 2ide
Kate Douglas Wiggin.
Five Centuries :
of the English Language and Literature:

John Wycliffe. — Geoffrey Chaucer. —
Stephen Hawes. — Sir Thomas More. —
Edmund Spenser. — Ben Jonson. — John
Locke,—Thomas Gray (vol. 500, published
1860) 1 v,

Fleming, George (Am.).
| Kismet 1 v. — Andromeda 2 v.

Percy: wide
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Forbes, Archibald, ¥ 1900.

My Experiences of the War hetween
France and Germany 2z v. — Soldiering
and Scribbling 1 v. — Memories and
Studies of War and Peace 2 v, — Vide also
“ Daily News,” War Correspondence.

Forrest, R. E.
Eight Days 2 v.

Forrester, Mrs.
Viva 2 v. — Rhona 2 v. — Roy and Viola
2 v.— My Lord and My Lady 2v. —1I
have Lived andLoved 2 v. — June 2v. —
Omnia Vanitas 1 v. — Although he was a
Lord, and other Tales 1 v. — Corisande,
and other Tales 1v.— Once Again 2v. —
Of the World, Worldly 1 v. — Dearest
2 v. — The Light of other Days 1 v. —
Too Late Repented 1 v.

Forster, John, 7 1876,
The Life of Charles Dickens (with Illus-
trations and Portraits) 6 v. — Life and
Times of Oliver Goldsmith 2 v.

Fothergill, Jessie.
The First Violin 2 v. — Probation 2 v. —
Made or Marred, and * One of Three"’
1 v.— Kith and Kin 2 v. —Peril 2 v.—
Borderland 2 v.

“Found Dead,” Author of: wide |

James Payn.

Fowler, Ellen Thorneycroft
(Mrs. Alfred Laurence Felkin).
A Double Thread 2 v. — The Farring-
dons 2 v. — Fuel of Fire 1 v. — Place and
Power 2 v. — In Subjection 2 v.
Fowler, Ellen Thorneycroft
(Mrs. A. L. Felkin) & Alfred
Laurence Felkin.
Kate of Kate Hall 2z v.

Fox, Caroline, | 1871.
Memories of Old Friends from her Jour-
nals and Letters, edited by Horace N.
Pym 2 v.

“Frank Fairlegh,” Author of

(F. E. Smedley), T 1864.
Frank Fairlegh =2 v.
Francis, M. E.
The Duenna of a Genius 1 v.

Frederic, Harold (Am.), § 1898.

Tlumination 2 v, — March Hares 1 v.

Freeman, Edward A., T 1892,
The Growth of the English Constitution
1 v. — Select Historical Essays 1 v.—
Sketches from French Travel ¢ v.

Froude, JamesAnthony, 7 1894.
Oceanat v. — The Spanish Story of the
Armada, and other Essays 1 v.

Fullerton, Lady Georgiana,

+ 1885.

Ellen Middleton 1 v. — Grantley Manor
2 v. — Lady Bird 2 v. — Too Strange not
to be True 2 v. — Constance Sherwood
2v.— A Stormy Life 2 v.— Mrs. Geralds
Niece 2z v. — The Notary's Davghter zv.—
The Lilies of the Valley, and The House of
Penarvan 1 v. — TheCountess de Bonneval
1 v. — Rose Leblanc 1 v.— Seven Stories
1 v.— The Life of Luisa de Carvajal 1 v.
— A Will and a Way, and The Hand-
kerchief at the Window 2 v. — Eliane
2 v, (by Mrs. Augustus Craven, translated
by Lady Fullerton). — Laurentia 1 v.

Galsworthy, John.
The Man of Property 2 v.
Gardiner, Marguerite:
Lady Blessington.

Gaskell, Mrs., T 1865.
Mary Barton 1 v. — Ruth 2 v, — North
and South © v. — Lizzie Leigh, and other
Tales 1 v.— The Life of Charlotte Bronté
2 v.— Lois the Witch, etc. 1 v. — Sylvia’s
Lovers 2 v. — A Dark Night's Work
1 v. — Wives and Daughters 3 v.— Cran-
ford 1 v. — Cousin Phillis, and other Tales
1v

vide

«Geraldine Hawthorne,” Author
of: wide Author of “Miss
Molly.”

Gerard, Dorothea (Madame Lon-
gard de Longgarde).

Lady Baby 2 v. — Recha 1 v. — Ortho-

dox 1 v. — TheWrong Man 1 v. — A Spot-

less Reputation 1 v.— A Forgotten Sin 1 v,

— One Year 1 v.— The Supreme Crime 1v.

— The Blood-Tax 1 v. — Holy Matrimony

1 v. — The Eternal Woman 1 v.— Made

of Money 1 v, — The Bridge of Life 1 v.

— The 'I'Iﬁeu Essem}ahls (::v. — The Im-

probable Idyl 1 v. — The omlgamise:_ Vo

— Itinerant Daughters 1 v. — k 3

1 v, ;

Gerard, E. (Emily def.aszowska).
A Secret Mission 1 v, — A Foreigner 2 v.
— The Extermination of Love 2 v.
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Giberne, Agnes.

The Curate's Home 1v.

Gissing, George, | 1903.

Demos. A Story of English Socialism 2 v. |

— New Grub Street 2 v.

Gladstone, Rt. Hon. W. E,,
T 1898.
Rome and the Newest Fashions in Re-
ligion ‘1 v. — Bulgarian Hormrs,‘ and
Russia in Turkistan, with other Tracts
1 v.— The Hellenic Factor in the Eastern
Problem, with other Tracts 1 v.
Glyn, Elinor.
The Visits of Elizabeth 1 v. — The Re-
flections of Ambrosine 1 v.— The Vicissi-
tudes of Evangeline 1 v. — Beyond the
Rocks 1 v, — Three Weeks 1 v.
Godfrey, Hal: wide Charlotte
O'Conor Eccles.

Goldsmith, Oliver, | 1774.
Select Works (with Portrait) 1 v.

Goodman, Edward J.

Too Curious 1 v.

Gordon, Julien (Am.),
A Diplomat's Diary 1 v.

Gordon, Major-Gen.

T 1885,

His Journals at Kartoum. Introduction
and Notes by A. E, Hake (with eighteen
Illustrations) 2 v.

Gore, Mrs., | 1861.
Castles in the Air 1 v. — The Dean’s
Daughter 2 v. — Progress and Prejudice
2 v. — Mammon 2 v. — A Life's Lessons

2v. —The Two Aristocracies2 v. — Heck-
ington 2 v.

Grand, Sarah.

C G,

Our Manifold Nature 1 v. — Babs the :

Impossible 2 v. — Emotional Moments 1 v,
Grant, Miss.

Victor Lescar 2 v. — The Sun-Maid =z v,
— My Heart’s in the Highlands 2 v, —
Artiste 2 v. — Prince Hugo 2v. — Cara
Roma z v,

Gray, Maxwell.

The Silence of Dean Maitland z v, — The
Reproach of Annesley 2 v,

Grenville: Murray, E.C.(Trois-
Etoiles), { 1881.

The Member for Paris 2 v, — Young
| Brown 2 v. — The Boudoir Cabal 3 v. —
French Pictures in English Chalk yFs¢
Series) 2 v. — The Russians of To-da
1 v. — French Pictures in English C’hal{
(Second Series) 2 v. — Strange Tales
1 v. — That Artful Vicar 2v. — Six Months
in the Ranks 1 v. — People I have met 1 v.

Grimwood, Ethel St. Clair.
My Three Years in Manipur (with Por-
trait) 1 v.

Grohman, W. A. Baillie.
Tyrol and the Tyrolese 1 v,

Gunter, Archibald Clavering

(Am.), 1 1907.
Mr. Barnes of New York 1 v.

Guthrie, F. Anstey : vide Anstey.

“Guy Livingstone,” Author of
(George Alfred  Laurence),
T 1876.
Guy Livingstone 1 v. — Sword and
Gown 1 v. — Barren Honour 1 v. —
| Border and Bastiller v. — Maurice Dering
| # v. — Sans Merci 2 v. — Breaking a
Butterfly 2 v. — Anteros 2 v. — Ha-
garene 2 v,

Habberton, John (Am.).

| Helen's Babies & Other Peaple's Chil-
dren 1 v. — The Bowsham Puzsle 1 v. —
One Tramp; Mrs. Mayburn’s Thwins 1 v.

Haggard, H. Rider.

King Solomon’s Mines 1v. — She av.—
Jess 2 v. — Allan Quatermain 2v. — The
‘Witch’s Head 2 v. — Maiwa’s Revenge
1v. — Mr, Meeson's Will 1 v, — Colonel
Quaritch, V. C. 2 v. — Cleopatra 2 v. —
Allan’s Wife 1 v. -- Beatrice 2 v.— Dawn
2 v. — Montezuma’s Daughter 2 v, — The
Peopleof the Mist 2 v, — Joan Haste 2 v.—
Heart of the World 2 v. — The Wizard
1 v. — Doctor Therne 1 v. — Swallow
2 v. — Black Heart and White Heart,
and Elissa 1 v. — Lysbeth 2 v. — A Winter
Pilgrimage 2 v. — Pearl-Maiden z v. —
Stella Fregelius 2 v. — The Brethren 2 v.
— Ayesha. The Return of ‘She’ 2 v. —
The Way of the Spirit 2 v. — Benita 1 v.
— Fair Margaret 2 v,

Haggard, H. Rider, & Andrew

{ Lang.
| The World’s Desire 2 v.




TWT W e e Ta——

Tauchnits Edition. Complete List. 13

Hake, A. E.: vide Gen. Gordon.

Hall, Mrs. S. C, | 1881,
Can Wrong be Right? 1 v.— Marian 2 v.

Hamerton, Philip Gilbert,
+1804.

Marmorne 1 v. — French and English 2 v.
Hardy, Miss Iza: vide Author of
“Not Easily Jealous.”

Hardy, Thomas.

The Hand of Ethelberta 2 v, — Far
from the Madding Crowd 2 v. — The Re-
turn of the Native 2 v. — The Trumpet-
Major 2 v. — A Laodicean 2 v. — Two on
a Tower 2 v, — A Pair of Blue Eyes 2 v.
— A Group of Noble Dames 1 v. — Tess
of the D' Urbervilles 2v. — Life’s Little
Ironies 1 v. — Jude the Obscure 2 v.

Harland, Henry, { 1905.
The Cardinal's Snuff-Box 1 v. — The
Lady Paramount 1 v.—My Friend Prospero
1V,

Harraden, Beatrice.
Ships that pass in the Night 1v. —In
Varying Moods 1 v. — Hilda Strafford,
and The Remittance Man 1 v. — The
Fowler 2z v. — Katharine Frensham 2 v.
— The Scholar’s Daughter 1 v. — Inter-
play z v.

Harrison, Agnes.
Martin's Vineyard 1 v.

Harrison, Mrs. Mary St. Leger:
wvide Lucas Malet.

Harte, Bret (Am.), T 1902.
Prose and Poetry (Tales of the Argo-
nauts: — The Luck of Roaring Camp;
The Outcasts of Poker Flat, etc. —
Spapnish and American Legends; Con-
densed Novels; Civic and Character
Sketches; Poems) 2z v, — Idyls of the
Foothills 1 v. — Gabriel Conroy 2 v. —
Two Men of Sandy Bar 1v. — Thankful
Plossom, and other Tales 1 v. — The
Story of a Mine 1 v. — Drift from Two
Shores 1 v. — An Heiress of Red Dog,
and other Sketches 1 v. — The Twins ot
Table Mountain, and other Tales 1 v. —
Jeff Briggs's Love Story, and other Tales
1 v, — Flip, and other Stories r v. — On
tke Frontier 1 v. — By Shore and Sedge
1 v. — Maruja 1 v. — Snow-bound _at
Fagle's, and Devil's Ford 1 v. — The
Crusade of the *Excelsior” 1 v. — A

Millionaire of Rough -and- Ready, and
other Tales 1 v. — Captain Jim's Friend,
and the Argonauts of North Liberty 1 v.
— Cressy 1 v. — The Heritage of Dedlow
Marsh, and other Tales 1 v. — A Wail of
the Plains 1 v. — A Ward of the Golden
Gate 1 v. — A Sappho of Green Springs,

| and other Tales 1 v. — A First Family of

Tasajara 1 v.—Colonel Starbottle’s Client,
and some other People 1 v. — Susy 1 v. —
Sally Dows, etc, 1v.— A Proéée of
Jack Hamlin’s, etc. 1 v. — The Bell-
Ringer of Angel's, etc. 1 v. — Clarence
1v.—In a Hollow of the Hills, and The
Devotion of Enriguez 1v. — The A ncestors
of Peter Atherly, etc. 1v.— Three Partners
1 v. — Tales of Trail and Town 1 v. —
Stories in Light and Shadow 1 v. — Mr.
JackHamlin’sMediation,and otherStories
1 v. — From Sand-Hill to Pine 1 v. —
Under the Redwoods 1 v. — On the Old
Trail 1 v. — Trent's Trust 1 v.
Havelock, Sir Henry: zide Rev.
W. Brock.
Hawthorne, Nathaniel (Am.),
T 1864.
The Scarlet Letter 1 v. — Transforma-
tion (The Marble Faun) 2 v. — Passages
from the English Note-Books of Nathaniel
Hawthorne 2 v.
Hearn, Lafcadio, T 1906.
Kokoro 1 v. — Kwaidan 1 v. — Glimp
of Unfamiliar Japan 1 v.
Hector, Mrs.: wide Mrs. Alex-
ander.
« Heir of Redclyffe, the,” Author
of: wide Charlotte M. Yonge.

