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				Lord Arthur Savile’s Crime

				A Study of Duty

			
			
				I

				It was Lady Win­dermere’s last re­cep­tion be­fore East­er, and Bentinck House was even more crowded than usu­al. Six Cab­in­et Min­is­ters had come on from the Speak­er’s Levée in their stars and rib­ands, all the pretty wo­men wore their smartest dresses, and at the end of the pic­ture-gal­lery stood the Prin­cess Sophia of Karls­ruhe, a heavy Tar­tar-look­ing lady, with tiny black eyes and won­der­ful em­er­alds, talk­ing bad French at the top of her voice, and laugh­ing im­mod­er­ately at everything that was said to her. It was cer­tainly a won­der­ful med­ley of people. Gor­geous peeresses chat­ted af­fably to vi­ol­ent Rad­ic­als, pop­u­lar preach­ers brushed coat­tails with em­in­ent scep­tics, a per­fect bevy of bish­ops kept fol­low­ing a stout prima donna from room to room, on the stair­case stood sev­er­al Roy­al Aca­dem­i­cians, dis­guised as artists, and it was said that at one time the sup­per-room was ab­so­lutely crammed with geni­uses. In fact, it was one of Lady Win­dermere’s best nights, and the Prin­cess stayed till nearly half-past el­ev­en.

				As soon as she had gone, Lady Win­dermere re­turned to the pic­ture-gal­lery, where a cel­eb­rated polit­ic­al eco­nom­ist was sol­emnly ex­plain­ing the sci­entif­ic the­ory of mu­sic to an in­dig­nant vir­tu­oso from Hun­gary, and began to talk to the Duch­ess of Pais­ley. She looked won­der­fully beau­ti­ful with her grand ivory throat, her large blue for­get-me-not eyes, and her heavy coils of golden hair. Or pur they were—not that pale straw col­our that nowadays usurps the gra­cious name of gold, but such gold as is woven in­to sun­beams or hid­den in strange am­ber; and they gave to her face some­thing of the frame of a saint, with not a little of the fas­cin­a­tion of a sin­ner. She was a curi­ous psy­cho­lo­gic­al study. Early in life she had dis­covered the im­port­ant truth that noth­ing looks so like in­no­cence as an in­dis­cre­tion; and by a series of reck­less es­capades, half of them quite harm­less, she had ac­quired all the priv­ileges of a per­son­al­ity. She had more than once changed her hus­band; in­deed, Debrett cred­its her with three mar­riages; but as she had nev­er changed her lov­er, the world had long ago ceased to talk scan­dal about her. She was now forty years of age, child­less, and with that in­or­din­ate pas­sion for pleas­ure which is the secret of re­main­ing young.

				Sud­denly she looked eagerly round the room, and said, in her clear con­tralto voice, “Where is my cheir­o­mantist?”

				“Your what, Gladys?” ex­claimed the Duch­ess, giv­ing an in­vol­un­tary start.

				“My cheir­o­mantist, Duch­ess; I can’t live without him at present.”

				“Dear Gladys! you are al­ways so ori­gin­al,” mur­mured the Duch­ess, try­ing to re­mem­ber what a cheir­o­mantist really was, and hop­ing it was not the same as a cheir­o­pod­ist.

				“He comes to see my hand twice a week reg­u­larly,” con­tin­ued Lady Win­dermere, “and is most in­ter­est­ing about it.”

				“Good heav­ens!” said the Duch­ess to her­self, “he is a sort of cheir­o­pod­ist after all. How very dread­ful. I hope he is a for­eign­er at any rate. It wouldn’t be quite so bad then.”

				“I must cer­tainly in­tro­duce him to you.”

				“In­tro­duce him!” cried the Duch­ess; “you don’t mean to say he is here?” and she began look­ing about for a small tor­toise­shell fan and a very tattered lace shawl, so as to be ready to go at a mo­ment’s no­tice.

				“Of course he is here; I would not dream of giv­ing a party without him. He tells me I have a pure psych­ic hand, and that if my thumb had been the least little bit short­er, I should have been a con­firmed pess­im­ist, and gone in­to a con­vent.”

				“Oh, I see!” said the Duch­ess, feel­ing very much re­lieved; “he tells for­tunes, I sup­pose?”

				“And mis­for­tunes, too,” answered Lady Win­dermere, “any amount of them. Next year, for in­stance, I am in great danger, both by land and sea, so I am go­ing to live in a bal­loon, and draw up my din­ner in a bas­ket every even­ing. It is all writ­ten down on my little fin­ger, or on the palm of my hand, I for­get which.”

				“But surely that is tempt­ing Provid­ence, Gladys.”

				“My dear Duch­ess, surely Provid­ence can res­ist tempta­tion by this time. I think every­one should have their hands told once a month, so as to know what not to do. Of course, one does it all the same, but it is so pleas­ant to be warned. Now if someone doesn’t go and fetch Mr. Podgers at once, I shall have to go my­self.”

				“Let me go, Lady Win­dermere,” said a tall hand­some young man, who was stand­ing by, listen­ing to the con­ver­sa­tion with an amused smile.

				“Thanks so much, Lord Ar­thur; but I am afraid you wouldn’t re­cog­nise him.”

				“If he is as won­der­ful as you say, Lady Win­dermere, I couldn’t well miss him. Tell me what he is like, and I’ll bring him to you at once.”

				“Well, he is not a bit like a cheir­o­mantist. I mean he is not mys­ter­i­ous, or eso­ter­ic, or ro­mantic-look­ing. He is a little, stout man, with a funny, bald head, and great gold-rimmed spec­tacles; some­thing between a fam­ily doc­tor and a coun­try at­tor­ney. I’m really very sorry, but it is not my fault. People are so an­noy­ing. All my pi­an­ists look ex­actly like po­ets, and all my po­ets look ex­actly like pi­an­ists; and I re­mem­ber last sea­son ask­ing a most dread­ful con­spir­at­or to din­ner, a man who had blown up ever so many people, and al­ways wore a coat of mail, and car­ried a dag­ger up his shirtsleeve; and do you know that when he came he looked just like a nice old cler­gy­man, and cracked jokes all the even­ing? Of course, he was very amus­ing, and all that, but I was aw­fully dis­ap­poin­ted; and when I asked him about the coat of mail, he only laughed, and said it was far too cold to wear in Eng­land. Ah, here is Mr. Podgers! Now, Mr. Podgers, I want you to tell the Duch­ess of Pais­ley’s hand. Duch­ess, you must take your glove off. No, not the left hand, the oth­er.”

				“Dear Gladys, I really don’t think it is quite right,” said the Duch­ess, feebly un­but­ton­ing a rather soiled kid glove.

				“Noth­ing in­ter­est­ing ever is,” said Lady Win­dermere: “on a fait le monde ain­si. But I must in­tro­duce you. Duch­ess, this is Mr. Podgers, my pet cheir­o­mantist. Mr. Podgers, this is the Duch­ess of Pais­ley, and if you say that she has a lar­ger moun­tain of the moon than I have, I will nev­er be­lieve in you again.”

				“I am sure, Gladys, there is noth­ing of the kind in my hand,” said the Duch­ess gravely.

				“Your Grace is quite right,” said Mr. Podgers, glan­cing at the little fat hand with its short square fin­gers, “the moun­tain of the moon is not de­veloped. The line of life, how­ever, is ex­cel­lent. Kindly bend the wrist. Thank you. Three dis­tinct lines on the ras­cette! You will live to a great age, Duch­ess, and be ex­tremely happy. Am­bi­tion—very mod­er­ate, line of in­tel­lect not ex­ag­ger­ated, line of heart—”

				“Now, do be in­dis­creet, Mr. Podgers,” cried Lady Win­dermere.

				“Noth­ing would give me great­er pleas­ure,” said Mr. Podgers, bow­ing, “if the Duch­ess ever had been, but I am sorry to say that I see great per­man­ence of af­fec­tion, com­bined with a strong sense of duty.”

				“Pray go on, Mr. Podgers,” said the Duch­ess, look­ing quite pleased.

				“Eco­nomy is not the least of your Grace’s vir­tues,” con­tin­ued Mr. Podgers, and Lady Win­dermere went off in­to fits of laughter.

				“Eco­nomy is a very good thing,” re­marked the Duch­ess com­pla­cently; “when I mar­ried Pais­ley he had el­ev­en castles, and not a single house fit to live in.”

				“And now he has twelve houses, and not a single castle,” cried Lady Win­dermere.

				“Well, my dear,” said the Duch­ess, “I like—”

				“Com­fort,” said Mr. Podgers, “and mod­ern im­prove­ments, and hot wa­ter laid on in every bed­room. Your Grace is quite right. Com­fort is the only thing our civil­isa­tion can give us.

				“You have told the Duch­ess’s char­ac­ter ad­mir­ably, Mr. Podgers, and now you must tell Lady Flora’s,” and in an­swer to a nod from the smil­ing host­ess, a tall girl, with sandy Scotch hair, and high shoulder-blades, stepped awk­wardly from be­hind the sofa, and held out a long, bony hand with spat­u­late fin­gers.

				“Ah, a pi­an­ist! I see,” said Mr. Podgers, “an ex­cel­lent pi­an­ist, but per­haps hardly a mu­si­cian. Very re­served, very hon­est, and with a great love of an­im­als.”

				“Quite true!” ex­claimed the Duch­ess, turn­ing to Lady Win­dermere, “ab­so­lutely true! Flora keeps two dozen col­lie dogs at Macloskie, and would turn our town house in­to a me­na­ger­ie if her fath­er would let her.”

				“Well, that is just what I do with my house every Thursday even­ing,” cried Lady Win­dermere, laugh­ing, “only I like lions bet­ter than col­lie dogs.”

				“Your one mis­take, Lady Win­dermere,” said Mr. Podgers, with a pom­pous bow.

				“If a wo­man can’t make her mis­takes charm­ing, she is only a fe­male,” was the an­swer. “But you must read some more hands for us. Come, Sir Thomas, show Mr. Podgers yours,” and a gen­i­al-look­ing old gen­tle­man, in a white waist­coat, came for­ward, and held out a thick rugged hand, with a very long third fin­ger.