Helps, Sir Arthur, 7 1875.
Friends in Council 2 v. — lvan de Biron
awv.

Hemans, Mrs. Felicia, 7 1835.
Select Poetical Works 1 v.

Hewlett, Maurice.

The Forest Lovers 1 v. — Little Novels
of Ttaly 1 v. — The Life and Death of
Richard Yea-and-Nay 2 v. — New Can-
terbury Tales 1 v. — The Queen's Quair;
or, The Six Years’ Tragedy 2 v. — Fond
Adventures 1 v. — The Fool Errant 2 v.
— The Stooping Lady 1 v. — The Spanish
Jade 1 v.
Hichens, Robert.

Flames 2v. — The Slave 2v. — Felixav.
— The Woman with the Fan 2 v. — The
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(-'.hrden of Allah 2 v. — The Black Spaniel,
and Other Stories 1 v. — The Call of the
Blood 2 v. — A Spirit in Prison 2 v.

Hobart Pasha, Admiral, | 1886,
Sketches from my Life 1 v.
Hobbes, John Oliver (Mrs.
Craigie), { 1906.
The Godsg,l Some Mortals and Lord
Wickenbam 1 v. — The Serious Wooing
1 v. — The Dream and the Business 2 v,

Hoey, Mrs. Cashel.
A Golden Sorrow 2 v. — Out of Court
V.

Holdsworth, Annie E.
The Years that thesLocust hath Eaten
1v. — The Gods Arrive 1 v. — The Val-
ley of the Great Shadow 1 v. — Great Low-
lands 1 v. — A Garden of Spinsters 1 v,
Holme Lee: vide Harriet Parr.
Holmes, Oliver Wendell (Am.),
1 1894,
The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table |
1 v. — The Professor at the Breakfast-
Table 1 v. — The Poet at the Breakfast-
Table 1 v. — Over the Teacups 1 v.

Hope, Anthony (Hawkins),
Mr. Witt's Widow 1 v, — A Change
of Air 1v, — Half a Hero 1v. — The In-
discretion of the Duchess 1 v, —The God
in the Car 1 v. — The Chronicles of Count
Antonio 1 v. — Comedies of Courtship
1 vi — The Heartof Princess Osra 1 v, —
Phroso 2 v. — Simon Dale 2 v, — Rupert
of Hentzau 1 v, — The King’s Mirror
2 v.— Quisanté 1 v. — Tristram of Blent 2 v,
— The Intrusions of Peggy 2 v.— Double
Harness 2 v. — A Servant of the Public 2 Y.
— Sophy of Kravonia 2 v. — Tales of Two |
People 2 v.— The Great Miss Driver 2v.

Hopkins, Tighe.
An Idler in Old France 1 v, — The Man
m the Iron Mask 1 v. — The Dungeons

of Old Paris 1 v, — The Silent Gate 1 v,

“Horace Templeto n,” Authorof,
Diary and Notes 1v,

Hornung, Ernest William,
A Bride irom the Bush 1 v, _ Under |
Two Skies 1 v. — Tiny Luttrell 1 y |
The Boss of Taroomba 1 v, — My Lord
Duke 1 v, — Young Blood 1 v, .~ Some
Persons Unknown 1 v, — The Amateur
Cracksman 1 v, — The Rogue's March 1 v,
— The Belle of Toorak s v, — Peccayi 1 v,
== The Black Mask 1 v.— The Shadow of

Edition. Complete List,

the Rope 1 v. — No Ilcro 1 v. — Depis
Dent 1 v. — Irralie’s Bushranger and The
Unbidden Guest 1 v. — Stingaree 1 v, —
A Thief in the Night 1 v.

“Household Words.”
Conducted by Charles Dickens. 1851-36, 3
36 v.— Novers and TALES reprinted from
Household Words by Charles Dickens,
1856-50. 1T V.

Houstoun, Mrs.: 2:de “ Recom-
mended to Mercy.”

“How to be Happy though
Married,” Author of,
How to be Happy though Married 1 v,
Howard, Blanche Willis (Am.),
i 1899, [
One Summer 1v. — Aunt Serena 1v, —

Guenn 2 v. — Tony, the Maid, ete. 1v, —
The Open Door z v,

Howard, BlancheWillis, 1189,
& William Sharp, 1 1905.
A Fellowe and His Wife 1 v.

Howells, William Dean (Am.).
A Foregone Conclusion 1 v. — The
Lady of the Aroostook 1 v, — A Modemn
Instance zv. — The Undiscovered Country
1 v.— Venetian Life (with Portrait) 1 v.
— Italian Journeys 1 v. — A Chance Ac-
quaintance 1v. — Their Wedding Journey
1 v.— A TFearful Responsibility, and
Tonelli's Marriage 1 v. — A Woman's
Reason z v.-— Dr. Breen's Practice 1 v. .
The Rise of Silas Lapham 2 y. — A Pair
of Patient Lovers 1 v. — Miss Bellard’s In-
spiration 1 v.

Hughes, Thomas, | 1898.
Tom Brown's School-Days 1 v.
Hungerford, Mrs. (Mrs. Argles),
T 1897.
Molly Bawn 2 v. — Mrs. Geoffrey 2 v.

| — Faith' and Unfaith 2 v. — Portia 2 v. —

Loys, Lord Berresford, and other Tales
1v. — Her First Appearance, and other

| Tales 1 v. — Phyllis 2 v. — Rossmoyne

2v.— Doris 2 v.— A Maiden all Forlorn,
etc. 1v. — A Passive Crime, and other
Stories 1 v, — Green Pleasure and Grey
Grief 2 v. — A Mental Struggle 2 v.—
Her Week's Amusement, and Ugly
rrington 1 v, — Lady Branksmere 2
—Lady Valworth's Diamonds 1 v. —
Modern Circe.2 v, — Marvyel 2 v. — The
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Hon. Mrs. Vereker 1 v. — Under-Cur-
rents 2 v. — In Durance Vile, etc. 1v.— A
Troublesome Girl, and other Stories1v. —
A Life's Remorse 2 v. — A Born Coquette
2v. — The Duchess r v. —Lady Verner's
Flight 1 v. — A Conquering Heroine,
and * When in Doubt"” 1 v, — Nora
Creina z v. — A Mad Prank, and other
Stories 1 v. — The Hoyden 2 v. — The
Red House Mystery 1v.— An Unsatis-
factory Lover 1 v. — Peter's Wife 2v. —
The Three Graces 1 v. — A Tug of War
1v. — The Professor’s Experiment 2.v. —
A Paint of Conscience 2 v. — A Lonely
Girl 1 v, — Lovice 1 v. — The Coming of
Chloe 1 v.

Hunt, Mrs.: vide Averil Beau-

mont.

Hunt, Violet.
The Human Interest r v. — White Rose
of Weary Leaf 2 v,

Hutten, Baroness von (Am.).
The Halo 1 v.

Ingelow, Jean, { 1897.
Off the Skelligs 3 v. — Poems 2v. —
Fated to be Free z v. — Sarah de
Berenger 2 v. — Don John 2 v.

Inglis, the Hon. Lady.
The Siege of Lucknow 1 v.

Ingram, John H.: vide E. A.

Poe.
lota: wzde Mrs. Mannington
Caffyn.

Irving, Woashington (Am.),

L 1859.
The Sketch Book (with Portrait) 1 v. —
The Life of Mahomet 1 v. — Lives of the
Successors of Mahomet 1 v.—Oliver Gold-
smith 1 v. — Chronicles of Walfert's Roost
1 v. — Life of George Washington 5 v.

Jackson, Mrs. Helen (H. H)

(Am.), | 1885.

Ramona 2 v,

Jacobs, W. W.
Many Cargoes 1 v. — The Skipper's
Waooing, and The Brown Man’s Servant
1 v. — Sea Urchins 1 v. — A Master of
Craft 1 v,— Light Freights v. — AtSun-
wich Port 1v. — The Lady ofthe Barge 1 v.
— 0dd Craft x v. — Dialstone Lane 1 v.
— Captains All 1 v. — Short Cruises 1 v.
— Salthaven 1 v.
. James, Charles T. C.
Holy Wedlock 1 v.

James, G. P. R, 1 1860,
Morley Ernstein (with Portrait} 1 v. —
Forest Days 1 v. — The False Heir 1 v. —
Arabella Stuart 1 v. — Rose d"Albret
1 v.—- Arrah Neil 1 v.— Agincourt 1 v. —
The Smuggler 1 v. — The Step-Mother
2 v. — Beauchamp 1 v. — Heidel
1 v. — The Gipsy 1 v. — The Castle o
Ehrenstein 1 v. — Darnley 1 v. — Russell
2 v. — The Convict z v. — Sir Theodore
Broughton 2 v.

James, Henry (Am.).
The American 2 v. — The Europeans
1 v. — Daisy Miller; An International
Episode ; Four Meetings 1 v. — Roderick
Hudson 2 v. — The Madonna of the
Future, etc. 1 v. — Eugene Pickering,
etc. 1 v. — Confidence 1 v. — Washing-
ton Square, etc. 2 v. — The Portrait ofa
Lady 5 v. — Foreign Parts 1v. — French
Poets and Novelists 1 v. — The Siege of
London; The Point of View; A Pas-
sionate Pilgrim 1 v. — Portraits of Places
1v. — A Little Tour in France 1 v.

James, Winifred.
Bachelor Betty 1 v.

Jeaffreson, J. Cordy.

A" Book about Doctors 2z v. — A
Woman in spite of Herself 2 v. — The
Real Lord Byron 3 v.

Jenkin, Mrs. Charles, | 1885.
«Who Breaks—Pays” 1 v. — Skir-
mishing 1 v. — Once and Again 2 v.—
Two French Marriages 2 v. — Within an
Ace 1 v. — Jupiter’s Daughters 1 v.

Jenkins, Edward.

Ginx's Baby, his Birth and other Mis-
fortunes ; Lord Bantam 2 v.

«Jennie of ‘The Prince’s,’”

Author of': zide B. H. Buxton.
Jerome, K. Jerome.

The Idle Thoughts of an Idle Fellow
1 v.— Diary of a Pilgrimage, and Six
Essays 1v. — Novel Notes1v.— etches

in Lavender, Blue ‘and Green 1 v. —
The Second Thoughts of an Idle Fellow
:v.—»ThmuMenunthuBumml V. —
Paul Kelver 2 v. — Tea-Table Talk 1 v.
— Tommyand Co. 1 v.—Idle Ideasin 1905
¢ v. — The Passing of the Third Floor Back
1 v. —The A and the Author—and
Others 1 v. Y
Jerrold, Douglas, { 1857.

History of St. Giles and St James
| 2 v. — Men of Character 2 v.
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“John Halifax, Gentleman,”
Author of: zide Mrs. Craik.

Johnny Ludlow: wide Mrs.
Henry Wood.

Johnson, Samuel, 7 1784.
Lives of the English Poets 2 v.

Jolly, Emily.
Colonel Dacre 2 v.

“Joshua Davidson,” Author of:

zide Mrs. E. Lynn Linton.

Kavanagh, Miss Julia, { 1877.
Nathalie 2 v. — Daisy Bums 2 v. —
Grace Lee 2 v. — Rachel Gray 1v. —
Adéle 3 v. — A Summer and Winter in
the Two Sicilies 2 v. — Seven Years, and
other Tales 2z v. — French Women  of
Letters 1 v. — English Women of Letters
1v.— Queen Mab 2 v. — Beatrice 2 v. —
Sybil's Second Love 2 v. — Dora 2 v. —
Silvia 2 v. — Bessie 2 v. — John Dorrien
3 v. — Two Lilies 2 v. — Forget-me-nots
2 v. — Vide also Series for the Young,
p. 29.

Keary, Annie, § 1879.
Oldbury 2 v. — Castle Daly 2v.

Keeling, D’Esterre-: zide Es-

terre.

Kempis, Thomas a.
The Imitation of Christ.
from the Latin by W. Benham, 8.D. 1 v.

Kimball, Richard B. (Am.), +
Saint Leger 1 v. — Romance of Student
Life Abroad 1 v. — Undercurrents 1v, —
Was he Successful? 1v. —To-Day in New
York 1 v,

Kinglake, Alexander William,
1 1891.

Lothen 1 v. — The Invasion of the
Crimea 14 v.