				“An ad­ven­tur­ous nature; four long voy­ages in the past, and one to come. Been ship­wrecked three times. No, only twice, but in danger of a ship­wreck your next jour­ney. A strong Con­ser­vat­ive, very punc­tu­al, and with a pas­sion for col­lect­ing curi­os­it­ies. Had a severe ill­ness between the ages six­teen and eight­een. Was left a for­tune when about thirty. Great aver­sion to cats and Rad­ic­als.”

				“Ex­traordin­ary!” ex­claimed Sir Thomas; “you must really tell my wife’s hand, too.”

				“Your second wife’s,” said Mr. Podgers quietly, still keep­ing Sir Thomas’s hand in his. “Your second wife’s. I shall be charmed,” but Lady Mar­vel, a mel­an­choly-look­ing wo­man, with brown hair and sen­ti­ment­al eye­lashes, en­tirely de­clined to have her past or her fu­ture ex­posed; and noth­ing that Lady Win­dermere could do would in­duce Mon­sieur de Ko­loff, the Rus­si­an Am­bas­sad­or, even to take his gloves off. In fact, many people seemed afraid to face the odd little man with his ste­reo­typed smile, his gold spec­tacles, and his bright, beady eyes; and when he told poor Lady Fer­mor, right out be­fore every­one, that she did not care a bit for mu­sic, but was ex­tremely fond of mu­si­cians, it was gen­er­ally felt that cheir­o­mancy was a most dan­ger­ous sci­ence, and one that ought not to be en­cour­aged, ex­cept in a tête-à-tête.

				Lord Ar­thur Savile, how­ever, who did not know any­thing about Lady Fer­mor’s un­for­tu­nate story, and who had been watch­ing Mr. Podgers with a great deal of in­terest, was filled with an im­mense curi­os­ity to have his own hand read, and feel­ing some­what shy about put­ting him­self for­ward, crossed over the room to where Lady Win­dermere was sit­ting, and, with a charm­ing blush, asked her if she thought Mr. Podgers would mind.

				“Of course, he won’t mind,” said Lady Win­dermere, “that is what he is here for. All my lions, Lord Ar­thur, are per­form­ing lions, and jump through hoops whenev­er I ask them. But I must warn you be­fore­hand that I shall tell Sybil everything. She is com­ing to lunch with me to­mor­row, to talk about bon­nets, and if Mr. Podgers finds out that you have a bad tem­per, or a tend­ency to gout, or a wife liv­ing in Bayswa­ter, I shall cer­tainly let her know all about it.”

				Lord Ar­thur smiled, and shook his head. “I am not afraid,” he answered. “Sybil knows me as well as I know her.”

				“Ah! I am a little sorry to hear you say that. The prop­er basis for mar­riage is a mu­tu­al mis­un­der­stand­ing. No, I am not at all cyn­ic­al, I have merely got ex­per­i­ence, which, how­ever, is very much the same thing. Mr. Podgers, Lord Ar­thur Savile is dy­ing to have his hand read. Don’t tell him that he is en­gaged to one of the most beau­ti­ful girls in Lon­don, be­cause that ap­peared in the Morn­ing Post a month ago.

				“Dear Lady Win­dermere,” cried the Mar­chion­ess of Jed­burgh, “do let Mr. Podgers stay here a little longer. He has just told me I should go on the stage, and I am so in­ter­ested.”

				“If he has told you that, Lady Jed­burgh, I shall cer­tainly take him away. Come over at once, Mr. Podgers, and read Lord Ar­thur’s hand.”

				“Well,” said Lady Jed­burgh, mak­ing a little moue as she rose from the sofa, “if I am not to be al­lowed to go on the stage, I must be al­lowed to be part of the audi­ence at any rate.”

				“Of course; we are all go­ing to be part of the audi­ence,” said Lady Win­dermere; “and now, Mr. Podgers, be sure and tell us some­thing nice. Lord Ar­thur is one of my spe­cial fa­vour­ites.”

				But when Mr. Podgers saw Lord Ar­thur’s hand he grew curi­ously pale, and said noth­ing. A shud­der seemed to pass through him, and his great bushy eye­brows twitched con­vuls­ively, in an odd, ir­rit­at­ing way they had when he was puzzled. Then some huge beads of per­spir­a­tion broke out on his yel­low fore­head, like a pois­on­ous dew, and his fat fin­gers grew cold and clammy.

				Lord Ar­thur did not fail to no­tice these strange signs of agit­a­tion, and, for the first time in his life, he him­self felt fear. His im­pulse was to rush from the room, but he re­strained him­self. It was bet­ter to know the worst, whatever it was, than to be left in this hideous un­cer­tainty.

				“I am wait­ing, Mr. Podgers,” he said.

				“We are all wait­ing,” cried Lady Win­dermere, in her quick, im­pa­tient man­ner, but the cheir­o­mantist made no reply.

				“I be­lieve Ar­thur is go­ing on the stage,” said Lady Jed­burgh, “and that, after your scold­ing, Mr. Podgers is afraid to tell him so.”

				Sud­denly Mr. Podgers dropped Lord Ar­thur’s right hand, and seized hold of his left, bend­ing down so low to ex­am­ine it that the gold rims of his spec­tacles seemed al­most to touch the palm. For a mo­ment his face be­came a white mask of hor­ror, but he soon re­covered his sang­froid, and look­ing up at Lady Win­dermere, said with a forced smile, “It is the hand of a charm­ing young man.”

				“Of course it is!” answered Lady Win­dermere, “but will he be a charm­ing hus­band? That is what I want to know.”

				“All charm­ing young men are,” said Mr. Podgers.

				“I don’t think a hus­band should be too fas­cin­at­ing,” mur­mured Lady Jed­burgh pens­ively, “it is so dan­ger­ous.”

				“My dear child, they nev­er are too fas­cin­at­ing,” cried Lady Win­dermere. “But what I want are de­tails. De­tails are the only things that in­terest. What is go­ing to hap­pen to Lord Ar­thur?”

				“Well, with­in the next few months Lord Ar­thur will go a voy­age—”

				“Oh yes, his hon­ey­moon, of course!”

				“And lose a re­l­at­ive.”

				“Not his sis­ter, I hope?” said Lady Jed­burgh, in a piteous tone of voice.

				“Cer­tainly not his sis­ter,” answered Mr. Podgers, with a de­prec­at­ing wave of the hand, “a dis­tant re­l­at­ive merely.”

				“Well, I am dread­fully dis­ap­poin­ted,” said Lady Win­dermere. “I have ab­so­lutely noth­ing to tell Sybil to­mor­row. No one cares about dis­tant re­l­at­ives nowadays. They went out of fash­ion years ago. How­ever, I sup­pose she had bet­ter have a black silk by her; it al­ways does for church, you know. And now let us go to sup­per. They are sure to have eaten everything up, but we may find some hot soup. François used to make ex­cel­lent soup once, but he is so agit­ated about polit­ics at present, that I nev­er feel quite cer­tain about him. I do wish Gen­er­al Boulanger would keep quiet. Duch­ess, I am sure you are tired?”

				“Not at all, dear Gladys,” answered the Duch­ess, wad­dling to­wards the door. “I have en­joyed my­self im­mensely, and the cheir­o­pod­ist, I mean the cheir­o­mantist, is most in­ter­est­ing. Flora, where can my tor­toise­shell fan be? Oh, thank you, Sir Thomas, so much. And my lace shawl, Flora? Oh, thank you, Sir Thomas, very kind, I’m sure,” and the worthy creature fi­nally man­aged to get down­stairs without drop­ping her scent-bottle more than twice.

				All this time Lord Ar­thur Savile had re­mained stand­ing by the fire­place, with the same feel­ing of dread over him, the same sick­en­ing sense of com­ing evil. He smiled sadly at his sis­ter, as she swept past him on Lord Plym­dale’s arm, look­ing lovely in her pink bro­cade and pearls, and he hardly heard Lady Win­dermere when she called to him to fol­low her. He thought of Sybil Mer­ton, and the idea that any­thing could come between them made his eyes dim with tears.

				Look­ing at him, one would have said that Nemes­is had stolen the shield of Pal­las, and shown him the Gor­gon’s head. He seemed turned to stone, and his face was like marble in its mel­an­choly. He had lived the del­ic­ate and lux­uri­ous life of a young man of birth and for­tune, a life ex­quis­ite in its free­dom from sor­did care, its beau­ti­ful boy­ish in­souciance; and now for the first time he be­came con­scious of the ter­rible mys­tery of Des­tiny, of the aw­ful mean­ing of Doom.

				How mad and mon­strous it all seemed! Could it be that writ­ten on his hand, in char­ac­ters that he could not read him­self, but that an­oth­er could de­cipher, was some fear­ful secret of sin, some blood-red sign of crime? Was there no es­cape pos­sible? Were we no bet­ter than chess­men, moved by an un­seen power, ves­sels the pot­ter fash­ions at his fancy, for hon­our or for shame? His reas­on re­vol­ted against it, and yet he felt that some tragedy was hanging over him, and that he had been sud­denly called upon to bear an in­tol­er­able bur­den. Act­ors are so for­tu­nate. They can choose wheth­er they will ap­pear in tragedy or in com­edy, wheth­er they will suf­fer or make merry, laugh or shed tears. But in real life it is dif­fer­ent. Most men and wo­men are forced to per­form parts for which they have no qual­i­fic­a­tions. Our Guilden­sterns play Ham­let for us, and our Ham­lets have to jest like Prince Hal. The world is a stage, but the play is badly cast.

				Sud­denly Mr. Podgers entered the room. When he saw Lord Ar­thur he star­ted, and his coarse, fat face be­came a sort of green­ish-yel­low col­our. The two men’s eyes met, and for a mo­ment there was si­lence.

				“The Duch­ess has left one of her gloves here, Lord Ar­thur, and has asked me to bring it to her,” said Mr. Podgers fi­nally. “Ah, I see it on the sofa! Good even­ing.”

				“Mr. Podgers, I must in­sist on your giv­ing me a straight­for­ward an­swer to a ques­tion I am go­ing to put to you.”

				“An­oth­er time, Lord Ar­thur, but the Duch­ess is anxious. I am afraid I must go.”