Kingsley, Charles, 1 1875.
Yeast 1 v. — Westward hol 2v. — Two
Years ago z v. — Hypatia 2 v. — Alton
Locke 1 v. — Hereward the Wake 2 v, —
At Last 2 v. — His Letters and Memories
of his Life, edited by his Wife 2 v,

Kingsley, Henry, 1 1876.
Ravenshoe 2 v. — Austin Elliot 1 v, —
Geofiry Hamlyn 2 v. — The Hillyars and
the Bu{bons 2 v. — Leighton Court 1 v, —
Valentin 1 v. — Oakshott Castle 1 v, —

Reginald Hetherege 2v. — The Grange |

arden z v,

Translated

Kinross, Albert.
An Opera and Lady Grasmere 1 v.
Kipling, Rudyard.
| Plain Tales from the Hills 1 v. — The
Second Jungle Book 1 v. — The Seyen
Seas 1 _v. — ‘‘Captains Courageous’
1 v. — The Day's Work 1 v. — A Flest
in Being 1v.— Stalky & Co. 1 v.— From
Sea to Sea 2 v. — The City of Dreadfu]
Night 1 v. — Kim 1 v, — Just So Stories 1 v,
— The Five Nations 1 v. — Traffics and
Discoveries 1 v. — Puck of Pook’s Hill 1 v,
Laffan, May.
Flitters, Tatters, and the Counsellor,
etc. I V.
Lamb, Charles, 1 1834.
The Essays of Elia and Eliana 1 v.
Lang, Andrew: zide H. Rider
Haggard.
Langdon, Mary (Am.).
Tda May 1 v.
| “Last of the Cavaliers, the,
| Author of (Miss Piddington).
| The Last of the Cavaliers 2 v. — The
| Gain of a Loss 2 v.

| ZXaszowska, Mme de: zide E.

———

| Gerard.
Laurence, George Alfred,
j Author of : z7de “ Guy Living-
stone.”

Lawless, the Hon. Emily.
Hurrish 1 v.

“Leaves from the Journal of
our Life in the Highlands:"
vide Victoria R. I.

Lee, Holme,  1900: wide Harriet
Parr.

Lee, Vernon.

Pope Jacynth, etc. 1 v. — Genius Loci, and
The Enchanted Woods © v. — Horfus
Vitae, and Limbo 1 v.

Le Fanu, J. S. 1873.

Uncle Silas 2 v, — L:-u‘I;; Deverell 2 v.

Lemon, Mark, 1 1870.

Wait for the End 2 v. — Loved at Last
2 v. — Falkner Lyle 2 v. — Leyton Hall,

and other Tales 2 v. — Golden Fetters
12 Ve #

R—
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“Letters of Her Mother to
Elizabeth, the,” Author of:
vide W. R. H. Trowbridge.

Lever, Charles, | 1872.

The O'Donoghue 1 v. — The Knight of
Gwynne 3 v. — Arthur O’Leary 2 v, —
Harry Lorrequer 2 v. — Charles 0’ Mal-
ley 3 v. — Tom Burke of *‘Ours” 3v. —
Jack Hinton 2 v. — The Daltons 4 v. —
The Dodd Family Abroad 3 v. — The
Martins of Cro’ Martin 3 v. — The For-
tunes of Glencore 2 v. — Roland Cashel
3¥.— Davenport Dunn 3 v. — Confessions
of Con Cregan 2 v. — One of Them 2 v, —
Maurice Tiernay 2 v. — Sir Jasper Carew
2 v. — Barrington 2v. — A Day’s Ride
2 v.— Luttrellof Arran 2 v. — Tony Butler
2 v. — Sir Brook Fossbrooke 2 v. — The
Bramleighs of Bishop's Folly 2 v. — A
Rent in a Cloud 1 v. — That Boy of Nor-
cott's 1 v. — St. Patrick’s Eve: Paul
Gosslett’s Confessions 1 v. — Lord Kil-
gobbin 2 v.

Levett-Yeats, S.
The Honour of Savelli 1 v. — The
Chevalier d'Auriac 1 v. — The Traitor’s
Way 1 v. — The Lord Protector 1 v, —
Orrain 1 v.

Lewes, G. H., 7 1878.
Ranthorpe 1 v. — The Physiology of
Common Life 2 v. — On Actors and the
Art of Acting 1 v.

Linton, Mrs. E. Lynn, T 1898,
The true History of Joshua Davidson
1 v. — Patricia Kemball 2 v. — The
Atonement of Leam Dundas 2 v, — The
World well Lost 2 v. — Under which
Lord? 2 v. — With a Silken Thread, and
other Stories 1 v. — Todhunters’ at Loan-
in" Head, and other Stories 1 v. — “ My
Love!™ 2v. — The Girl of the Period,
and other Social Essays 1 v. — Ione z v.

Lockhart, Laurence W. M.,
1 1882,
Mine is Thine z v.
Loftus, Lord Augustus.
Dipl ic Remini 1837 - 1862

(with Portrait) 2 v,

Longard, Mme de: wd- D.

Gerard.
Longfellow, Henry Wads-
worth (Am.), T 1882.

Poetical Works (with Portrait) 3 v. —

The Divine Comedy of Dante Alighieri
3v. —The New-England Tragedies 1 v,
— The Divine Tragedy 1 v. — Flower-de-
Luce, and Three Books of Song 1 v. —
The Masque of Pandora, and other Poems
1v.

Lonsdale, Margaret.

Sister Dora (with a Portrait of Sister
Dora) 1 v.

Lorimer, George Horace (Am.).
Letters from a Self-Made Merchant to his
Sen 1 v. — 01d Gorgon Graham 1 v, —
Jack Spurlock, Prodigal 1 v.

“Lost Battle, a,” Author of.
A Lost Battle 2 v.

Lubbock, Sir John (Lord Ave-

bury).

The Pleasures of Life 1v.— The Beau-
ties of Nature (with Illustrations) 1 v.—
The Use of Life tv. — Scenery of Switzer-
land (with Illustrations) 2 v. — Essays and
Addresses 1go0-1003 1 v.

“Lutfullah": 2ide Eastwick.

Lyall, Edna, { 1903.

We Two 2 v. — Donovan 2 v. — In
the Golden Days 2 v. — Knight-Errant
2v. — Won by Waiting 2v. — Wayfaring
Men 2 v. — Hope the Hermit 2 v. —
Doreen 2 v. — In Spite of All 2 v.— The
Hinderers 1 v.

Lytton, Lord: vide E. Bulwer.

Lytton, Robert Lord (Owen

Meredith), ¥ 1891.
Poems 2 v. — Fables in Song 2 v.

Maartens, Maarten.
The Sin of Joost Avelingh 1 v. — An
0Old Maid’s Love 2 v. — God's Fool 2 v.
— The Greater Glory 2v. — My Lady
Nobody 2 v. — Her Memory 1 v. — Some
Women I have known 1 v. — My Poor
Relations 2 v. — Dorothea 2 v. — The
Healers 2 v. — The Woman's Victory, and
Other Stories 2 v. — The New Religion 2 v.
MCAulay, Allan: wide Kate
Douglas Wiggin.
Macaulay, Lord, Thomas
Babington, T 1859.
History of England (with Portrait) 1o v.
— Critical and Historical Essays 5 v. —
Lays of Ancient Rome 1 v. — Speccl!_es
2 v. — Biographical Essays rv. — Wil-
liam Pitt, Atterbury 1 v. — (See also
Trevelyan). -
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4 i Edge of the Storm 1 v. — The Atelier du
Mo Carthy, Justin. Lys 2 v. — In the Olden Time 2 v.

The Waterdale Neighbours 2 v. —
Dear Lady Disdain 2 v, — Miss Misan-
thrope 2 v. — A History of our Own Times
5 v. — Donna Quixote 2z v. — A Short
History of our Own Times 2 v. — A
History of the Four Georges. Vols. 1 &
2. — A History of our Own Times. Vols.
6 & 7 (supplemental). — A History of the
Four Georges and of William IV. Vols. 3,
4 & 5 (supplemental). — A Short History
of our Own Times. Vol. 3 (supplementalj.

Mac Donald, George, § 1905.
Alec Forbes of Howglen 2 v. — Annals
of a Quiet Neighbourhood 2 v. — David
Elginbrod 2 v. — The Vicar's Daughter
2 v. — Malcolm 2 v. — St. George and
St. Michael 2z v. — The Marquis of
Lossie 2z v. — Sir Gibbie 2z v. — Mary
Marston z v. — The Gifts of the Child

Christ, and other Tales 1 v. — The Prin-

cess and Curdie 1 v.

Mackarness, Mrs., 7 1881.
Sunbeam Stories 1 v. — A Peerless
‘Wife 2 v. — A Mingled Yarn 2 v,

Mackay, Eric, 1+ 1898,

Love Letters of a Violinist, and other
Poems 1 v.

Me Knight, Charles (Am.).
0ld Fort Duguesne 2 v,

Maclaren, Ian, { 1907.

Beside the Bonnie Brier Bush 1 v. —
The Days of Auld Langsyne 1 v. — His
Majesty Baby 1 v.

Macleod, Fiona, { 1905.

Wind and Wave 1 v. — The Sunset of Old
Tales 1 v.

Macleod, Norman, | 1872,
The Old Lieutenant and his Son 1 v.

Macpherson, James, | 1796:

vide Ossian.

Macquoid, Mrs.
Patty z v. — Miriam's Marriage 2v. —
Pictures across the Channel 2 v. — Too
Soon 1v. — My Story 2'v. — Diane 2 v.
— Beside the River 2 v. — A Taithful
Lover 2 v.

“Mademoiselle Mori,” Author
of (Miss Roberts).

Mademoiselle Mori 2 v. — Denise 1v.
— Madame Fontemoy 1 v.— On the

Mahon, Lord: zide Stanhope.

Maine, E. S.
Scarscliff Rocks 2 v,
Malet, Sir Edward, G.C.B,
G.CMG.
Shifting Scenes 1 v.
Malet, Lucas (Mrs. Mary St
Leger Harrison).
Colonel Enderby's Wife 2 v. — The
History of Sir Richard Calmady 3 v. — The
Far Horizon 2 v.
Malmesbury, the Earl of, G.C.B.
Memoirs of an Ex-Minister 3 v.
Mann, Mary E. .
A Winter’s Tale 1 v, — The Cedar
Star 1 v.
Mansfield, Robert Blachford.
The Log of the Water Lily 1 v.

Mark Twain: vide Twain.

“Marmorne,” Author of: wide
P. G. Hamerton.

Marryat, Capt.,, T 1848.

Jacob Faithful (with Portrait) 1 v. —
Percival Keene 1 v. — Peter Simple 1v. —
Japhet in Search of a Father r ¥v. —
Monsieur Violet 1 v. — The Settlers in
Canada 1 v. — The Mission 1v. — The
Privateer's-Man 1 v. — The Children of
the New-Forest r v. — Valerie 1 v. —
Mr. Midshipman Easy 1 v.— The King's
Own 1 v.

Marryat, Florence, { 1899.

Love's Conflict 2 v. — For Ever and
Ever 2 v. — The Confessions of Gerald
Estcourt 2 v. — Nelly Brooke 2 v, —

Véronigue 2 v. — Petronel 2 v, — Her
Lord and Master 2 v. — The Prey of the
Gods 1 v. — Life and Letters of Captain
Marryat 1 v. — Mad Dumaresq 2 v. —
No Intentions z v. — Fighting the Air
2v. — A Star and a Heart; An Utter Im-
possibility © v. — The Poison of Asps,
and other Stories 1 v. — A Lucky Dil;r-
pointment, and other Stories 1 v. — “ My
own Child" 2z v. — Her Father's Name
2v. — A Harvest of Wild Oats 2 v. —
A Little Stepson 1 v. — Written in Fire
2 v. — Her World against a Lie 2v. —
A Broken Blossom 2 v. — The Root of
all Evil 2v. —The Fair-haired Aldazv. —
With Cupid's Eyes 2 v, — My Sister the
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A otrons 2 ¥, — Phyllids o wi == How fliey
Joved Him 2z v. — Facing the Footlights

(with Portrait) 2v. — A Moment of Mad- |

ness, and other Stories 1 v. — The Ghost
of Charlotte Cray, and other Stories
1 v. — Peeress and Player 2z v. — Under
the Lilies and Roses 2 v. — The Heart
of Jane Warner 2 v. — The Heir Pre-
sumptive 2 v. — The Master Passion 2 v.
— Spiders of Society 2 v. — Driven to Bay
av. — A Daughter of the Tropics 2 v. —
Gentleman and Courtier 2 v. — On Cir-
cumstantial Evidence 2 v. — Mount Eden.
A Romance 2 v. — Blindfold 2 v. — A
Scarlet Sin 1v. — A Bankrupt Heart 2v.
— The Spirit World 1 v. — The Beautiful
Soul 1 v. — At Heart a Rake 2 v. —
The Strange Transfiguration of Hannah
Stubbs 1 v. — The Dream that Stayed
2z v, — A Passing Madness 1 v. — The
Blood of the Vampire 1 v. — A Soul on
Fire 1 v. — Iris the Avenger 1 v,
Marsh, Mrs. Anne (Caldwell),
T 1874.
Ravenscliffe 2 v. — Emilia Wyndham
2 y.,— Castle Avon 2.v. — Aubrey 2v. —
The Heiress of Haughton 2 v. — Evelyn
Marston 2 v. — The Rose of Ashurst 2 v.