				“You shall not go. The Duch­ess is in no hurry.”

				“Ladies should not be kept wait­ing, Lord Ar­thur,” said Mr. Podgers, with his sickly smile. “The fair sex is apt to be im­pa­tient.”

				Lord Ar­thur’s finely-chis­elled lips curled in petu­lant dis­dain. The poor Duch­ess seemed to him of very little im­port­ance at that mo­ment. He walked across the room to where Mr. Podgers was stand­ing, and held his hand out.

				“Tell me what you saw there,” he said. “Tell me the truth. I must know it. I am not a child.”

				Mr. Podgers’s eyes blinked be­hind his gold-rimmed spec­tacles, and he moved un­eas­ily from one foot to the oth­er, while his fin­gers played nervously with a flash watch-chain.

				“What makes you think that I saw any­thing in your hand, Lord Ar­thur, more than I told you?”

				“I know you did, and I in­sist on your telling me what it was. I will pay you. I will give you a cheque for a hun­dred pounds.”

				The green eyes flashed for a mo­ment, and then be­came dull again.

				“Guineas?” said Mr. Podgers at last, in a low voice.

				“Cer­tainly. I will send you a cheque to­mor­row. What is your club?”

				“I have no club. That is to say, not just at present. My ad­dress is—, but al­low me to give you my card,” and pro­du­cing a bit of gilt-edge paste­board from his waist­coat pock­et, Mr. Podgers handed it, with a low bow, to Lord Ar­thur, who read on it,

				
					Mr. Sep­timus R. Podgers

					Pro­fes­sion­al Cheir­o­mantist

					103a West Moon Street

				

				“My hours are from ten to four,” mur­mured Mr. Podgers mech­an­ic­ally, “and I make a re­duc­tion for fam­il­ies.”

				“Be quick,” cried Lord Ar­thur, look­ing very pale, and hold­ing his hand out.

				Mr. Podgers glanced nervously round, and drew the heavy portière across the door.

				“It will take a little time, Lord Ar­thur, you had bet­ter sit down.”

				“Be quick, sir,” cried Lord Ar­thur again, stamp­ing his foot an­grily on the pol­ished floor.

				Mr. Podgers smiled, drew from his breast-pock­et a small mag­ni­fy­ing glass, and wiped it care­fully with his handker­chief.

				“I am quite ready,” he said.

			
			
				II

				Ten minutes later, with face blanched by ter­ror, and eyes wild with grief, Lord Ar­thur Savile rushed from Bentinck House, crush­ing his way through the crowd of fur-coated foot­men that stood round the large striped awn­ing, and seem­ing not to see or hear any­thing. The night was bit­ter cold, and the gas-lamps round the square flared and flickered in the keen wind; but his hands were hot with fever, and his fore­head burned like fire. On and on he went, al­most with the gait of a drunk­en man. A po­lice­man looked curi­ously at him as he passed, and a beg­gar, who slouched from an arch­way to ask for alms, grew frightened, see­ing misery great­er than his own. Once he stopped un­der a lamp, and looked at his hands. He thought he could de­tect the stain of blood already upon them, and a faint cry broke from his trem­bling lips.

				Murder! that is what the cheir­o­mantist had seen there. Murder! The very night seemed to know it, and the des­ol­ate wind to howl it in his ear. The dark corners of the streets were full of it. It grinned at him from the roofs of the houses.

				First he came to the Park, whose sombre wood­land seemed to fas­cin­ate him. He leaned wear­ily up against the rail­ings, cool­ing his brow against the wet met­al, and listen­ing to the trem­u­lous si­lence of the trees. “Murder! murder!” he kept re­peat­ing, as though it­er­a­tion could dim the hor­ror of the word. The sound of his own voice made him shud­der, yet he al­most hoped that Echo might hear him, and wake the slum­ber­ing city from its dreams. He felt a mad de­sire to stop the cas­u­al passerby, and tell him everything.

				Then he wandered across Ox­ford Street in­to nar­row, shame­ful al­leys. Two wo­men with painted faces mocked at him as he went by. From a dark court­yard came a sound of oaths and blows, fol­lowed by shrill screams, and, huddled upon a damp door­step, he saw the crook-backed forms of poverty and eld. A strange pity came over him. Were these chil­dren of sin and misery pre­destined to their end, as he to his? Were they, like him, merely the pup­pets of a mon­strous show?

				And yet it was not the mys­tery, but the com­edy of suf­fer­ing that struck him; its ab­so­lute use­less­ness, its grot­esque want of mean­ing. How in­co­her­ent everything seemed! How lack­ing in all har­mony! He was amazed at the dis­cord between the shal­low op­tim­ism of the day, and the real facts of ex­ist­ence. He was still very young.

				After a time he found him­self in front of Maryle­bone Church. The si­lent road­way looked like a long rib­and of pol­ished sil­ver, flecked here and there by the dark ar­abesques of wav­ing shad­ows. Far in­to the dis­tance curved the line of flick­er­ing gas-lamps, and out­side a little walled-in house stood a sol­it­ary hansom, the driver asleep in­side. He walked hast­ily in the dir­ec­tion of Port­land Place, now and then look­ing round, as though he feared that he was be­ing fol­lowed. At the corner of Rich Street stood two men, read­ing a small bill upon a hoard­ing. An odd feel­ing of curi­os­ity stirred him, and he crossed over. As he came near, the word “Murder,” prin­ted in black let­ters, met his eye. He star­ted, and a deep flush came in­to his cheek. It was an ad­vert­ise­ment of­fer­ing a re­ward for any in­form­a­tion lead­ing to the ar­rest of a man of me­di­um height, between thirty and forty years of age, wear­ing a bil­ly­cock hat, a black coat, and check trousers, and with a scar upon his right cheek. He read it over and over again, and wondered if the wretched man would be caught, and how he had been scarred. Per­haps, some day, his own name might be plac­arded on the walls of Lon­don. Some day, per­haps, a price would be set on his head also.

				The thought made him sick with hor­ror. He turned on his heel, and hur­ried on in­to the night.

				Where he went he hardly knew. He had a dim memory of wan­der­ing through a labyrinth of sor­did houses, of be­ing lost in a gi­ant web of sombre streets, and it was bright dawn when he found him­self at last in Pic­ca­dilly Cir­cus. As he strolled home to­wards Bel­grave Square, he met the great wag­ons on their way to Cov­ent Garden. The white-smocked carters, with their pleas­ant sun­burnt faces and coarse curly hair, strode sturdily on, crack­ing their whips, and call­ing out now and then to each oth­er; on the back of a huge grey horse, the lead­er of a jangling team, sat a chubby boy, with a bunch of prim­roses in his battered hat, keep­ing tight hold of the mane with his little hands, and laugh­ing; and the great piles of ve­get­ables looked like masses of jade against the morn­ing sky, like masses of green jade against the pink petals of some mar­vel­lous rose. Lord Ar­thur felt curi­ously af­fected, he could not tell why. There was some­thing in the dawn’s del­ic­ate love­li­ness that seemed to him in­ex­press­ibly pathet­ic, and he thought of all the days that break in beauty, and that set in storm. These rus­tics, too, with their rough, good-hu­moured voices, and their non­chal­ant ways, what a strange Lon­don they saw! A Lon­don free from the sin of night and the smoke of day, a pal­lid, ghost­like city, a des­ol­ate town of tombs! He wondered what they thought of it, and wheth­er they knew any­thing of its splend­our and its shame, of its fierce, fiery-col­oured joys, and its hor­rible hun­ger, of all it makes and mars from morn to eve. Prob­ably it was to them merely a mart where they brought their fruits to sell, and where they tar­ried for a few hours at most, leav­ing the streets still si­lent, the houses still asleep. It gave him pleas­ure to watch them as they went by. Rude as they were, with their heavy, hob­nailed shoes, and their awk­ward gait, they brought a little of a ready with them. He felt that they had lived with Nature, and that she had taught them peace. He en­vied them all that they did not know.

				By the time he had reached Bel­grave Square the sky was a faint blue, and the birds were be­gin­ning to twit­ter in the gar­dens.

			
			
				III

				When Lord Ar­thur woke it was twelve o’clock, and the mid­day sun was stream­ing through the ivory-silk cur­tains of his room. He got up and looked out of the win­dow. A dim haze of heat was hanging over the great city, and the roofs of the houses were like dull sil­ver. In the flick­er­ing green of the square be­low some chil­dren were flit­ting about like white but­ter­flies, and the pave­ment was crowded with people on their way to the Park. Nev­er had life seemed love­li­er to him, nev­er had the things of evil seemed more re­mote.

				Then his valet brought him a cup of chocol­ate on a tray. After he had drunk it, he drew aside a heavy portière of peach-col­oured plush, and passed in­to the bath­room. The light stole softly from above, through thin slabs of trans­par­ent onyx, and the wa­ter in the marble tank glimmered like a moon­stone. He plunged hast­ily in, till the cool ripples touched throat and hair, and then dipped his head right un­der, as though he would have wiped away the stain of some shame­ful memory. When he stepped out he felt al­most at peace. The ex­quis­ite phys­ic­al con­di­tions of the mo­ment had dom­in­ated him, as in­deed of­ten hap­pens in the case of very finely-wrought natures, for the senses, like fire, can puri­fy as well as des­troy.

				After break­fast, he flung him­self down on a di­van, and lit a ci­gar­ette. On the man­tel-shelf, framed in dainty old bro­cade, stood a large pho­to­graph of Sybil Mer­ton, as he had seen her first at Lady Noel’s ball. The small, ex­quis­itely-shaped head drooped slightly to one side, as though the thin, reed-like throat could hardly bear the bur­den of so much beauty; the lips were slightly par­ted, and seemed made for sweet mu­sic; and all the tender pur­ity of girl­hood looked out in won­der from the dream­ing eyes. With her soft, cling­ing dress of crêpe-de-chine, and her large leaf-shaped fan, she looked like one of those del­ic­ate little fig­ures men find in the olive-woods near Ta­na­gra; and there was a touch of Greek grace in her pose and at­ti­tude. Yet she was not petite. She was simply per­fectly pro­por­tioned—a rare thing in an age when so many wo­men are either over life-size or in­sig­ni­fic­ant.

				Now as Lord Ar­thur looked at her, he was filled with the ter­rible pity that is born of love. He felt that to marry her, with the doom of murder hanging over his head, would be a be­tray­al like that of Ju­das, a sin worse than any the Bor­gia had ever dreamed of. What hap­pi­ness could there be for them, when at any mo­ment he might be called upon to carry out the aw­ful proph­ecy writ­ten in his hand? What man­ner of life would be theirs while Fate still held this fear­ful for­tune in the scales? The mar­riage must be post­poned, at all costs. Of this he was quite re­solved. Ar­dently though he loved the girl, and the mere touch of her fin­gers, when they sat to­geth­er, made each nerve of his body thrill with ex­quis­ite joy, he re­cog­nised none the less clearly where his duty lay, and was fully con­scious of the fact that he had no right to marry un­til he had com­mit­ted the murder. This done, he could stand be­fore the al­tar with Sybil Mer­ton, and give his life in­to her hands without ter­ror of wrong­do­ing. This done, he could take her to his arms, know­ing that she would nev­er have to blush for him, nev­er have to hang her head in shame. But done it must be first; and the soon­er the bet­ter for both.

				Many men in his po­s­i­tion would have pre­ferred the prim­rose path of dal­li­ance to the steep heights of duty; but Lord Ar­thur was too con­scien­tious to set pleas­ure above prin­ciple. There was more than mere pas­sion in his love; and Sybil was to him a sym­bol of all that is good and noble. For a mo­ment he had a nat­ur­al re­pug­nance against what he was asked to do, but it soon passed away. His heart told him that it was not a sin, but a sac­ri­fice; his reas­on re­minded him that there was no oth­er course open. He had to choose between liv­ing for him­self and liv­ing for oth­ers, and ter­rible though the task laid upon him un­doubtedly was, yet he knew that he must not suf­fer selfish­ness to tri­umph over love. Soon­er or later we are all called upon to de­cide on the same is­sue—of us all, the same ques­tion is asked. To Lord Ar­thur it came early in life—be­fore his nature had been spoiled by the cal­cu­lat­ing cyn­icism of middle-age, or his heart cor­roded by the shal­low, fash­ion­able egot­ism of our day, and he felt no hes­it­a­tion about do­ing his duty. For­tu­nately also, for him, he was no mere dream­er, or idle di­let­tante. Had he been so, he would have hes­it­ated, like Ham­let, and let ir­res­ol­u­tion mar his pur­pose. But he was es­sen­tially prac­tic­al. Life to him meant ac­tion, rather than thought. He had that rarest of all things, com­mon sense.

				The wild, tur­bid feel­ings of the pre­vi­ous night had by this time com­pletely passed away, and it was al­most with a sense of shame that he looked back upon his mad wan­der­ings from street to street, his fierce emo­tion­al agony. The very sin­cer­ity of his suf­fer­ings made them seem un­real to him now. He wondered how he could have been so fool­ish as to rant and rave about the in­ev­it­able. The only ques­tion that seemed to trouble him was, whom to make away with; for he was not blind to the fact that murder, like the re­li­gions of the Pa­gan world, re­quires a vic­tim as well as a priest. Not be­ing a geni­us, he had no en­emies, and in­deed he felt that this was not the time for the grat­i­fic­a­tion of any per­son­al pique or dis­like, the mis­sion in which he was en­gaged be­ing one of great and grave solem­nity. He ac­cord­ingly made out a list of his friends and re­l­at­ives on a sheet of note­pa­per, and after care­ful con­sid­er­a­tion, de­cided in fa­vour of Lady Clem­entina Beauchamp, a dear old lady who lived in Curzon Street, and was his own second cous­in by his moth­er’s side. He had al­ways been very fond of Lady Clem, as every­one called her, and as he was very wealthy him­self, hav­ing come in­to all Lord Rugby’s prop­erty when he came of age, there was no pos­sib­il­ity of his de­riv­ing any vul­gar mon­et­ary ad­vant­age by her death. In fact, the more he thought over the mat­ter, the more she seemed to him to be just the right per­son, and, feel­ing that any delay would be un­fair to Sybil, he de­term­ined to make his ar­range­ments at once.

				The first thing to be done was, of course, to settle with the cheir­o­mantist; so he sat down at a small Sheraton writ­ing-table that stood near the win­dow, drew a cheque for £105, pay­able to the or­der of Mr. Sep­timus Podgers, and, en­clos­ing it in an en­vel­ope, told his valet to take it to West Moon Street. He then tele­phoned to the stables for his hansom, and dressed to go out. As he was leav­ing the room he looked back at Sybil Mer­ton’s pho­to­graph, and swore that, come what may, he would nev­er let her know what he was do­ing for her sake, but would keep the secret of his self-sac­ri­fice hid­den al­ways in his heart.

				On his way to the Buck­ing­ham, he stopped at a flor­ist’s, and sent Sybil a beau­ti­ful bas­ket of nar­cissus, with lovely white petals and star­ing pheas­ants’ eyes, and on ar­riv­ing at the club, went straight to the lib­rary, rang the bell, and ordered the waiter to bring him a lem­on-and-soda, and a book on Tox­ic­o­logy. He had fully de­cided that pois­on was the best means to ad­opt in this trouble­some busi­ness. Any­thing like per­son­al vi­ol­ence was ex­tremely dis­taste­ful to him, and be­sides, he was very anxious not to murder Lady Clem­entina in any way that might at­tract pub­lic at­ten­tion, as he hated the idea of be­ing li­on­ised at Lady Win­dermere’s, or see­ing his name fig­ur­ing in the para­graphs of vul­gar so­ci­ety—news­pa­pers. He had also to think of Sybil’s fath­er and moth­er, who were rather old-fash­ioned people, and might pos­sibly ob­ject to the mar­riage if there was any­thing like a scan­dal, though he felt cer­tain that if he told them the whole facts of the case they would be the very first to ap­pre­ci­ate the motives that had ac­tu­ated him. He had every reas­on, then, to de­cide in fa­vour of pois­on. It was safe, sure, and quiet, and did away with any ne­ces­sity for pain­ful scenes, to which, like most Eng­lish­men, he had a rooted ob­jec­tion.

				Of the sci­ence of pois­ons, how­ever, he knew ab­so­lutely noth­ing, and as the waiter seemed quite un­able to find any­thing in the lib­rary but Ruff’s Guide and Bailey’s Magazine, he ex­amined the book­shelves him­self, and fi­nally came across a hand­somely-bound edi­tion of the Phar­ma­co­poeia, and a copy of Er­skine’s Tox­ic­o­logy, ed­ited by Sir Math­ew Re­id, the Pres­id­ent of the Roy­al Col­lege of Phys­i­cians, and one of the old­est mem­bers of the Buck­ing­ham, hav­ing been elec­ted in mis­take for some­body else; a contretemps that so en­raged the Com­mit­tee, that when the real man came up they black­balled him un­an­im­ously. Lord Ar­thur was a good deal puzzled at the tech­nic­al terms used in both books, and had be­gun to re­gret that he had not paid more at­ten­tion to his clas­sics at Ox­ford, when in the second volume of Er­skine, he found a very in­ter­est­ing and com­plete ac­count of the prop­er­ties of acon­it­ine, writ­ten in fairly clear Eng­lish. It seemed to him to be ex­actly the pois­on he wanted. It was swift—in­deed, al­most im­me­di­ate, in its ef­fect—per­fectly pain­less, and when taken in the form of a gelat­ine cap­sule, the mode re­com­men­ded by Sir Math­ew, not by any means un­pal­at­able. He ac­cord­ingly made a note, upon his shirt-cuff, of the amount ne­ces­sary for a fatal dose, put the books back in their places, and strolled up St. James’s Street, to Pestle and Hum­bey’s, the great chem­ists. Mr. Pestle, who al­ways at­ten­ded per­son­ally on the ar­is­to­cracy, was a good deal sur­prised at the or­der, and in a very de­fer­en­tial man­ner mur­mured some­thing about a med­ic­al cer­ti­fic­ate be­ing ne­ces­sary. How­ever, as soon as Lord Ar­thur ex­plained to him that it was for a large Nor­we­gi­an mastiff that he was ob­liged to get rid of, as it showed signs of in­cip­i­ent ra­bies, and had already bit­ten the coach­man twice in the calf of the leg, he ex­pressed him­self as be­ing per­fectly sat­is­fied, com­pli­men­ted Lord Ar­thur on his won­der­ful know­ledge of Tox­ic­o­logy, and had the pre­scrip­tion made up im­me­di­ately.

				Lord Ar­thur put the cap­sule in­to a pretty little sil­ver bon­bon­nière that he saw in a shop win­dow in Bond Street, threw away Pestle and Ham­bey’s ugly pill­box, and drove off at once to Lady Clem­entina’s.

				“Well, mon­sieur le mauvais sujet,” cried the old lady, as he entered the room, “why haven’t you been to see me all this time?”

				“My dear Lady Clem, I nev­er have a mo­ment to my­self,” said Lord Ar­thur, smil­ing.

				“I sup­pose you mean that you go about all day long with Miss Sybil Mer­ton, buy­ing chif­fons and talk­ing non­sense? I can­not un­der­stand why people make such a fuss about be­ing mar­ried. In my day we nev­er dreamed of billing and coo­ing in pub­lic, or in private for that mat­ter.”

				“I as­sure you I have not seen Sybil for twenty-four hours, Lady Clem. As far as I can make out, she be­longs en­tirely to her mil­liners.”

				“Of course; that is the only reas­on you come to see an ugly old wo­man like my­self. I won­der you men don’t take warn­ing. On a fait des fol­ies pour moi, and here I am, a poor rheum­at­ic creature, with a false front and a bad tem­per. Why, if it were not for dear Lady Jansen, who sends me all the worst French nov­els she can find, I don’t think I could get through the day. Doc­tors are no use at all, ex­cept to get fees out of one. They can’t even cure my heart­burn.”

				“I have brought you a cure for that, Lady Clem,” said Lord Ar­thur gravely. “It is a won­der­ful thing, in­ven­ted by an Amer­ic­an.”