Marshall, Mrs. Emma, } 1899.
Mrs. Mainwaring’s Jowrnal 1 v, —
Benvenuta 1 v. — Lady Alice 1 v. —
Dayspring 1 v. — Life's Aftermath 1 v, —
In the East Country 1 v. — No.XIII; or,
The Story of the Lost Vestal 1 v, — In
Four Reigns 1 v. — On the Banks of the
Ouse v, — In the City of Flowers 1 v. —
Alma 1 v. — Under Salisbury Spire 1 v.
— The End Crowns All 1v, — Winchester
Meads 1 v. — Eventide Light 1 v. —
Winifrede's Journal 1 v. — Bristol Bells
1v.—In the Service of Rachel Lady
]\usfell 1 v, — A Lily among Thorns 1 v.
= Penshurst Castle 1 v, — Kensington
Palace 1 v, — The White King's Daughter
1v. — The Master of the Musicians 1 v.
— An Escape from the Tower 1 v. — A
Haunt of Ancient Peace 1 v. — Castle
Meadow 1 v, — In the Choir of West-
minster Abbey 1 v. — The Young Queen
;,: Hearts 1 v, — Under the Dome of St.
3 1“1 § 1 v.— The Parson's Daughter

,Mason, A. E. W.

.Ilhhe Four Feathers 2 v, — Miranda of

ne Balcony 1 v. — The Courtship of Mor-

o %:r'cklﬁr 2v. — The Truants 2 v. —
atchers 1 v, — Running 1 '

= The Brop e f;ond . 5fmlng Water 1 v

| Mathers, Helen (Mrs, Henry
Reeves).

“Cherry Ripe!” 2v, — “Land o the
Leal" 1v.— My Lady Green Sleeves zv.
— As he comes up the Stair, etc. rv, —
Sam's Sweetheart 2 v.— Eyre's Acquittal
2 v.— Found Out 1v. — Murder or Man.
slaughter? 1 v. — The Fashion of this
World (80 Pf.)—Blind Justice, and “Whao,
being dead, fe.t Speaketh”” 1 v, — What
the Glass Told, and A Study of 2 Woman
1 v. — Bam Wildfire 2 v. —Becky 2 v. —
Cinders 1 v. — “Honey" 1 v. — Griff of
Griffithscourt 1 v.— The New Lady Teazle,
and Other Stories and Essays 1 v. — The
Ferryman 1 v. — Tally Ho! 2 v. — Pigskin
and Petticoat 2 v. — Gay Lawless 1 v.

Maurice, Colonel.
The Balance of Military Power in
Europe 1v.

Maurier, George du, 7 18g6.
Trilby 2 v. — The Martian 2 v.

Maxwell, Mrs.:z. MissBraddon.

Maxwell, W. B.
The Ragged Messenger 2 v.—The Guarded
Flame 2 v,
“Mehalah,” Author of: wide
Baring-Gould.
Melville, George J. Whyte,
T 1878.
Kate Covemg 1 v. — Holmby House
2 v. — Digby Grand 1 v. — G for No-
thing 2 v. — The Queen’s Maries 2 v. —
The Gladiators 2 v. — The Brookes of
Bridlemere 2 v. — Cerise 2 v. — The
Interpreter 2 v. — The White Rose z2v. —
M. or N. 1 v. — Contraband 1 v. —
Sarchedon 2z v. — Unc]oﬂ:hn 2 V. —
Katerfelto 1 v. — Sister Louise 1 v. —
Rosine 1 v. — Roys’ Wife 2 v. — Black
but Comely 2v. —Riding Recollections zv.
Memorial Volumes: zide Five
Centuries (vol. 500); The New
Testament (vol. 1000); Henry
Morley (vol. 2000).
Meredith, George.
The Ordeal of Richard Feverel 2 v. —
Beauchamp's Career 2 v. — The Tragi
Comedians 1 v. — Lord Ormont and his
Amintasv. — The Amazing Marriage 2 v.
Meredith, Owen: z7de Robert
Lord Lytton.
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Merrick, Leonard.
The Man who was good 1 v. — This
Stage of Fools 1v. — Cynthia 1 v. — One
Man's View 1 v. — The Actor-Manager
1 v. — The Worldlings 1 v. — When Love
flies out o' the Window 1 v. — Conrad in
Quest of His Youth 1 v. — The Quaint
Companions 1 v.—Whispers about Women
1 v. — The House of Lynch 1 v. — The
Man who Understood Women, and Other
Stories 1 v.
Merriman, Henry Seton, { 1903.
Young Mistley 1 v. — Prisoners and
Captives 2 v. — From One Generation to
Another 1 v. —With Edged Tools z v. —
The Sowers 2 v. — Flotsam 1 v. — In
Kedar's Tents 1 v. — Roden's Corner
1v.— The Isle of Unrest 1 v. — The Velvet
Glove 1 v. — The Vultures 1 v. — Barlasch
of the Guard 1 v. — Tomaso’s Fortune, and
Other Stories 1 v. — The Last Hope 2 v.

Merriman, H. S., & S. G. Tallen-
tyre.
The Money-Spinner, etc. 1 v.
Milne, James.
The Epistles of Atkins 1 v.
Milton, John, § 1674.
Poetical Works 1 v.
“Molly, Miss,” Author of.
Geraldine Hawthorne 1 v.
“Molly Bawn,” Author of: vide
Mrs. Hungerford.

Montgomery, Florence.
Misunderstood 1 v. — Thrown To-
gether 2v. — Thwarted 1 v. — Wild Mike
1 v. — Seaforth 2 v. — The Blue Veil
1 v. — Transformed 1 v. — The Fisher-
man’s Daughter, etc. 1 v. — Colonel
Norton 2 v. — Prejudged 1 v. — An Un-
shared Secret, and Other Tales 1 v.

Moore, Frank Frankfort.

*‘ [ Forbid the Banns 2v. — A Gray
Eye or So 2 v. — One Fair Daughter
2 v. — They Call it Love 2 v. — The

Jessamy Bride 1 v. — The Millionaires tv. |

— NellGwyn—Comedian 1 v.— A Damsel
or Two 1 v. — Castle Omeragh 2 v. — Ship-
mates in Sunshine 2 v. — The Original
‘Woman 1 v. — The White Causeway 1 v.
— The Artful Miss Dill 1 v. — The Mar-

riage Lease 1 v. — An Amateur Adven- |

turess 1 v.

Moore, George.
Celibates 1 v. — Evelyn Innes 2 v. —
Sister Teresa 2 v.— Tl:e{}‘ntilled Field 1v.

— Confessions of a Young Man r v, — The
Take 1 v. — Memoirs of my Dead Life r v,
Moore, Thomas,  1852.
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 5 v,
Morgan, Lady, 1 18509.
Memoirs 3 v.
Morley, Henry, | 1894.
Of English Literature in the Reign of
Victoria. With Facsimiles of the Signa-
tures of Authors in the Tauchnitz Edition
(v. 2000, published 1881) 1 v.
Morris, William.
A Selection from his Poems. Edited
with a Memoir by F. Hueffer 1 v.
Morrison, Arthur.
Tales of Mean Streets 1 v. — A Child
of the Jago 1 v. — To London Town 1 v.
— Cunning Murrell 1 v. — The Holeinthe
Wall 1 v. — The Green Eye of Goona 1 v.
— Divers Vanities x v.
Muirhead, James Fullarton.
The Land of Contrasts 1 v.

Mulock, Miss: zide Mrs. Craik.
Murray, David Christie.
Rainbow Gold 2 v.
Murray, Grenville: . Grenville.
«My Little Lady,” Author of:
vide E. Frances Poynter.
New Testament, the.
The Authorised English Version, with
Introduction and Various Readings from
the three most celebrated Manuscripts of

the Original Text, by Constantine Tischen-
dorf (vol. 1000, published 186g) 1 v.

Newby, Mrs. C. J.
Common Sense 2 v,
Newman, Dr. J. H. (Cardinal
Newman), 7 18g0.
Callista 1 v. ) T *
Nicholls, Mrs.: wide Currer Bell.
“Nina Balatka,” Author of:
vide Anthony Trollope.
“No Church,” Author of (F.
Robinson). A
No Church 2 v. — Owen:—a Waif 2 v.
Noel, Lady Augusta.
ion to G ti

From G
Hithersea Mere z v

IW—
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Norris, Frank (Am.), ¥ 1902. Irs v.— The Ladies Lindores 3 v. — Hester
The Octopus 2 v. — The Pit 2 v. | 3, v. — The Wizard's SDa 3v. — A
is. W. E | Country Gentleman and his Family 2 v, —
N{.:lljﬂ y YV. Ln . | Neighbours ontheGreen 1 v.—TheDuke's
My Friend Jim 1 v. — A Bachelor's | Daughter 1 v. — The Fugitives 1 v, —
Blunder 2 vo — Majorand Minor 2 v. — | Kirsteen 2v. — Life of Laurence Oliphant
The Rogue 2 v. — Miss Shafto 2v. — Mrs. | and of Alice Oliphant, hisWife2 v. — The
Fenton 1 v. — Misadventure 2 v. — Saint | Little Pilgrim in the Unseent v. — The
Ann's 1 v. — A Victim of Good Luck | Heir Presumptive and the Heir Apparent
1 v. — The Dancer in Yellow 1 v. — | 5y, — The Sorceress 2v. — Sir Robert’s
Clarissa Furiosa 2 v. — Marietta’s Mar- | Fortune 2 v. — The Ways of Life 1 v, —
riage 2 v. — The Fight for the Crown | Old Mr, Tredgold 2 v.
1v.— TheWidower 1 v.—Giles Ingilby 1v. “0 ho h e
— The Flower of the Flock 1 v. — His n_e who has kept a Diary":
Own Father 1 v.— The Credit of the County vide George W. E. Russell

1 v. — Lord Leonard the Luckless 1 v. — Osbourne, Lloyd (Am.).

Nature's Comedian 1 v.— Nigel’sVacation .
1v.— Barham of Beltana 1 v. — Harry and | ]‘3;:2;2:;2;;7;: Wild Justice 1 v, — The

Ursula 1 v. — The Square Peg 1 v. —

Pauline 1 v. | Ossian.

Norton, Hon. Mrs., ¥ 1877. | The Poems of Ossian. Translated by
Stuart of Dunleath 2 v. — Lost and James Macpherson 1 v. %
Saved 2z v. — Old Sir Douglas 2 v. Ouida, T 1908.

“Not Easily Jealous,” Author of g'alia:i v, — Tn'smH:; 2v, — Puck f} v.—

i 4 andos 2 v. — Strathmore z2v. — Under

Mot E{ﬁ:;slg;izu?:‘r:i)f)' two Flags 2 v. — Folle-Farine 2v. — A
»: f Leaf in the Storm; A Dog of Flanders:

“Novels and Tales”: wide| A Branch of Lilac; A Provence Rose
“Household Words.” 1v.— Cecil Castlemaine’s Gage, and other

Novel . — Madame la M ise,
O'Conor Eccles, Charlotte (Hal an‘:l":ti:?.l;o:elelbﬁ 1V. 1Pasma:|‘:ql“;’:.

Godfrey). — Held in Bondage 2 v. — Two little

The Rejuvenation of Miss Semaphore 1 v. | Wooden Shoes 1 v.— Signa (with Portrait)
— The Matrimonial Lottery 1 v. i‘ —In n‘Vintﬂgtyt;v.—Aﬁ;iﬂnéav.-
riendship 2 v. — Moths 3 v. — Pipistrello

S O]dn?cadow’ Ernest. and other Stories 1v. — A Village Com:
S mune 2 v. — In Maremma 3 v. — Bimbi
Oliphant, Laurence, | 1888, 1v. — Wanda 3v. — Frescoes and other
Altiora Peto 2v. — Masollam 2 v. gt&l‘iﬂ TV — &fg:lﬁs N‘P‘(‘;;? 3‘;:',0“
i - mar 3v. — 4 iny June +). Don
Oliphant, Mrs., { 1897. Gesualdo (60 PL.). — A House Party 1v. —

The Last of the Mortimers 2 v. — Mrs. i = 0, and
Margaret Maitland 1 v. — Agnes 2 v. — S&fge%?g;:, 1 fy'_]"éi:u ‘Bl:r“b?;.'et:
Madonna Mary 2 v. — The Minister’s 1 v. — Two Offenders 1 v. — The Silver
Wife 2 v. — The Rector and the Doctor's C‘.Il.l:ist, etc. 1v. — Toxin, and other Pa;
Family 1 v, — Salem Chapel 2 v. — The 1 v. — Le Selve, and Tonia 1 v. — The
E‘erpcmal Curate 2 v. — Miss Marjori- | Macsarenes 2v. — An Altruist, and Four
Canks 2 v. — Ombra 2 v, —Memoir of | Eesays 1 v. - La Strega, and other
: ount de Montalembertz v. —Mayzv.— Stﬂn{: 1 v. — The Waters of Edera 1 v.
hnocent 2 v, — For Love andLife 2v. — | Street Dust, and Other Stories 1 v. —
{. Rose.in June 1 v. — The Story of | Critical Studies  v. '
alentine and his Brother 2 v. — W hite-

ladies 2 v, —The Curate in Charge 1v,— | ‘“Outcasts, the,” Author of: wide
E!"F?".Junior 2 v.— Mrs, Arthur2 v, — “Roy Tellet.”
At 2 v, — Young Musgrave 2 v. —

The Primrose Path 2 v. — Within the Parker, Sir Gilbert.

gre:mct:-‘; v. — The Greatest Heiress in | The Battle of the Strong 2 v. — Donovan
Ugland 2 v, — He that will not when be | Pasha, and Some People of S

?ﬂ? 2 v. — Harry Joscelyn 2 v. — In | The Seatsofthe Mightyav.— Weavers
Tust 2 v, — It was a Lover and his Lass f2%.
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Parr, Harriet (Holme Lee),

1 1900.