				“I don’t think I like Amer­ic­an in­ven­tions, Ar­thur. I am quite sure I don’t. I read some Amer­ic­an nov­els lately, and they were quite non­sensic­al.”

				“Oh, but there is no non­sense at all about this, Lady Clem! I as­sure you it is a per­fect cure. You must prom­ise to try it,” and Lord Ar­thur brought the little box out of his pock­et, and handed it to her.

				“Well, the box is charm­ing, Ar­thur. Is it really a present? That is very sweet of you. And is this the won­der­ful medi­cine? It looks like a bon­bon. I’ll take it at once.”

				“Good heav­ens! Lady Clem,” cried Lord Ar­thur, catch­ing hold of her hand, “you mustn’t do any­thing of the kind. It is a ho­moe­opath­ic medi­cine, and if you take it without hav­ing heart­burn, it might do you no end of harm. Wait till you have an at­tack, and take it then. You will be as­ton­ished at the res­ult.”

				“I should like to take it now,” said Lady Clem­entina, hold­ing up to the light the little trans­par­ent cap­sule, with its float­ing bubble of li­quid acon­it­ine. “I am sure it is de­li­cious. The fact is that, though I hate doc­tors, I love medi­cines. How­ever, I’ll keep it till my next at­tack.”

				“And when will that be?” asked Lord Ar­thur eagerly. “Will it be soon?”

				“I hope not for a week. I had a very bad time yes­ter­day morn­ing with it. But one nev­er knows.”

				“You are sure to have one be­fore the end of the month then, Lady Clem?”

				“I am afraid so. But how sym­path­et­ic you are today, Ar­thur! Really, Sybil has done you a great deal of good. And now you must run away, for I am din­ing with some very dull people, who won’t talk scan­dal, and I know that if I don’t get my sleep now I shall nev­er be able to keep awake dur­ing din­ner. Good­bye, Ar­thur, give my love to Sybil, and thank you so much for the Amer­ic­an medi­cine.”

				“You won’t for­get to take it, Lady Clem, will you?” said Lord Ar­thur, rising from his seat.

				“Of course I won’t, you silly boy. I think it is most kind of you to think of me, and I shall write and tell you if I want any more.”

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

				That night he had an in­ter­view with Sybil Mer­ton. He told her how he had been sud­denly placed in a po­s­i­tion of ter­rible dif­fi­culty, from which neither hon­our nor duty would al­low him to re­cede. He told her that the mar­riage must be put off for the present, as un­til he had got rid of his fear­ful en­tan­gle­ments, he was not a free man. He im­plored her to trust him, and not to have any doubts about the fu­ture. Everything would come right, but pa­tience was ne­ces­sary.

				The scene took place in the con­ser­vat­ory of Mr. Mer­ton’s house, in Park Lane, where Lord Ar­thur had dined as usu­al. Sybil had nev­er seemed more happy, and for a mo­ment Lord Ar­thur had been temp­ted to play the cow­ard’s part, to write to Lady Clem­entina for the pill, and to let the mar­riage go on as if there was no such per­son as Mr. Podgers in the world. His bet­ter nature, how­ever, soon as­ser­ted it­self, and even when Sybil flung her­self weep­ing in­to his arms, he did not fal­ter. The beauty that stirred his senses had touched his con­science also. He felt that to wreck so fair a life for the sake of a few months’ pleas­ure would be a wrong thing to do.

				He stayed with Sybil till nearly mid­night, com­fort­ing her and be­ing com­for­ted in turn, and early the next morn­ing he left for Venice, after writ­ing a manly, firm let­ter to Mr. Mer­ton about the ne­ces­sary post­pone­ment of the mar­riage.

			
			
				IV

				In Venice he met his broth­er, Lord Sur­bit­on, who happened to have come over from Corfu in his yacht. The two young men spent a de­light­ful fort­night to­geth­er. In the morn­ing they rode on the Lido, or glided up and down the green canals in their long black gon­dola; in the af­ter­noon they usu­ally en­ter­tained vis­it­ors on the yacht; and in the even­ing they dined at Flori­an’s, and smoked in­nu­mer­able ci­gar­ettes on the Piazza. Yet some­how Lord Ar­thur was not happy. Every day he stud­ied the ob­it­u­ary column in the Times, ex­pect­ing to see a no­tice of Lady Clem­entina’s death, but every day he was dis­ap­poin­ted. He began to be afraid that some ac­ci­dent had happened to her, and of­ten re­gret­ted that he had pre­ven­ted her tak­ing the acon­it­ine when she had been so anxious to try its ef­fect. Sybil’s let­ters, too, though full of love, and trust, and ten­der­ness, were of­ten very sad in their tone, and some­times he used to think that he was par­ted from her forever.

				After a fort­night Lord Sur­bit­on got bored with Venice, and de­term­ined to run down the coast to Ravenna, as he heard that there was some cap­it­al cock-shoot­ing in the Pin­etum. Lord Ar­thur at first re­fused ab­so­lutely to come, but Sur­bit­on, of whom he was ex­tremely fond, fi­nally per­suaded him that if he stayed at Danieli’s by him­self he would be moped to death, and on the morn­ing of the 15th they star­ted, with a strong nor’-east wind blow­ing, and a rather choppy sea. The sport was ex­cel­lent, and the free, open-air life brought the col­our back to Lord Ar­thur’s cheek, but about the 22nd he be­came anxious about Lady Clem­entina, and, in spite of Sur­bit­on’s re­mon­strances, came back to Venice by train.

				As he stepped out of his gon­dola on to the hotel steps, the pro­pri­et­or came for­ward to meet him with a sheaf of tele­grams. Lord Ar­thur snatched them out of his hand, and tore them open. Everything had been suc­cess­ful. Lady Clem­entina had died quite sud­denly on the night of the 17th!

				His first thought was for Sybil, and he sent her off a tele­gram an­noun­cing his im­me­di­ate re­turn to Lon­don. He then ordered his valet to pack his things for the night mail, sent his gon­do­liers about five times their prop­er fare, and ran up to his sit­ting-room with a light step and a buoy­ant heart. There he found three let­ters wait­ing for him. One was from Sybil her­self, full of sym­pathy and con­dol­ence. The oth­ers were from his moth­er, and from Lady Clem­entina’s so­li­cit­or. It seemed that the old lady had dined with the Duch­ess that very night, had de­lighted every­one by her wit and es­prit, but had gone home some­what early, com­plain­ing of heart­burn. In the morn­ing she was found dead in her bed, hav­ing ap­par­ently suffered no pain. Sir Math­ew Re­id had been sent for at once, but, of course, there was noth­ing to be done, and she was to be bur­ied on the 22nd at Beauchamp Chal­cote. A few days be­fore she died she had made her will, and left Lord Ar­thur her little house in Curzon Street, and all her fur­niture, per­son­al ef­fects, and pic­tures, with the ex­cep­tion of her col­lec­tion of mini­atures, which was to go to her sis­ter, Lady Mar­garet Rufford, and her amethyst neck­lace, which Sybil Mer­ton was to have. The prop­erty was not of much value; but Mr. Mans­field, the so­li­cit­or, was ex­tremely anxious for Lord Ar­thur to re­turn at once, if pos­sible, as there were a great many bills to be paid, and Lady Clem­entina had nev­er kept any reg­u­lar ac­counts.

				Lord Ar­thur was very much touched by Lady Clem­entina’s kind re­mem­brance of him, and felt that Mr. Podgers had a great deal to an­swer for. His love of Sybil, how­ever, dom­in­ated every oth­er emo­tion, and the con­scious­ness that he had done his duty gave him peace and com­fort. When he ar­rived at Char­ing Cross, he felt per­fectly happy.

				The Mer­tons re­ceived him very kindly. Sybil made him prom­ise that he would nev­er again al­low any­thing to come between them, and the mar­riage was fixed for the 7th June. Life seemed to him once more bright and beau­ti­ful, and all his old glad­ness came back to him again.

				One day, how­ever, as he was go­ing over the house in Curzon Street, in com­pany with Lady Clem­entina’s so­li­cit­or and Sybil her­self, burn­ing pack­ages of faded let­ters, and turn­ing out draw­ers of odd rub­bish, the young girl sud­denly gave a little cry of de­light.

				“What have you found, Sybil?” said Lord Ar­thur, look­ing up from his work, and smil­ing.

				“This lovely little sil­ver bon­bon­nière, Ar­thur. Isn’t it quaint and Dutch? Do give it to me! I know amethysts won’t be­come me till I am over eighty.”

				It was the box that had held the acon­it­ine.

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

				“Of course you can have it, Sybil. I gave it to poor Lady Clem my­self.”

				“Oh! thank you, Ar­thur; and may I have the bon­bon too? I had no no­tion that Lady Clem­entina liked sweets. I thought she was far too in­tel­lec­tu­al.”

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

				“Bon­bon, Sybil? What do you mean?” he said in a slow, hoarse voice.

				“There is one in it, that is all. It looks quite old and dusty, and I have not the slight­est in­ten­tion of eat­ing it. What is the mat­ter, Ar­thur? How white you look!”

				Lord Ar­thur rushed across the room, and seized the box. In­side it was the am­ber-col­oured cap­sule, with its pois­on-bubble. Lady Clem­entina had died a nat­ur­al death after all!

				The shock of the dis­cov­ery was al­most too much for him. He flung the cap­sule in­to the fire, and sank on the sofa with a cry of des­pair.

			
			
				V

				Mr. Mer­ton was a good deal dis­tressed at the second post­pone­ment of the mar­riage, and Lady Ju­lia, who had already ordered her dress for the wed­ding, did all in her power to make Sybil break off the match. Dearly, how­ever, as Sybil loved her moth­er, she had giv­en her whole life in­to Lord Ar­thur’s hands, and noth­ing that Lady Ju­lia could say could make her waver in her faith. As for Lord Ar­thur him­self, it took him days to get over his ter­rible dis­ap­point­ment, and for a time his nerves were com­pletely un­strung. His ex­cel­lent com­mon sense, how­ever, soon as­ser­ted it­self, and his sound, prac­tic­al mind did not leave him long in doubt about what to do. Pois­on hav­ing proved a com­plete fail­ure, dy­nam­ite, or some oth­er form of ex­plos­ive, was ob­vi­ously the prop­er thing to try.

				He ac­cord­ingly looked again over the list of his friends and re­l­at­ives, and, after care­ful con­sid­er­a­tion, de­term­ined to blow up his uncle, the Dean of Chichester. The Dean, who was a man of great cul­ture and learn­ing, was ex­tremely fond of clocks, and had a won­der­ful col­lec­tion of timepieces, ran­ging from the fif­teenth cen­tury to the present day, and it seemed to Lord Ar­thur that this hobby of the good Dean’s offered him an ex­cel­lent op­por­tun­ity for car­ry­ing out his scheme. Where to pro­cure an ex­plos­ive ma­chine was, of course, quite an­oth­er mat­ter. The Lon­don Dir­ect­ory gave him no in­form­a­tion on the point, and he felt that there was very little use in go­ing to Scot­land Yard about it, as they nev­er seemed to know any­thing about the move­ments of the dy­nam­ite fac­tion till after an ex­plo­sion had taken place, and not much even then.

				Sud­denly he thought of his friend Rouv­aloff, a young Rus­si­an of very re­volu­tion­ary tend­en­cies, whom he had met at Lady Win­dermere’s in the winter. Count Rouv­aloff was sup­posed to be writ­ing a life of Peter the Great, and to have come over to Eng­land for the pur­pose of study­ing the doc­u­ments re­lat­ing to that Tsar’s res­id­ence in this coun­try as a ship car­penter; but it was gen­er­ally sus­pec­ted that he was a Ni­hil­ist agent, and there was no doubt that the Rus­si­an Em­bassy did not look with any fa­vour upon his pres­ence in Lon­don. Lord Ar­thur felt that he was just the man for his pur­pose, and drove down one morn­ing to his lodgings in Blooms­bury, to ask his ad­vice and as­sist­ance.

				“So you are tak­ing up polit­ics ser­i­ously?” said Count Rouv­aloff, when Lord Ar­thur had told him the ob­ject of his mis­sion; but Lord Ar­thur, who hated swag­ger of any kind, felt bound to ad­mit to him that he had not the slight­est in­terest in so­cial ques­tions, and simply wanted the ex­plos­ive ma­chine for a purely fam­ily mat­ter, in which no one was con­cerned but him­self.

				Count Rouv­aloff looked at him for some mo­ments in amazement, and then see­ing that he was quite ser­i­ous, wrote an ad­dress on a piece of pa­per, ini­tialled it, and handed it to him across the table.

				“Scot­land Yard would give a good deal to know this ad­dress, my dear fel­low.”

				“They shan’t have it,” cried Lord Ar­thur, laugh­ing; and after shak­ing the young Rus­si­an warmly by the hand he ran down­stairs, ex­amined the pa­per, and told the coach­man to drive to Soho Square.

				There he dis­missed him, and strolled down Greek Street, till he came to a place called Bayle’s Court. He passed un­der the arch­way, and found him­self in a curi­ous cul-de-sac, that was ap­par­ently oc­cu­pied by a French Laun­dry, as a per­fect net­work of clotheslines was stretched across from house to house, and there was a flut­ter of white lin­en in the morn­ing air. He walked right to the end, and knocked at a little green house. After some delay, dur­ing which every win­dow in the court be­came a blurred mass of peer­ing faces, the door was opened by a rather rough-look­ing for­eign­er, who asked him in very bad Eng­lish what his busi­ness was. Lord Ar­thur handed him the pa­per Count Rouv­aloff had giv­en him. When the man saw it he bowed, and in­vited Lord Ar­thur in­to a very shabby front par­lour on the ground floor, and in a few mo­ments Herr Winck­elkopf, as he was called in Eng­land, bustled in­to the room, with a very wine-stained nap­kin round his neck, and a fork in his left hand.

				“Count Rouv­aloff has giv­en me an in­tro­duc­tion to you,” said Lord Ar­thur, bow­ing, “and I am anxious to have a short in­ter­view with you on a mat­ter of busi­ness. My name is Smith, Mr. Robert Smith, and I want you to sup­ply me with an ex­plos­ive clock.”

				“Charmed to meet you, Lord Ar­thur,” said the gen­i­al little Ger­man, laugh­ing. “Don’t look so alarmed, it is my duty to know every­body, and I re­mem­ber see­ing you one even­ing at Lady Win­dermere’s. I hope her lady­ship is quite well. Do you mind sit­ting with me while I fin­ish my break­fast? There is an ex­cel­lent pâté, and my friends are kind enough to say that my Rhine wine is bet­ter than any they get at the Ger­man Em­bassy,” and be­fore Lord Ar­thur had got over his sur­prise at be­ing re­cog­nised, he found him­self seated in the back­room, sip­ping the most de­li­cious Mar­cobrün­ner out of a pale yel­low hock-glass marked with the Im­per­i­al mono­gram, and chat­ting in the friend­li­est man­ner pos­sible to the fam­ous con­spir­at­or.

				“Ex­plos­ive clocks,” said Herr Winck­elkopf, “are not very good things for for­eign ex­port­a­tion, as, even if they suc­ceed in passing the Cus­tom House, the train ser­vice is so ir­reg­u­lar, that they usu­ally go off be­fore they have reached their prop­er des­tin­a­tion. If, how­ever, you want one for home use, I can sup­ply you with an ex­cel­lent art­icle, and guar­an­tee that you will he sat­is­fied with the res­ult. May I ask for whom it is in­ten­ded? If it is for the po­lice, or for any­one con­nec­ted with Scot­land Yard, I am afraid I can­not do any­thing for you. The Eng­lish de­tect­ives are really our best friends, and I have al­ways found that by re­ly­ing on their stu­pid­ity, we can do ex­actly what we like. I could not spare one of them.”

				“I as­sure you,” said Lord Ar­thur, “that it has noth­ing to do with the po­lice at all. In fact, the clock is in­ten­ded for the Dean of Chichester.”

				“Dear me! I had no idea that you felt so strongly about re­li­gion, Lord Ar­thur. Few young men do nowadays.”

				“I am afraid you over­rate me, Herr Winck­elkopf,” said Lord Ar­thur, blush­ing. “The fact is, I really know noth­ing about theo­logy.”

				“It is a purely private mat­ter then?”

				“Purely private.”

				Herr Winck­elkopf shrugged his shoulders, and left the room, re­turn­ing in a few minutes with a round cake of dy­nam­ite about the size of a penny, and a pretty little French clock, sur­moun­ted by an or­molu fig­ure of Liberty tramp­ling on the hy­dra of Des­pot­ism.

				Lord Ar­thur’s face brightened up when he saw it. “That is just what I want,” he cried, “and now tell me how it goes off.”

				“Ah! there is my secret,” answered Herr Winck­elkopf, con­tem­plat­ing his in­ven­tion with a jus­ti­fi­able look of pride; “let me know when you wish it to ex­plode, and I will set the ma­chine to the mo­ment.”

				“Well, today is Tues­day, and if you could send it off at once—”

				“That is im­possible; I have a great deal of im­port­ant work on hand for some friends of mine in Mo­scow. Still, I might send it off to­mor­row.”

				“Oh, it will be quite time enough!” said Lord Ar­thur po­litely, “if it is de­livered to­mor­row night or Thursday morn­ing. For the mo­ment of the ex­plo­sion, say Fri­day at noon ex­actly. The Dean is al­ways at home at that hour.”

				“Fri­day, at noon,” re­peated Herr Winck­elkopf, and he made a note to that ef­fect in a large ledger that was ly­ing on a bur­eau near the fire­place.

				“And now,” said Lord Ar­thur, rising from his seat, “pray let me know how much I am in your debt.”

				“It is such a small mat­ter, Lord Ar­thur, that I do not care to make any charge. The dy­nam­ite comes to sev­en and six­pence, the clock will be three pounds ten, and the car­riage about five shil­lings. I am only too pleased to ob­lige any friend of Count Rouv­aloff’s.”

				“But your trouble, Herr Winck­elkopf?”

				“Oh, that is noth­ing! It is a pleas­ure to me. I do not work for money; I live en­tirely for my art.”

				Lord Ar­thur laid down £4, 2s. 6d. on the table, thanked the little Ger­man for his kind­ness, and, hav­ing suc­ceeded in de­clin­ing an in­vit­a­tion to meet some An­arch­ists at a meat-tea on the fol­low­ing Sat­urday, left the house and went off to the Park.

				For the next two days he was in a state of the greatest ex­cite­ment, and on Fri­day at twelve o’clock he drove down to the Buck­ing­ham to wait for news. All the af­ter­noon the stol­id hall-port­er kept post­ing up tele­grams from vari­ous parts of the coun­try giv­ing the res­ults of horse-races, the ver­dicts in di­vorce suits, the state of the weath­er, and the like, while the tape ticked out wear­i­some de­tails about an all-night sit­ting in the House of Com­mons, and a small pan­ic on the Stock Ex­change. At four o’clock the even­ing pa­pers came in, and Lord Ar­thur dis­ap­peared in­to the lib­rary with the Pall Mall, the St. James’s, the Globe, and the Echo, to the im­mense in­dig­na­tion of Col­on­el Good­child, who wanted to read the re­ports of a speech he had de­livered that morn­ing at the Man­sion House, on the sub­ject of South Afric­an Mis­sions, and the ad­vis­ab­il­ity of hav­ing black Bish­ops in every province, and for some reas­on or oth­er had a strong pre­ju­dice against the Even­ing News. None of the pa­pers, how­ever, con­tained even the slight­est al­lu­sion to Chichester, and Lord Ar­thur felt that the at­tempt must have failed. It was a ter­rible blow to him, and for a time he was quite un­nerved. Herr Winck­elkopf, whom he went to see the next day was full of elab­or­ate apo­lo­gies, and offered to sup­ply him with an­oth­er clock free of charge, or with a case of ni­trogly­cer­ine bombs at cost price. But he had lost all faith in ex­plos­ives, and Herr Winck­elkopf him­self ac­know­ledged that everything is so adul­ter­ated nowadays, that even dy­nam­ite can hardly be got in a pure con­di­tion. The little Ger­man, how­ever, while ad­mit­ting that some­thing must have gone wrong with the ma­chinery, was not without hope that the clock might still go off, and in­stanced the case of a ba­ro­met­er that he had once sent to the mil­it­ary Gov­ernor at Odessa, which, though timed to ex­plode in ten days, had not done so for some­thing like three months. It was quite true that when it did go off, it merely suc­ceeded in blow­ing a house­maid to atoms, the Gov­ernor hav­ing gone out of town six weeks be­fore, but at least it showed that dy­nam­ite, as a de­struct­ive force, was, when un­der the con­trol of ma­chinery, a power­ful, though a some­what un­punc­tu­al agent. Lord Ar­thur was a little con­soled by this re­flec­tion, but even here he was destined to dis­ap­point­ment, for two days af­ter­wards, as he was go­ing up­stairs, the Duch­ess called him in­to her bou­doir, and showed him a let­ter she had just re­ceived from the Dean­ery.