Basil Godfrey's Caprice 2 v. — For Richer,
for Poorer 2 v. — The Beautiful Miss Bar-
rington 2 v. — Her Title of Honour 1v. —
Echoes of a Famous Year 1 v. — Kathe-
rine’s Trial 1 v. — The Vicissitudes of
Bessie Fairfax 2 v.— Ben Milner'sWooing
1 v.— Straightforward 2 v. — Mrs. Denys
of Cote 2 v. — A Poor Squire 1 v,

Parr, Mrs.

Dorothy Fox 1 v. — The Prescotts of
Pamphillon 2 v. — The Gosau Smithy, etc.
1v. — Robin 2 v. — Loyalty George 2 v.

Paston, George.

A Study in Prejudices 1 v. — A Fair
Deceiver 1 v.

Pasture, Mrs. Henry de la.
The Lonely Lady of Grosvenor Square 1 v,
— The Grey Knight 1 v.

Paul, Mrs. : z¢de Author of “Still

Waters.”

“Paul Ferroll,” Author of (Mrs. |

Caroline Clive), 1 1873.

Paul Ferroll 1 v. — Year after Year 1 v, |

— Why Paul Ferroll killed his Wife 1 v.
Payn, James, T 1898.
Found Dead 1 v. — Gwendoline’s Har-
vest 1 v. — Like Father, like Son 2 v, —
Not Wooed, but Won 2 v, — Cecil’s Tryst
1 v. — A Woman's Vengeance z v. —
Murphy's Master 1 v. — In the Heart of
a Hill, and other Stories 1 v. — At Her
Mercy 2 v. — The Best of Husbands 2 v, —
Walter's Word 2 v. — Halves 2z v. —
Fallen Fortunes 2v. — What He cost Her
2v. — By Proxy 2 v. — Less Black than

we're Painted 2 v. — Under one Roof |

2 v. — High Spirits 1 v. — High Spirits
(Second Sertes) 1 v. — A Confidential
Agentzv. — From Exile 2v. — A Grape

from a Thorn 2 v. — Some Private Views |
1v. — For Cash Only 2v. — Kit: A Me.- |

mory 2 v. — The Canon's Ward (with
Portrait) 2 v. — Some Literary Re-

collections 1 v. — The Taik of the Town |

1 v. — The Luck of the Darrells 2 v, —
The Heir ofthe Agesz v.— Holiday Tasks
1v. — Glow-Worm Tales (First Serses)

1v. —Glow-Worm Tales (Second Series) |

1 v. — A Prince of the Blood 2 v. — The
Mystery of Mirbridge 2 v. — The Burnt

Million 2 v. — The Word and the Will |
2 v, — Sunny Stories, and some Shady |

Ones 1 v. — A Modern Dick Whitting.-
ton 2 v. — A Stumble on the Threshold

2 v. — A Trying Patient 1 v. — Gleams
of Memory, and The Eavesdropper 1 v, —
In Market Overt 1 v. — The Disappear-
ance of George Driffell, and other Tales
1 v. — Another's Burden etc. 1 v. — The
Backwater of Life, or Essays of a Literary
Veteran 1 v.

Peard, Frances Mary.
One Yearzv.—The Rose-Garden 1y, —
Unawares 1 v. — Thorpe Regis 1v. — A
Winter Story 1 v. — A Madrigal, and
other Stories 1 v. — Cartouche 1 v, —
Mother Molly 1 v. — Schloss and Town
2 v. — Contradictions 2 v. — Near Neigh-
| bours 1 v. — Alicia Tennant 1 v. — Ma-
dame’s Granddaughter 1 v. — Donna
Teresa 1 v. — Number One and Number
Two 1 v. — The Ring from Jaipur 1 v.
Pemberton, Max.

The Impregnable Cityrv. — A Woman
of Kronstadt 1 v. — The Phantom Army
1 v. — The Garden of Swords 1 v.— The
Footsteps of a Throne 1 v. — Pro Patrii 1v.
— The Giant's Gate 2z v. — I crown thee
King 1 v.— The House under the Sea 1 v.
— The Gold Wolf 1 v.— Doctor Xavier1 v,
| —Red Morn 1v. — Beatrice of Venice 2 v.
— Mid the Thick Arrows 2 v. — My Sword
| for Lafayette 1 v.— The Ladfth\relyn v,
| —The Diamond Ship 1 v. —The Lodestar
| 1 v. — Wheels of Aparchy 1 v. — Love
I the Harvester 1 v.

Percy, Bishop Thomas, {1811,
| Reliques of Ancient English Poetry 3v.
| Philips, F. C.
As in a Looking Glass 1 v. — The Dean
and his Daughter 1 v. — Lucy Smith 1v. —
| A Lucky Young Woman r v. — Jack and
| ThreeJills 1 v. — Little Mrs. Murray 1 v.—
Young Mr. Ainslie’s Courtshipxv.—Social
Vicissitudes 1 v. — Extenuating Circum-
| stances, and A French Marriage 1 v. —
More Social Vicissitudes 1v. — Constance
2 v, — That Wicked Mad’'moiselle, etc.
1 v. — A Doctor in Difficulties, etc. rv.—
Black and White 1 v. — “One Never
| Knows” 2 v. — Of Course 1 v. — Miss
Ormerod's Protégé 1 v. — My little Hus-
band 1 v. — Mrs. HBouverie 1 v.—
Question of Colour, and otherStories 1v.—
| A Devil in Nun's Veiling 1 v. — AT
Confession, and other Stories 1 v. — The
Luckiest of Three 1 v.— Paoor Little Bella
1 v. — Eliza Clarke, Governess, and Other
Stories 1 v, — Marriage, etc. 1 v, — School=
girls of To-day, etc. 1 v.— If Only, etc. 1v.
B An Unfortunate Blend 1 v. — A Bar-
| rister’s Courtship 1 v,




Philips, F- C. & Percy Fendall
A Daughter’s Sacrifice 1v. — Margaret
Byng 1 V.

Philips, F. C. & C. J. Wills.
The Fatal Phryne 1v. — The Scudamores
1 vo — A Maiden Fair to See 1 v. — Sybil
Ross's Marriage 1 v.

Phillpotts, Eden.

Lying Prophets 2 v. — The Human Boy
1 v. — Sons of the Morning 2 v. — Tke
Good Red Earth 1 v.— The Striking Hours
1 v. — The Farm of the Dagger 1 v. —
The Golden Fetich 1 v. — The Whirlwind
2 v, — The Human Boy Again 1 v.

Phillpotts, E. & Arnold Bennett.
The Sinews of War 1 v. — The Statue 1 v.

Piddington, Miss: zzde Author of

“The Last of the Cavaliers.”

Poe, Edgar Allan (Am.), j 1849.
Poems and Issays, edited with a new
Memoir by John H. Ingram 1 v. — Tales,
edited by John H. Ingram 1 v.

Pope, Alexander, | 1744.
Select Poetical Works (with Portrait) 1 v.

Poynter, Miss E. Frances.

My Little Lady 2 v. — Ersilia 2 v. —

Among the Hills 1 v. — Madame de |

Presnel 1 v.

Praed, Mrs. Campbell.

Zéro 1 v. — Affinities 1 v, — The Head
Station z v.

Prentiss, Mrs. E. (Am.), 7 1878.
Stepping Heavenward 1 v.

Prince Consort, the, | 1861.
His Principal Speeches and Addresses
(with Portrait) z v.

Pryce, Richard.

Miss Maxwell's Affections 1 v. — The
Quiet Mrs, Fleming x v. — Time and the
Woman 1 v,

Pym, Hor. N.: ». Caroline Fox.

Queen, H. M. the: wide Victoria
RL

_Quiller-Couch, A. T. (“Q”).
Noughts and Crosses 1v. — I Saw Three
Ships 1 v. — Dead Man’s Rock 1v. — Ia
and other Tales 1 v. — The Ship of Stars
1 v.—The Adventures of Harry Revel 1 v.
—Fort Amity 1 v. — Shakespeare’s Christ-
mas, and Other Stories 1 v. — The Ma:

:'. Troy 1 v. — Merry-Garden, and Other
=tories 1 v,
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Rae, W. Fraser, T 1905,
Westward by Rail 1 v. — Miss Bayle's
Rom ancezv. — The Business of Travel gv.

Raimond, C. E. (Miss Robins).
The Open Question 2 v. — The Magnetic
North 2 v, — A Dark Lantern 2 v. — The
Convert 2 v.

“Rajah's Heir, the,” Author of.
The Rajah's Heir 2 v.

Reade, Charles, 7 1884.

*It is never too late to mend” 2 v, —
“‘Love me little, love me long™ 1 v. —
The Cloister and the Hearth 2 v. — Hard
Cash 3v. — Put Yourself in his Place 2v. —
A Terrible Temptation 2 v. — Peg Wof-
fington 1 v. — Christie Johnstone 1 v, —
A Simpleton 2 v,— The Wandering Heir
1v. — A Woman-Hater 2v. — Readiana
1 v. — Singleheart and Doubleface 1 v.
“Recommended to Mercy,”
Author of (Mrs. Houstoun).
“ Recommended to Mercy '’ 2 v. — Zoe's
“Brand” 2 v.

Reeves, Mrs.: 7. Helen Mathers.

Rhys, Grace.

Mary Dominic 1 v. — The Wooing of
Sheila 1 v.
Rice, James: ». Walter Besant.

Richards, Alfred Bate, § 1870.
| So very Human 3 v.
Richardson, S., T 1761.
Clarissa Harlowe 4 v. "
Riddell, Mrs. (F. G. Trafiord).
George Geith of Fen Court 2 v. — Max-
well Drewitt 2 v. — The Race for Wealth
2v.— Far above Rubies 2 v. — The Earl’s
Promise 2 v. — Mortomley's Estate 2 v.
Ridge, W. Pett.
Name of Garland 1 v.
“Rita.”
Souls 1 v. — The Jesters 1 v. — The Mas-
queraders 2 v.— Lady Judas 2 v. —

Prince Charming 1 v. — The Pointing
Finger 1v. — A Man of no Importance 1 v.
— The Millionaire Girl, and Other Stories

IV

Ritchie, Mrs. Anne Thackeray:
wide Miss Thackeray.
Roberts, Miss: wide Author of
«Mademoiselle Mori."
Robertson, Rev. Frederick w.,
st o T 1853,

| Sermons 4 V.
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Robins, Miss: wide Raimond.
Robinson, F.: wide Author of
“No Church.”

Roosevelt, Theodore (Am.).
Outdoor Pastimes of an American Hunter
(with Portrait) 1 v.

Ross, Charles H.

The Pretty Widow 1 v. — A London
Romance 2 v,
Ross, Martin: wide Somerville.

Rossetti, Dante Gabriel, 1 1882,
Poems 1 v. — Ballads and Sonnets rv.

“Roy Tellet.”
The Outcasts 1 v. — A Draught ol
Lethe 1 v. — Pastor and Prelate = v.
Ruffini, J.,  1881.
Lavinia 2 v. — Doctor Antonio rv. —
Lorenzo Benoni 1 v. — Vincenzo z v. —
A Quiet Nook in the Jura 1 v. — The
Paragreens on a Visit to Paris 1v. —
Carlino, and other Stories 1 v. .
Ruskin, John, { 1902.
Sesame and Lilies 1 v. — The Stones of
Venice (with Ilustrations) 2 v.— Unto this
Lastand Munera Pulveris 1 v.— The Seven
Lamps of Architecture (with 14 Illustra-
tions) 1 v. — Mornings in Florence 1 v.
Russell, W, Clark.
A Sailor's Sweetheart 2 v, — The ¢ Lady
Maud" 2v. — A Sea Queen 2 v,
Russell, George W. E.
Collections and Recollections. By One
who haskepta Diary 2 v. — A Londoner's
Log-Book 1 v,
Sala, George Augustus, | 1893,
The Seven Sons of Mammon 2 v,
Saunders, John.
Israel Mort, Overman 2 v. — The Ship-
owner's Daughter 2 v.— A Noble Wife 2v,
Saunders, Katherine (Mrs,
Cooper).
Joan Merryweather, and other Tales
1 v. — Gideon’s Rock, and other Tales
1v. — The High Mills 2 v. — Sebastian 1 v.
Savage, Richard Henry (Am.),

IE 1903,

My Official Wife r v. — The Liitle Lady
of Lagunitas (with Portrait) 2 v. — Prince
Schamyl's Wooing 1 v. — The Masked
Venus 2 v, — Delilah of Harlem 2 v. —The
Anarchist 2 v.— A Daughter of Judas
iv. —In the Old Chateau 1 v, — Miss

Devereux of the Mariquita 2 v. —Checked
Through 2z v. — A Modern Corsair 2 v, —
In the Swim 2 v. — The White Lady of
Khaminavatka 2 v. — In the House of His
Friends 2 v.—The Mystety of a Shipyard 2 v,
— A Monte Cristo in Khaki 1 v,

Schreiner, Olive.

Trooper Peter Halket of Mashona-
land 1 v.

Scott, Sir Walter, | 1832,
Waverley (with Portrait) 1 v. — The
Antiquary 1 v. — Ivanhoe 1 v. — Kenil-
worth 1v. — Quentin Durward 1 v. — Old
Mortality 1 vo — Guy Mannering 1 v. —
Rob Roy 1 v. — The Pirate 1 v; — The
Fortunes of Nigel 1 v. — The Black Dwarf:
A Legend of Montrose 1 v. — The Bride
of Lammermoor 1 v. — The Heartof Mid-
Lothian 2 v. — The Monastery 1 v. — The
Abbot 1 v. — Peveril of the Peak 2 v, —
Poetical Works 2 v. — Woodstock 1v, —
The Fair Maid of Perth 1 v. — Anne of
Geierstein 1 v.

Seeley, Prof. J.R., M.A., 1895,
Life and Times of Stein (with a Portrait
of Stein} 4 v. — The Expansion of Eng-
land 1 v. — Goethe 1 v.

Sewell, Elizabeth, { 1906.

Amy Herbert2 v. — Ursula 2 v. — A
Glimpse of the World 2 v. — The Journal
of a Home Life 2 v. — After Life 2 v, —
The Experience of Life 2 v,

Shakespeare, William, f 1616,
Plays and Poems (with Portrait) (Second
Edition) 7 v. — Doubtful Plays 1 v.

Shakespeare's Plays may also be had in
37 numbers, at 4 o,30. each number.

Sharp, William, { 1905 : z. Miss

Howard, Fiona Macleod and
Swinburne. '

Shelley, Percy Bysshe, T 1822,
A Selection from his Poems 1 v.

Sheppard, Nathan (Am.), T 1888.
Shut up in Paris 1 v,

Sheridan, Richard Brinsley,

1 1816.
The Dramatic Works 1 v.

Shorthouse, J. Henry.
John Inglesant 2 v. — Blanche, Lady
Falaise 1 v,

Slatin Pasha, Rudolf C., C.B.
Fire and Sword in the Sudan (with
two Maps in Colours) 3 v.




Smedley, F. E.: wide Author of
#Frank Fairlegh.”

Smollett, Tobias, 7 1771.
Roderick Random 1 v. — Humphry
Clinker 1 v. — Peregrine Pickle 2 v.

“Society in London,” Author of.
Society in London. By a Foreign
Resident 1 v.

Somerville, E. CE., & Martin

Ross.
Naboth’s Vineyard 1 v. — All on the
Irish Shore 1 v.
“Spanish Brothers, the,” Author
of
The Spanish Brothers 2 v.

Stanhope, Earl (Lord Mahon),
i 1875,
The History of England 7 v. — Reign
of Queen Anne 2 v.
Steel, Flora Annie.
The Hosts of the Lord 2 v. — In the
Guardianship of God 1 v.

Steevens, G. W, | 1900.
From Capetown to Ladysmith 1 v.

Sterne, Laurence, 7 1768.
Tristram Shandy 1v. — A Sentimental
Journey (with Portrait) 1 v.

Stevenson, Robert Louis, { 1894.
Treasure Island 1 v. — Dr. Jekyll and
My. Hyde, and An Inland Voyage 1 v. —
Kidnapped 1 v. — The Black Arrow 1 v, —
The Master of Ballantrae 1 v.— The Merry
Men, ete. 1 v. — Across the Plains, etc. 1 v.
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= ls‘tand Nights” Entertainments 1 v. —
Catriona 1 v. —Weir of Hermiston 1 v. — |
f:’l.. Ives 2 v. — In the South Seas 2 v. —

Tales and Fantasies 1 v. |

“Still Waters,” Author of (Mrs.

_ Paul),
Still Waters 1 v, — Dorothy 1 v. — De
Cressy 1 v.— Uncle Ralph 1 v. — Maiden |
Sisters 1 v. — Martha Brown rv.— Vanessa

Iv.
Stirling, M. C.: wide G. M. Craik.

Stockton, Frank R. (Am
The House o‘:‘ Martha 1 v, ( )
“Story of a Penitent Soul, the,”
Author of.
¢ Story of a Penitent Soul 1 v.

ik & 5

“Story of Elizabeth, the,” Author

of: vide Miss Thackeray.

Stowe, Mrs. Harriet Beecher

(Am.), ¥ 1896.
Uncle Tom’s Cabin (with Portrait) 2 v. —
A Key to Uncle Tom's Cabin 2 v, — Dred
2v. — The Minister's Wooing 1 v. — Old-
town Folks 2 v,

“Sunbeam Stories,” Author of:

wide Mrs. Mackarness.

Swift, Jonathan (Dean Swift),

T 1745.
Gulliver’s Travels 1 v.

Swinburne, Algernon Charles.
Atalanta in Calydon: and Lyrical Poems
(edited, with an Introduction, by William
Sharp) 1 v, — Love's Cross-Currents 1 v.
— Chastelard and Mary Stuart 1 v,

Symonds, John Addington,

T 1893.
Sketches in Italy 1 v. — New Italian
Sketches 1 v.

Tallentyre, S. G.: v. H. 8. Merri-

man.

Tasma.

Uncle Piper of Piper’s Hill 2v.

Tautphoeus, Baroness, T 1893.
Cyrilla 2v. — The Initials 2 v. — Quits
2v. — At Odds 2 v.

Taylor, Col. Meadows, | 1876.
Tara; a Mahratta Tale 3v.

Templeton: wzide Author of

“Horace Templeton.”

Tennyson, Alfred (Lord), 1892.
Poetical Works 8 v. — Queen Mary
1 v. — Harold 1 v. — Becket; The Cup;
The Falcon 1 v. — Locksley Hall, sixty
Yearsafter ; The Promise of May ; Tiresias
and other Poems 1 v. — A Memoir. By
His Son (with Portrait) 4 v.

Testament, the New: zide New.

Thackeray, William Make-

peace, T 1863. ;
Vanit Fa.ir'_; V. — Pendenmss A
Misce.{lanies 8'v. — Henry Esmond 2v, —
The English Humourists of the Eighteenth
Century 1 v. — The Newcomes 4 v. —The
Virginians 4 v. — The Four Georges;
TLovel the Widower 1 v.— The Adventures
of Philip 2 v, — Denis Puval 1 v.—
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ok . — Catherine | Heathcote of Gangoil 1 v. — The Way we
?\?un—d%‘;ﬂ%ﬁs\fasp]?::chzﬁ‘;ak 2v, — The | live now 4 v.— The Prime Minister 4 v, —
ri k (wi it) 2 v. The American Senator 3 v. — South Africa
Paris Sketch Book (with Portrait) A Sk
Thackeray, Miss (Mrs. Ritchie). :: Tve :v. 2 j?llm %asj diiv 5 gt u:;
The Story of Elizabeth 1 v.— The Village ch) 1 v. — The Duke’s Children 3v, —
on the CIiff 1 v. — Old Kensington 2 v. — Dr‘\gorﬂc’s Scholin— Gralath iu
giuebct;:;d‘s Ko&:’ g 02.1!?1' %{Dric? 1v.— | sv.—TheFixed Period 1 v. — Marion l‘:;
ive Friends 1 v. — Miss Angel 1 v. — G Dy — Rriigere
Oll:t of the World, and other Tales 1v. — rzn:‘nn. I;:&’ :E:‘:es'tonn'-;si‘;’ 53 Ar]?':e Dl::
F""i' ?m&“g"stf;::?g;l:i;:;; 11':0'“ dale,ha.nd m:lher tJ:lStun;:‘?e 1v.—La M‘Fbm
b ity *— | Bauche, and other Stories 1 v. — The
Da Capo, and other Tales 1 v. — Madame | \r; yjet5e Bough, and other Stories r v. —

de Sévigné; From a Stage Box; Miss P s A M
I ol Dl ritouka 5 A Baok | S Autabivgrephy T8 s o

{ Sibyls 1 v. — Mrs, Dymond 2 v Lovez v,
of Siby v — Mrs. =
Chapters from some Memoirs 1 v. Trollope, T. Adolphus, § 1892,
: . | The Garstangs of Garstang Grange z v.
Thomas a Kempis: . Kempis. | ~ ") giren 2 v.

Thomas, A. (Mrs. Pender Cudlip). Trowbridge, W. R. H.
Denis Donne 2 v. — On Guard 2 v. — | The Letters of Her Mother to Elizabeth
Walter Goring 2 v. — Played Out 2v. — | 1 v. — A Girl ot the Multitude r v. — That
Called to Account 2 v. — Only Hersell | Little Marquis of Brandenburg 1 v. — A

2 v. — A Narrow Escape 2 v. Dazzling Reprobate 1 v.

Thomson, James, T 1748. Twain, Mark (Samuel L.
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 1 v. Clemens) (Am.).

“Thoth,” Author of. The Adventures of Tom Sawyer 1v. —
Thoth 1 v. The Innocents Abroad; or, The New

“Tim,” Author of. Pilgrims’ Progress 2z v. —A Tramp Abroad

. z v. — “Roughing it"” 1 v. — The In-
Tim 1 v, : nocents at Home 1 v. — The Prince and
Trafford, F. G.: . Mrs. Riddell. ?.,!o i‘aupcr 2 v. — The fsm]mh Wl'hiito

: . ilephant, etc, 1v. — Life on the Mis-

Trevelyan, Right Hon. Sir sissippi 2 v. — Sketches (with Portrait)
qeﬂfge Otto. 1 v. — Huckleberry Finn 2 v. — Selections

The Life and Letters of Lord Macaulay | from American Humour 1 v. — A Yankee
(with Portrait) 4 v. — Selections from the | at the Court of King Arthur 2 v. — The
Writings of Lord Macaulay 2 v. — The | American Claimant 1 v, — The £ 1000000
American Revolution (with 2 Map) 2 v. | Bank-Note and other new Stories 1 v. —
Trois-Etoiles, wide Grenville: | Tom Sawyer Abroad 1v. — Pudd’nhead

Wilson 1 v. — Personal Recollections of
Murray. | Joan of Arc 2 v.—Tom Sawyer, Detective,
Trollope, Anthony, 1 1882, | and other Tales 1 v. — More Tramps

Doctor Thorne 2 v. — The Bertrams | Abroad 2 v. — The Man that corru
2 v. — The Warden 1 v. — Barchester | Hadleyburg, etc. 2z v. — A Double-
Towersz v. — Castle Richmond 2 v, — The | relled Detective Story, etc. 1 v. — 1he
West Indies 1 v. — Framley Parsonage 2 v. | £39,000 Bequest, and Other Stories 1 v.—
— North America 3 v. — Orley Farm 3v. | Christian Science 1 v.
— Rachel Ray 2 v, — The Small House | “Two Cosmos, the,” Author of.
at Allm;:;[_t]t:tl vi — C)':':n you forgichhcr; The Two Cosmos 1 v.
Vi == ¢ Belton Estate 2 v. — Nina
Balatka 1 v. —— The Lust Chronicle o | Br&i?:l‘l. Horace c?:{ncﬁi:r?;
arset 3v.—The Claverings 2v. — Phineas I o =— i -
Finn ;gr. — He knew he;:u right 3v. — I}er!’:_,on 1v. — The Hill 1 v. — The Waters
The Vicar of Bullhampton 2 v, — Sir f{,m.}. {o _{i'rdan IV, ;
Hotspur of Humblethwaite 1 v. — Ralph | ‘Venus and Cupid,” Author of.
the lEIeir 2 v. — The Golden Lion of Venusand Cupid 1v.
Granpere 1 v, — Australia and New Zea- | “Véra,” Author of.
land 3 v. — Lady Anna 2 v. — Harcy | Vira 1 v, — The Hotel du Petit St
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ean 1 v. — Blue Roses 2 v. — Within
%ound of the Sea 2z v. — The Maritime
Alps and their Seaboard 2 v.—Ninette 1 v,

Victoria R. L.
Leaves from the Journal of our Life in
the Highlands from 1848 to 1861 1 v. —
More Leaves, etc. from 1862 to 1882 1v.
“Virginia,” Author of.
Virginia 1 v.
Vizetelly, Ernest Alfred.
With Zola in England 1 v.
Walford, L. B.
Mr. Smith 2 v. — Pauline 2v. — Cousins
2 v. — Troublesome Daughters 2 v. —
Leddy Marget 1 v.
Wallace, D. Mackenzie.
Russia 3 v.
Wallace, Lew. (Am.), T 1905.
Ben-Hur 2 v.
Warburton, Eliot, § 1852,
The Crescent and the Cross 2 v. —
Darien 2z v.
Ward, Mrs. Humphry.
Robert Elsmere 3 v. — David Grieve
3v. — MissBretherton 1 v. — Marcella 5 v.
essie Costrell 1 v. — Sir George Tressady
2 v. — Helbeck of Bannisdale 2 v. —
Eleanor 2 v. — Lady Rose’s Daughter 2 v.
— The Marriage of William Ashe 2 v. —
Fenwick's Career 2 v.— Diana Mallory 2 v,
Woarner, Susan vide: Wetherell.
Warren, Samuel, | 1877.
Diary of a late Physician 2 v. — Ten
Thousand a-Year 3 v. — Now and Then
1 v. — The Lily and the Bee 1 v.
‘“Waterdale Neighbours, the,”
Authorof: 2. Justin M<Carthy.
Watts-Dunton, Theodore.
Aylwin 2 v.
Wells, H. G.
The Stolen Bacillus, etc. 1v. — The War
ofthe Worlds 1 v.— The Invisible Man 1 v.
— The Time Machine, and The Island of
Daoctor Moreau 1 v.— When the Sleeper
Wakes 1 v. — Tales of Space and Time 1 v.
— The Plattner Story, and Others rv. —
Love and Mr, Lewisham r v.—TheWheels
of Chance 1 v. — Anticipations 1 v.— The
First Men in the Moon 1 v.— The Sea Lady
1 v.—Mankindin the Making 2 v.—Twelve
“?;““F" and a Dream 1 v. — The Food of
‘KF Gods 1 v, — A Modern Utopia 1v. —
'PPs 2 v, — In the Days of the Comet 1v.