				“Jane writes charm­ing let­ters,” said the Duch­ess; “you must really read her last. It is quite as good as the nov­els Mudie sends us.”

				Lord Ar­thur seized the let­ter from her hand. It ran as fol­lows:—

				
					
						The Dean­ery, Chichester,

						27th May.

					
					My Dearest Aunt,

					Thank you so much for the flan­nel for the Dor­cas So­ci­ety, and also for the ging­ham. I quite agree with you that it is non­sense their want­ing to wear pretty things, but every­body is so Rad­ic­al and ir­re­li­gious nowadays, that it is dif­fi­cult to make them see that they should not try and dress like the up­per classes. I am sure I don’t know what we are com­ing to. As papa has of­ten said in his ser­mons, we live in an age of un­be­lief.

					We have had great fun over a clock that an un­known ad­mirer sent papa last Thursday. It ar­rived in a wooden box from Lon­don, car­riage paid, and papa feels it must have been sent by someone who had read his re­mark­able ser­mon, “Is Li­cence Liberty?” for on the top of the clock was a fig­ure of a wo­man, with what papa said was the cap of Liberty on her head. I didn’t think it very be­com­ing my­self, but papa said it was his­tor­ic­al, so I sup­pose it is all right. Park­er un­packed it, and papa put it on the man­tel­piece in the lib­rary, and we were all sit­ting there on Fri­day morn­ing, when just as the clock struck twelve, we heard a whirr­ing noise, a little puff of smoke came from the ped­es­tal of the fig­ure, and the god­dess of Liberty fell off, and broke her nose on the fend­er! Maria was quite alarmed, but it looked so ri­dicu­lous, that James and I went off in­to fits of laughter, and even papa was amused. When we ex­amined it, we found it was a sort of alarm clock, and that, if you set it to a par­tic­u­lar hour, and put some gun­powder and a cap un­der a little ham­mer, it went off whenev­er you wanted. Papa said it must not re­main in the lib­rary, as it made a noise, so Reg­gie car­ried it away to the school­room, and does noth­ing but have small ex­plo­sions all day long. Do you think Ar­thur would like one for a wed­ding present? I sup­pose they are quite fash­ion­able in Lon­don. Papa says they should do a great deal of good, as they show that Liberty can’t last, but must fall down. Papa says Liberty was in­ven­ted at the time of the French Re­volu­tion. How aw­ful it seems!

					I have now to go to the Dor­cas, where I will read them your most in­struct­ive let­ter. How true, dear aunt, your idea is, that in their rank of life they should wear what is un­be­com­ing. I must say it is ab­surd, their anxi­ety about dress, when there are so many more im­port­ant things in this world, and in the next. I am so glad your flowered pop­lin turned out so well, and that your lace was not torn. I am wear­ing my yel­low sat­in, that you so kindly gave me, at the Bish­op’s on Wed­nes­day, and think it will look all right. Would you have bows or not? Jen­nings says that every­one wears bows now, and that the un­der­skirt should be frilled. Reg­gie has just had an­oth­er ex­plo­sion, and papa has ordered the clock to be sent to the stables. I don’t think papa likes it so much as he did at first, though he is very flattered at be­ing sent such a pretty and in­geni­ous toy. It shows that people read his ser­mons, and profit by them.

					Papa sends his love, in which James, and Reg­gie, and Maria all unite, and, hop­ing that Uncle Cecil’s gout is bet­ter, be­lieve me, dear aunt, ever your af­fec­tion­ate niece,

					
						Jane Percy.

						P.S.—Do tell me about the bows. Jen­nings in­sists they are the fash­ion.

					
				

				Lord Ar­thur looked so ser­i­ous and un­happy over the let­ter, that the Duch­ess went in­to fits of laughter.

				“My dear Ar­thur,” she cried, “I shall nev­er show you a young lady’s let­ter again! But what shall I say about the clock? I think it is a cap­it­al in­ven­tion, and I should like to have one my­self.”

				“I don’t think much of them,” said Lord Ar­thur, with a sad smile, and, after kiss­ing his moth­er, he left the room.

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

				At half-past sev­en he dressed, and went down to the club. Sur­bit­on was there with a party of young men, and he was ob­liged to dine with them. Their trivi­al con­ver­sa­tion and idle jests did not in­terest him, and as soon as cof­fee was brought he left them, in­vent­ing some en­gage­ment in or­der to get away. As he was go­ing out of the club, the hall-port­er handed him a let­ter. It was from Herr Winck­elkopf, ask­ing him to call down the next even­ing, and look at an ex­plos­ive um­brella, that went off as soon as it was opened. It was the very latest in­ven­tion, and had just ar­rived from Geneva. He tore the let­ter up in­to frag­ments. He had made up his mind not to try any more ex­per­i­ments. Then he wandered down to the Thames Em­bank­ment, and sat for hours by the river. The moon peered through a mane of tawny clouds, as if it were a li­on’s eye, and in­nu­mer­able stars spangled the hol­low vault, like gold dust powdered on a purple dome. Now and then a barge swung out in­to the tur­bid stream, and floated away with the tide, and the rail­way sig­nals changed from green to scar­let as the trains ran shriek­ing across the bridge. After some time, twelve o’clock boomed from the tall tower at West­min­ster, and at each stroke of the son­or­ous bell the night seemed to tremble. Then the rail­way lights went out, one sol­it­ary lamp left gleam­ing like a large ruby on a gi­ant mast, and the roar of the city be­came faint­er.

				At two o’clock he got up, and strolled to­wards Black­fri­ars. How un­real everything looked! How like a strange dream! The houses on the oth­er side of the river seemed built out of dark­ness. One would have said that sil­ver and shad­ow had fash­ioned the world anew. The huge dome of St. Paul’s loomed like a bubble through the dusky air.

				As he ap­proached Cleo­patra’s Needle he saw a man lean­ing over the para­pet, and as he came near­er the man looked up, the gas­light fall­ing full upon his face.

				It was Mr. Podgers, the cheir­o­mantist! No one could mis­take the fat, flabby face, the gold-rimmed spec­tacles, the sickly feeble smile, the sen­su­al mouth.

				Lord Ar­thur stopped. A bril­liant idea flashed across him, and he stole softly up be­hind. In a mo­ment he had seized Mr. Podgers by the legs, and flung him in­to the Thames. There was a coarse oath, a heavy splash, and all was still. Lord Ar­thur looked anxiously over, but could see noth­ing of the cheir­o­mantist but a tall hat, pi­rou­et­ting in an eddy of moon­lit wa­ter. After a time it also sank, and no trace of Mr. Podgers was vis­ible. Once he thought that he caught sight of the bulky mis­shapen fig­ure strik­ing out for the stair­case by the bridge, and a hor­rible feel­ing of fail­ure came over him, but it turned out to be merely a re­flec­tion, and when the moon shone out from be­hind a cloud it passed away. At last he seemed to have real­ised the de­cree of des­tiny. He heaved a deep sigh of re­lief, and Sybil’s name came to his lips.

				“Have you dropped any­thing, sir?” said a voice be­hind him sud­denly.

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

				“Noth­ing of im­port­ance, ser­geant,” he answered, smil­ing, and hail­ing a passing hansom, he jumped in, and told the man to drive to Bel­grave Square.

				For the next few days he al­tern­ated between hope and fear. There were mo­ments when he al­most ex­pec­ted Mr. Podgers to walk in­to the room, and yet at oth­er times he felt that Fate could not be so un­just to him. Twice he went to the cheir­o­mantist’s ad­dress in West Moon Street, but he could not bring him­self to ring the bell. He longed for cer­tainty, and was afraid of it.

				Fi­nally it came. He was sit­ting in the smoking-room of the club hav­ing tea, and listen­ing rather wear­ily to Sur­bit­on’s ac­count of the last com­ic song at the Gaiety, when the waiter came in with the even­ing pa­pers. He took up the St. James’s, and was list­lessly turn­ing over its pages, when this strange head­ing caught his eye:

				
					
						Sui­cide of a Cheir­o­mantist
					

				

				He turned pale with ex­cite­ment, and began to read. The para­graph ran as fol­lows:

				
					Yes­ter­day morn­ing, at sev­en o’clock, the body of Mr. Sep­timus R. Podgers, the em­in­ent cheir­o­mantist, was washed on shore at Green­wich, just in front of the Ship Hotel. The un­for­tu­nate gen­tle­man had been miss­ing for some days, and con­sid­er­able anxi­ety for his safety had been felt in cheir­o­mantic circles. It is sup­posed that he com­mit­ted sui­cide un­der the in­flu­ence of a tem­por­ary men­tal de­range­ment, caused by over­work, and a ver­dict to that ef­fect was re­turned this af­ter­noon by the cor­on­er’s jury. Mr. Podgers had just com­pleted an elab­or­ate treat­ise on the sub­ject of the Hu­man Hand, that will shortly be pub­lished, when it will no doubt at­tract much at­ten­tion. The de­ceased was sixty-five years of age, and does not seem to have left any re­la­tions.