— The F i ] s *
Worlde fn:%rl‘:] :nv.i\mencn 1v. — New

Westbury, Hugh.
Acte 2 v.
Wetherell, Elizabeth (Susan
‘Warner) (Am.), | 1885.
The wide, wide World 1 v. — Queechy

2 v. — The Hills of the Shatemue 2v. —
Say and Seal 2v. — The Old Helmet 2 v.

Weyman, Stanley J.
The House of the Wolf 1 v. —The Story
of Francis Cludde 2 v. — A Gentleman of
France 2 v. — The Man in Black 1 v. —
Under the Red Robe 1 v. — My Lady
Rotha 2 v. —From the Memaoirs of a Minis-
ter of France 1 v. — The Red Cockade 2 v.
— Shrewsbury 2 v. — The Castle Inn 2 v.
— Sophia 2 v. — Count Hannibal 2v. — In
Kings' Byways 1 v. — The Long Night 2 v.
— The Abbess of Vlaye 2 v. — Starvecrow

| Farm 2 v. — Chippinge 2 v. — Laid up in

Lavender 1 v.
Wharton, Edith (Am.).
The House of Mirth 2 v. — The Fruit of
the Tree 2 v.
“Whim, a, and its Conse-
quences,” Author of.
A Whim, and its Consequences 1 v.

Whitby, Beatrice.

The Awakening of Mary Fenwick 2 v, —
In the Suntime of her Youth 2 v.
White, Percy.
Mr. Bailey-Martin 1v.~The West End 2v.
~—The New Christians 1 v.— Park Lanea v,
— The Countess and The King's Diary 1 v.
— The Triumph of Mrs. St. George 2v. —
A Millionaire’s Daughter 1 v. — A Pas-
sionate Pilgrim 1 v. — The System 2 v.—
The Patient Man 1 v. — Mr. John Strood
1 v. — The Eight Guests 2 v.— Mr. Strudge
1 v. — Love and the Poor Suitor 1 v.
‘White, Walter.
Holidays in Tyrol 1 v.

Whiteing, Richard.

The Island ; or, An Adventure of a Per-
son of Quality 1v. —No. 5 John Streetz v.
~The Lifeof Paris 1 v.—TheYellowVan 1 v.
— Ring in the New 1 v. — All Moonshine
1v.

Whitman, Sidney. prelieer
Imperial Germany 1 v, — The Im
of the Habﬂmrg!yt v. — Teuton Studies
t v. — Reminiscences of the King of
Roumania, edited by Sidney Whitmanz v.
_ Conversations with Prince Bismarck,
edited by Sidney Whitman 1 v. — Life of
the Emperor ick 2 v.
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“Who Breaks—Pays,” Author

of: wide Mrs. Jenkin.

Whyte Melville, George J.:

wide Melville.

Wiggin, Kate Douglas (Am.).
Timothy's Quest 1 v. — A Cathedral
Courtship, and Penelope's English Ex-
periences 1 v. — Penelope's Irish Experi-
ences 1v. — Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm
1 v. — The Affair at the Inn1v. (By K. D.
Wiggin, M. & ]. Findlater, and Allan
McAulay.) — Rose o' the River 1 v. —
New Chronicles of Rebecca 1 v.

Wilde, Oscar.

The Picture of Dorian Gray 1 v. — De Pro-
fundis and The Ballad of Reading Gaol |
Iv.

Wilkins, Mary E. (Am.).
Pembroke 1 v. — Madelon 1 v. — Jerome
2 v. — Silence, and other Stories 1 v. — !
The Love of Parson Lord, etc. 1 v. |

Williamson, C. N. & A. M.

The Lightning Conductor 1 v.

Wills, C. J., vide F. C. Philips.

Winter, Mrs. J. S. :
Regimental Legends 1 v.

Wood, Charles: z:de Author of

“Buried Alone.”

Wood, H. F.

The Passenger from Scotland Yard 1 v. !

Wood, Mrs. Henry (Johnny |
Ludlow), T 1887.

East Lynne 3 v. — The Channings 2 v, —
Mrs. alliburton’s Troubles 2 v. —
Verner's Pride 3 v.— The Shadow of Ash-
lydyat 5 v. — Trevlyn Hold 2 v. — Lord
Qakburn’s Daughters 2 v. — Oswald Cray
2 v.— Mildred Arkell 2 v. — St. Martin's
Eve 2v.— Elster's Folly av. — Lady Ade-
laide’s Oath 2 v, — Orville College 1 v. —
A Life's Secret1 v.— The Red Court Farm
2 v. — Anne Hereford 2 v. — Roland
Yorke 2z v. — George Canterbury's Will
2 v. — Bessy Rane 2 v. — Dene Hollow
2v.— The Foggy Night at Offord ; Martyn |
Ware's Temptation; The Night- Walk |
over the Mill Stream 1 v. — Within the |
Maze 2 v. — The Master of Greylands 2 v,
— Johnny Ludlow 2 v. — Told in the
Twilight 2 v. — Adam Grainger 1 v.—
Edina 2 v.— Pomeroy Abbey 2 v. — Court
Netherleigh 2z v. — (The following by
Johnny Ludlow): Lost in the Post, and
OtherTales 1 v.—ATale of Sin, and Other
Tales 1 v. — Anne, and Other Tales 1 v, —

The Mystery of Page, and Other
Tales :J:r. E Holg:s{“y' l!ihlguy‘s Wedding,
and Other Tales r v. — The Story of
Dorothy Grape, and Other Tales 1 v,

Woodroffe, Daniel.
Tangled Trinities 1 v. — The Beauty-Shop
Iv.

Woods, Margaret L.
A Village Tragedy 1 v. — The Vaga-
bonds 1 v, — Sons of the Sword 2 v. — The
Invader 1 v.

Wordsworth, William, { 18350.
Select Poetical Works 2 v.

Wraxall, Lascelles, { 1865.
Wild Oats 1 v.

Yates, Edmund, { 1894.

| Landat Last 2 v. — Broken to Harness2v.

— The Forlorn Hope 2 v. — Black Sheep
2 v. — The Rock Ahead 2 v. — Wrecked
in Port 2 v. — Dr. Wainwright's Patient
2 v.— Nobody's Fortune 2 v. — Castaway
2 v. — A Waiting Race 2 v. —The yellow
Flag 2 v.— The Impending Sword 2 v, —
Two, by Tricks 1 v. — A Silent Witness
2v. — Recollections and Experiences 2 v.
Yeats: vide Levett-Yeats.

Yonge, Charlotte M., T 1901.
The Heir of Redclyfie 2 v. — Heartsease
2 v, — The Daisy Chain 2 v. — Dynevor
Terrace 2v. — Hopes and Fears 2 v. —
The Young Step-Mother 2v. — The Trial
2v. — The CleverWoman of the Family
2 v.—The Dove in the Eagle’s Nest 2 v. ~
— The Danvers Papers; The Prince and
the Page 1 v. — The Chaplet of Pearls
2v.— Thetwo Guardians 1 v. — TheCaged
Lion 2 v. — The Pillars of the House 5 v.
— Lady Hester 1 v. — My Young Alcides
2 v. — The Three Brides 2 v.— Woman-
kind 2 v. — Magnum Bonum 2 v. — Love
and Life 1 v. — Unknown to History 2 v.
— Stray Pearls (with Partrait) 2 v.— The
Armourer's Prentices 2 v. — The Two
Sides of the Shield 2 v. — Nuttie's Father
2 v, — Beechcroft at Rockstone 2 v, —
A Reputed Changeling 2 v, — Two Penni-
less Princesses 1 v. — That Stick 1 v.—
Grisly Grisell 1 v. — The Long Vacation
2 v. — Modern Broods 1 v.

“Young Mistley,” Author of:
vide Henry Seton Merriman.
Zangwill, I.
Dreamers of the Ghetto 2z v. — Ghetto
Comedies 2 v. — Ghetto Tragedies 2 v.
‘|z’ z.’l
The World and a Man 2 v,




Series for the Young.

30 Volumes. Published with Continental Copyright on the same
conditions as the Collection of English and American Authors. Vide p. 1.

— Price 1 M. 60 Pf. or 2 Fr. per Volume. —

Barker, Lady (Lady Broome).
Stories About:— 1 v.

Charlesworth, Maria Louisa,

T 1880.

Ministering Children 1 v.

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Mulock), 11887.
Our Year 1t v. — Three Tales for Boys
1 v. — Three Tales for Girls 1 v.

Craik, Georgiana M. (Mrs. May)

Cousin Trix, and her Welcome Talesz v.

Edgeworth, Maria, 7 1840.

Moral Tales 1 v. — Popular Tales 2 v.
Kavanagh, Bridget & Julia,
i 1877.

The Pearl Fountain, and other Fairy-
Tales t v.

Lamb, Charles & Mary, 7 1834
and 1847.
Tales from Shakspeare 1 v.
Marryat, Captain, 7 1848.

Masterman Ready 1v.

Marshall, Mrs. Emma, { 1899.
Rex and Regina 1 v.

Montgomery, Florence.
The Town-Crier; to which is added:
gh;:l Children with the Indian-Rubber
all 1 v,

“Ruth and her Friends,” Author
of.
Ruthand her Friends. A Story for Girlsrv.
- Wood, Mrs. Henry, { 1887.
William Allair 1 v.

Yonge, Charlotte M., { 1go1.
Kenneth; or, the Rear-Guard of the
Grand Army 1 v. — The Little Duke.
Ben Sylvesters Word 3 v. — The
Stokesley Secret 1 v.— Countess Kate 1 v.
— A Book of Golden Deeds 2 v. — Friars-
wood Post-Office 1 v. — Henrietta’s Wish
1 v — Kings of England 1 v. — The
Lances of Lynwood; the Pigeon Fie x v.
—P'sandQ)’s1 v.—AuntCharlotte’sStories
of English History 1 v. — Bye-Words 1v.—
Lads and Lasses of Langley, etc. 1 v.

(ﬁlectiou of German Authors.

51 Volumes. Translations from the German, published with universat

copyright.

These volumes may be imported into any couniry.

— Price 1 M. 60 Pf. or 2 Fr. per Volume. —

Auerbach, Berthold, | 1882.
On the Heights, (Second Edition) 3v.—
Brigitta 1 v. — Spinoza 2 v.

Ebers, Georg, 1898,

An Egyptian Princess 2 v. — Uarda
2v. — Homo Sum 2z v. — The Sisters [Die
b{:hwukem] 2 v. — Joshua 2 v. — Per
Aspera 2 v,

Fouqué, De la Motte, T 1843.

Undine, Sintram, ete. t v.

Freiligrath, Ferdinand, f 1876.
Poems (Second Edition) 1 v.

Gorlach, Wilhelm.

Prince Bismarck {with Portrait) 1 v.

Goethe, W. v., T 1832,
Faust 1 v. — Wilhelm Meister’s Ap-
prenticeship 2 v.

Gutzkow, Karl, T 1878.
Through Night to Light 1 v.

Hacklinder, F. W.,
Behind the Counter [
Wandel] 1 v.

Hauff, Wilhelm, { 1827.
Three Tales 1 v.

1877.

andel und

Heyse, Paul.
L’ Arrabiata, etc. 1v. — The Dead Lake,
etc. L V. — s CIC, I V.

Hill Wilhelmine von.
The Vule:uf; Maiden [die Geier-Wally]
1 v. — The Hour will come 2 v.
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Kohn, Salomon.
Gabriel 1 v,

Lessing, G. E., 1 1781.
Nathan the Wise and Emilia Galottitv.

Lewald, Fanny, | 1889.
Stella 2 v.

Marlitt, E., 1 1887.
The, Princess of the Moor [das Haide-
prinzesschen] 2 v,

Nathusius, Maria, { 1857.
Joachim v. Kamern, and Diary of a
Poor Young Lady 1 v.

Reuter, Fritz, § 1874.
In the Year '13 1 v. — An old Story of
my Farming Days [Ut mine Stromtid] 3 v.
Richter, J. P. Friedrich (Jean
Paul), 7 1825.
Flower, Fruit and Thorn Pieces = v.
Scheffel, Victor von, | 1886.
Ekkebard z v.
Taylor, George.
Klytia 2 v. 3
Zschokke, Heinrich, § 1848.
The Princess of Brunswick- Wolfen-
biittel, etc. 1 v.

Students’ Series for School, College, and Home.

Ausgaben
mit deutschen Anmerkungen und Special-Wérterbiichern,

Br. = Broschiert.

Bulwer, Edward, Lord Lytton, |

i 1873,
The Lady of Lyons. Von Dr. fritz
Bischoff. Br. # 0,50, Kart. 4 o,60.

Burnett, Frances Hodgson
(Am.).
Little Lord I-‘aunl!uru‘v. Von Dr. Ernst
Groth. Br. #1,50. Kart. 41,60, — An-
merkungen und Wirterbuch, Br. # o,40.
Sara Crewe. Von Hertha Connell. Br.
J 0,50, Kart, # 0,60, — Anmerkungen
und Wirterbuch. Br. 4 0,40.

Carlyle, Thomas, { 1881.
The Reign of Terror (French Revo-

lution). Von Dr. Ludwig Herrig, Br.
6 1,00, Kart, .4 1,10,

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Mulock),
T 1887.
A Hero. A Tale for Boys. Von Dr.

Otfo Dost. Br. # o,80. Kart. .4 0.90.—

‘Wirterbuch, Br. . o,40.
Dickens, Charles, { 1870.
Sketches. First Series. Von Dr. 4.

Hoppe. Br. 4 1,20. Kart. 4 1,30.
Sketches. Second Series. Von Dr, 4.
Hogpe. Br. #1,40. Kart. . #1,50.—Wiirter-
buch (Firstand Second Series). Br. #r1,00.
A Christmas Carol in Prose. Being
a Ghost Story of Christmas. Von Dr,
G. Tanger. Br. 4 1,00, Kart. # 1,10,

Kart. = Kartoniert,

Eliot, George (Miss Evans—
Mrs. Cross), | 1880.

The Mill on the Floss. Von Dr. Z.
Conrad. Br. # 1,70. Kart. . 1,80.

Ewing, Juliana Horatia, 1 1885,
_{:ckan:lpcs. Von E. Roos. Br. #o0,50.
Lart. # 0,60. —Wirterbuch. Br. % 0,20.
The Brownies; and The Land of Lost
Toys. Von Dr. A, Miiller, Br. f 0,60.
Kart. # o,70.—Wiarterbuch Br., M 0,30,
Timothy's Shoes; An Idyll of the
Wood; Benjyin Beastland. Von £. Roos.
Br. 4 o,70. Kart. .# o,80. — Warter-

buch. Br. g 0,30.
Franklin, Benjamin

T 1790,

His Autobiography. Von Dr. Karl
Feyerabend, 1. %eil. DieK]ugendjahre
(r706—1730). Br. .# 1,00. Kart. o 1,10,
1L Teil. Die Mannesjahre (1731 bis
1757). Mit einer Beigabe: The ay to

Wealth, Von Dr. Karl Feyerabend.
Br. # 1,20. Kart. % T,30.

Freeman, Edward A. T 1892,
Three Historical Essays. Von Dr. G
Balzer. Br. 4 0,70. Kart. .# o,80.

Harte, Bret (Am.), 1 1902.

Tales of the Argonauts. Von Dr.
Tanger. PBr. # 1,40. Kart, .# 1,50

(Am.),

G.




Hawthorne, Nathaniel (Am._},
1864.

Wonder Book for Boys and Girls. Von
E. Roos. Br. # o,70. Kart. # o,80. —

Anmerkungen undWirterbuch. Br. #0,40. |,

Hughes, Thomas, | 1898,
Tom Brown's School Days. Von Dr, /.
Schmidt. 2 Parts. Br. # 3,00, Kart.
# 3,20. Part I. apart. r. 4 1,70.
Kart. # 1,80, Part.1l. apart. Br. #1,30.

Kart. .# 1,40.
Longfellow, Henry Wads-

worth (Am.), ¥ 1882.
"ales of 2 Wayside Inn. Von Dr. H.
Varnhagen. 2 Binde. Br. # 2,00
Kart. .4 2,20. 1. Band apart. Br. .# 1,00.
Kart. # 1,10. 2, Bandapart. Br..#1,00.
Kart. 4% 1,10.
Macaulay, Lord,
Babington, T 1859.
England before the Restoration. (History
of England. Chapter I.) Von Dr. H.
lhne. Br. # o,50. Kart. # o,80.

England under Charles the Second.
(History of England. Chapter IT,) Von
Dr. W. lkne. Br. #1,00. Kart, #1,10.

The Rebellions of Argyle and Mon-
mouth. (History of England. Chapter V.)
Von Dr. fmmanuel Schmidf. Br. f#x,00.
Kart. # 1,10,

Lord Clive. (Histor. Essay.) Von Prof,
Dr. R. Thum. Br. # 1,40. Kart. # 1,50.

Ranke's History of the Popes, (His-
torical Essay.) Von Prof. Dr. R. Thum.
Br. .# o,60. Kart. .# 0,70.

‘Warren Hastings. (Historical Essay.)
Vou Prof. Dr. R, Thum. Br. .# 1,50.
Kart. .# 1,60.

__ McCarthy, Justin.

The Indian Mutiny. (Chap.32—350f “A
History of our own Times."") Von Dr.A.
fHamann., Br. #4 o60. Kart. # o,70.
— Wiirterbuch. Br. .# o,20.

Thomas
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Montgomery, Florence.
Misunderstood. Von Dr. B. Palm. Br.
# 1,60, Kart, 4 1,70, — Wirterbuch.
Br. .# 0,40.

Scott, Sir Walter, { 1832.

The Talisman. Von Dr. R. Dressel.
Br. .# 1,60, Kart. .# 1,70,

Tales of a Grandfather. [First Series.
Von Dr. H. Lischhorn. Br. 4 1,50.
Kart. 4 1,60. —Worterbuch. Br. #0,50.
" Tales ofa Grandfather. Second Series.
Von Dr. H. Lischhorn. Br. 4 1,70.
Kart, % 1,80. .

Shakespeare, William, § 1616.
Twelfth Night; or, What you will. Von
Dr. H. Conrad. Br. #1,40. Kart. #1,50.

ulius Casar. Von Dr. fmmanuel
Schmidt. Br. # 1,00. Kart. 4 1,10.

Macbeth. Von Dr./mmanuel Schmidf,
Br. .# 1,00. Kart. 4 1,10,

Stanhope, Earl (Lord Mahon),

7 1875.
Prince Charles Stuart. (History of Eng-
land from the Peace of Utrecht to the
Peace of Versailles. 1713—1783) Von
Dr. Martin Krummacher. Br. £ 1,20.
Kart. 4 1,30.

The Seven Years’ War. Von Dr. M.
Krummacher. Br. 4 1,20. Kart. # 1,30,

Tennyson, Alfred Lord,  18g2.
Enoch Arden and other Poems. Von
Dr. A. Hamann, Br. # o,0. Kart.
& o,80. — Wiorterbuch. Br. .# o,20.

Thackeray, W. M.  1863.
Samuel Titmarsh and The great Hog-
garty Diamond. Von George Boyle.
Br. 4 1,20. Kart. # 1,30.

Yonge, Charlotte M., { 1901.
The Little Duke, or, Richard the Fear-
less. Von £. Roos. Br. #o,00. Kart,
M 1,00. — Wirterbuch. Br. .#0,20.

Manuals of Conversation (same size as Tauchnitz Edition).

Lach Folume,
Fiir Deutsche.
Englische Conversationssprache von
A. Schilessing. 4. Stereotypaufl.
Franzésische Conversationssprache
von L. Rollin. 2. Stereotypaufl.
Russische Conversationssprache
von Dr. Z. Koiransky.

bound S 2,25.

For English students.
German Language of Conversation
by A. Schlessing.
A Uusage des étudiants frangass.
Conversation Allemande par MM.
L. Rollin et Wolfgang Weber-




Tauchnitz Dictionaries.
For sale and for use in all countries.
Crown 8vo.
English-German and German-English. (JAMES.) Forty-first Edition,
entively rewritten and greatly enlarged. Sewed £ 4,50. Bound
in cloth .4 5,00. Bound in half-morocco .4 5,50.
English-French and French-English. (JAMES & MOLE.) Seventeenth,
entively new and modern Edition. Sewed 4 5,00. Bound .4 6,00,
English-Italian and Italian-English. (JAMES & GRAssL) Thirieenth
Edition. Sewed .# 5,00. Baund in half-morocco .# 6,25.

Tolhausen, Technological Dictionary in three Languages. Complete
in three parts. Each part with a new large Supplement including all modern
terms and expressions in Electricity, Telegraphy and Telephony. Sewed 4 29,00.
Bound in cloth # 32,00. Bound in half-morocco .# 33,50,

Vol. 1. Frangais-Allemand-Anglais. siéme Edifion. Avecun grand
Supplément de 1gor., Broché .4 10,00. Relié en toile .# 11,00. Relié en

emi quin & 11,50. Supplément séparément 4 2,00.
Vol II, Englis-German-French. sék Edition. With a large Supple-
ment published in 1go2. Sewed .# 10,00. Bound in cloth .4 11,00. Bound

in half-morocco .4 11,50. Supplement separately .4 2,00,
Vol. ITl, Deutsch-Englisch-Franzosisch., 5. Auflage. Mit einem
Nachtrage von 1goz, Brosch. # 9,00, Geb. in Leinen 4 10,00. Geb. in

Halbfrz. # 10,50. Nachtrag einzeln 4 1,00.

Pocket Dictionaries (same size as Tauchnitz Edition).
Bound # 2,25. Sewed .4 1,50.

These Diclionaries ave constantly revised and kept cavefully up fo dafe.
English-German and German-English. Thirtreth Edition.
English-French and French-English. Zkirty-first Edition.
English-Italian and Italian-English. Zwenty-second Edition.
English-Spanish and Spanish-English. Zwenty-ninth Edition.
Latin-English and English-Latin. ZFifteentk Edition.
Franzoésisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Franzosisch. ZElfte Auflage.
Italienisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Italienisch. dckte duflage.
Espagnol-Frangais et Francais-Espagnol. Cinguiéme Edition.

Russisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Russisch. (KOIRANSKY.)
Fiinfte Auflage. Br. ./ 3,00. Geb. £ 4,00.
Imperial 4o,
Italienisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Italienisch. (RicuTint & BULLE.)
2 Bande. 1.Band. 4. Auflage. 2.Band. 3. : 7age. Brosch. 4 18,00.
Geb. # 20,00. Halbmarokko .# 23,00.

Spanisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Spanisch. (TOLHAUSEN.) zBﬁnde.l

5. Auflage. Brosch. . 15,00. Geb. # 17,50. Halbmarokko .4 20,50.
Imperial 8o,

Hebrew and Chaldee Lexicon. (FirsT.) Translated from the German.
Fifth Edition. ./ 19,00.

Handwérterbuch der Deutschen Sprache. (WEBER.) 25., vdllig meu
bearbeitete und den Regeln der neuesten Rechischreibung angepasste
Auflage. Br. # 6,00. Halbleinw. 4 7,00. Halbfranz .# 7,50.

Handbuch der Fremdwérter. (WEBER.) 17. Auflage. Br. /4 3,00.

BERNHARD TAUCHNITZ, LEIPZIG,
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#4052, Pauline. By W. E. Norris.

L

November 1908,

Tauchnitz Edition.

Latest Volumes:

4047. During Her Majesty’s Pleasure. By M. E. Braddon.
4048. New Worlds for Old. By H. G. Wells.

4049. The Picture of Dorian Gray. By Oscar Wilde.
4050. The Statue. By Eden Phillpotts and Arnol8l Bennett
4051. Restitution. By Dorothea Gerard.

4053. An Amateur Adventuress. By T. Frankfort Moore.
4054. ‘Drusilla’s Point of View. By Madame Albanesi.
4055. Buried Alive. By Arnold Bennett.
40356. De Profundis and The Ballad of Reading Gaol. By
" Oscar Wilde. ; =
4057. Love and the Poor Suitor. By Percy White. ;
4058/59. Mr. Crewe’s Career.. By Winston Churchill.
4060 The Spanish Jade. By Maurice Hewlett. a s
4061. The Angel and the Author—and Others. By Jerome
K. Jerome. F )
4062. Bachelor Betty. By Winifred James. ot ;
4063. Jack Spurlock, Prodigal. By George Horace Lorimer.
4064. A Set of Six.” By Joseph Conrad. & ey
4005. Love the Harvester. By Max Pemberton. g y
4066. The Cats-Paw. By B. M. Croker.
4067,68. Holy Orders. By Marie Corelli,
4069. Cousin Cinderella. By Mrs. Everard Cotes,
4070[71. Anthony Cuthbert. By Rjchard Bagot.
4072. Gay Lawless. By Helen Mathers.
4073/74. A Spirit in Prisan. By Robert Hichens.
4075/76. Diana Mallory. By Mrs. Humphry Ward.

e The T2 auchuitz Edition is to be had of all Book-
sellers and Railway Libraries on the Continend, sbus

S 1,60. or 2 francs per volume. A compl
logue of the Tauchnitz Edition is attached to tigss
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