				

				Lord Ar­thur rushed out of the club with the pa­per still in his hand, to the im­mense amazement of the hall-port­er, who tried in vain to stop him, and drove at once to Park Lane. Sybil saw him from the win­dow, and some­thing told her that he was the bear­er of good news. She ran down to meet him, and, when she saw his face, she knew that all was well.

				“My dear Sybil,” cried Lord Ar­thur, “let us be mar­ried to­mor­row!”

				“You fool­ish boy! Why, the cake is not even ordered!” said Sybil, laugh­ing through her tears.

			
			
				VI

				When the wed­ding took place, some three weeks later, St. Peter’s was crowded with a per­fect mob of smart people. The ser­vice was read in the most im­press­ive man­ner by the Dean of Chichester, and every­body agreed that they had nev­er seen a hand­somer couple than the bride and bride­groom. They were more than hand­some, how­ever—they were happy. Nev­er for a single mo­ment did Lord Ar­thur re­gret all that he had suffered for Sybil’s sake, while she, on her side, gave him the best things a wo­man can give to any man—wor­ship, ten­der­ness, and love. For them ro­mance was not killed by real­ity. They al­ways felt young.

				Some years af­ter­wards, when two beau­ti­ful chil­dren had been born to them, Lady Win­dermere came down on a vis­it to Alton Pri­ory, a lovely old place, that had been the Duke’s wed­ding present to his son; and one af­ter­noon as she was sit­ting with Lady Ar­thur un­der a lime-tree in the garden, watch­ing the little boy and girl as they played up and down the rose-walk, like fit­ful sun­beams, she sud­denly took her host­ess’s hand in hers, and said, “Are you happy, Sybil?”

				“Dear Lady Win­dermere, of course I am happy. Aren’t you?”

				“I have no time to be happy, Sybil. I al­ways like the last per­son who is in­tro­duced to me; but, as a rule, as soon as I know people I get tired of them.”

				“Don’t your lions sat­is­fy you, Lady Win­dermere?”

				“Oh dear, no! lions are only good for one sea­son. As soon as their manes are cut, they are the dullest creatures go­ing. Be­sides, they be­have very badly, if you are really nice to them. Do you re­mem­ber that hor­rid Mr. Podgers? He was a dread­ful im­post­or. Of course, I didn’t mind that at all, and even when he wanted to bor­row money I for­gave him, but I could not stand his mak­ing love to me. He has really made me hate cheir­o­mancy. I go in for tele­pathy now. It is much more amus­ing.”

				“You mustn’t say any­thing against cheir­o­mancy here, Lady Win­dermere; it is the only sub­ject that Ar­thur does not like people to chaff about. I as­sure you he is quite ser­i­ous over it.”

				“You don’t mean to say that he be­lieves in it, Sybil?”

				“Ask him, Lady Win­dermere, here he is,” and Lord Ar­thur came up the garden with a large bunch of yel­low roses in his hand, and his two chil­dren dan­cing round him.

				“Lord Ar­thur?”

				“Yes, Lady Win­dermere.”

				“You don’t mean to say that you be­lieve in cheir­o­mancy?”

				“Of course I do,” said the young man, smil­ing.

				“But why?”

				“Be­cause I owe to it all the hap­pi­ness of my life,” he mur­mured, throw­ing him­self in­to a wick­er chair.

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

				“Sybil,” he answered, hand­ing his wife the roses, and look­ing in­to her vi­ol­et eyes.

				“What non­sense!” cried Lady Win­dermere. “I nev­er heard such non­sense in all my life.”

			
		
	
		
			
				The Canterville Ghost

				A Hy­lo-Ideal­ist­ic Ro­mance

			
			
				I

				When Mr. Hiram B. Ot­is, the Amer­ic­an Min­is­ter, bought Canterville Chase, every­one told him he was do­ing a very fool­ish thing, as there was no doubt at all that the place was haunted. In­deed, Lord Canterville him­self, who was a man of the most punc­tili­ous hon­our, had felt it his duty to men­tion the fact to Mr. Ot­is when they came to dis­cuss terms.

				“We have not cared to live in the place ourselves,” said Lord Canterville, “since my grand­aunt, the Dow­ager Duch­ess of Bolton, was frightened in­to a fit, from which she nev­er really re­covered, by two skel­et­on hands be­ing placed on her shoulders as she was dress­ing for din­ner, and I feel bound to tell you, Mr. Ot­is, that the ghost has been seen by sev­er­al liv­ing mem­bers of my fam­ily, as well as by the rect­or of the par­ish, the Rev. Au­gus­tus Dampi­er, who is a Fel­low of King’s Col­lege, Cam­bridge. After the un­for­tu­nate ac­ci­dent to the Duch­ess, none of our young­er ser­vants would stay with us, and Lady Canterville of­ten got very little sleep at night, in con­sequence of the mys­ter­i­ous noises that came from the cor­ridor and the lib­rary.”

				“My Lord,” answered the Min­is­ter, “I will take the fur­niture and the ghost at a valu­ation. I come from a mod­ern coun­try, where we have everything that money can buy; and with all our spry young fel­lows paint­ing the Old World red, and car­ry­ing off your best act­resses and prima don­nas, I reck­on that if there were such a thing as a ghost in Europe, we’d have it at home in a very short time in one of our pub­lic mu­seums, or on the road as a show.”

				“I fear that the ghost ex­ists,” said Lord Canterville, smil­ing, “though it may have res­isted the over­tures of your en­ter­pris­ing im­pres­ari­os. It has been well known for three cen­tur­ies, since 1584 in fact, and al­ways makes its ap­pear­ance be­fore the death of any mem­ber of our fam­ily.”

				“Well, so does the fam­ily doc­tor for that mat­ter, Lord Canterville. But there is no such thing, sir, as a ghost, and I guess the laws of Nature are not go­ing to be sus­pen­ded for the Brit­ish ar­is­to­cracy.”

				“You are cer­tainly very nat­ur­al in Amer­ica,” answered Lord Canterville, who did not quite un­der­stand Mr. Ot­is’s last ob­ser­va­tion, “and if you don’t mind a ghost in the house, it is all right. Only you must re­mem­ber I warned you.”

				A few weeks after this, the pur­chase was com­pleted, and at the close of the sea­son the Min­is­ter and his fam­ily went down to Canterville Chase. Mrs. Ot­is, who, as Miss Lu­cre­tia R. Tap­pan, of West 53rd Street, had been a cel­eb­rated New York belle, was now a very hand­some, middle-aged wo­man, with fine eyes, and a su­perb pro­file. Many Amer­ic­an ladies on leav­ing their nat­ive land ad­opt an ap­pear­ance of chron­ic ill-health, un­der the im­pres­sion that it is a form of European re­fine­ment, but Mrs. Ot­is had nev­er fallen in­to this er­ror. She had a mag­ni­fi­cent con­sti­tu­tion, and a really won­der­ful amount of an­im­al spir­its. In­deed, in many re­spects, she was quite Eng­lish, and was an ex­cel­lent ex­ample of the fact that we have really everything in com­mon with Amer­ica nowadays, ex­cept, of course, lan­guage. Her eld­est son, christened Wash­ing­ton by his par­ents in a mo­ment of pat­ri­ot­ism, which he nev­er ceased to re­gret, was a fair-haired, rather good-look­ing young man, who had qual­i­fied him­self for Amer­ic­an dip­lomacy by lead­ing the Ger­man at the New­port Casino for three suc­cess­ive sea­sons, and even in Lon­don was well known as an ex­cel­lent dan­cer. Gardeni­as and the peer­age were his only weak­nesses. Oth­er­wise he was ex­tremely sens­ible. Miss Vir­gin­ia E. Ot­is was a little girl of fif­teen, lithe and lovely as a fawn, and with a fine free­dom in her large blue eyes. She was a won­der­ful amazon, and had once raced old Lord Bilton on her pony twice round the park, win­ning by a length and a half, just in front of the Achilles statue, to the huge de­light of the young Duke of Cheshire, who pro­posed for her on the spot, and was sent back to Eton that very night by his guard­i­ans, in floods of tears. After Vir­gin­ia came the twins, who were usu­ally called “The Stars and Stripes,” as they were al­ways get­ting swished. They were de­light­ful boys, and with the ex­cep­tion of the worthy Min­is­ter the only true re­pub­lic­ans of the fam­ily.

				As Canterville Chase is sev­en miles from As­cot, the nearest rail­way sta­tion, Mr. Ot­is had tele­graphed for a wag­on­ette to meet them, and they star­ted on their drive in high spir­its. It was a lovely Ju­ly even­ing, and the air was del­ic­ate with the scent of the pine-woods. Now and then they heard a wood pi­geon brood­ing over its own sweet voice, or saw, deep in the rust­ling fern, the burn­ished breast of the pheas­ant. Little squir­rels peered at them from the beech-trees as they went by, and the rab­bits scud­ded away through the brush­wood and over the mossy knolls, with their white tails in the air. As they entered the av­en­ue of Canterville Chase, how­ever, the sky be­came sud­denly over­cast with clouds, a curi­ous still­ness seemed to hold the at­mo­sphere, a great flight of rooks passed si­lently over their heads, and, be­fore they reached the house, some big drops of rain had fallen.

				Stand­ing on the steps to re­ceive them was an old wo­man, neatly dressed in black silk, with a white cap and ap­ron. This was Mrs. Um­ney, the house­keep­er, whom Mrs. Ot­is, at Lady Canterville’s earn­est re­quest, had con­sen­ted to keep on in her former po­s­i­tion. She made them each a low curt­sey as they alighted, and said in a quaint, old-fash­ioned man­ner, “I bid you wel­come to Canterville Chase.” Fol­low­ing her, they passed through the fine Tu­dor hall in­to the lib­rary, a long, low room, pan­elled in black oak, at the end of which was a large stained-glass win­dow. Here they found tea laid out for them, and, after tak­ing off their wraps, they sat down and began to look round, while Mrs. Um­ney waited on them.

				Sud­denly Mrs. Ot­is caught sight of a dull red stain on the floor just by the fire­place and, quite un­con­scious of what it really sig­ni­fied, said to Mrs. Um­ney, “I am afraid some­thing has been spilt there.”

				“Yes, madam,” replied the old house­keep­er in a low voice, “blood has been spilt on that spot.”

				“How hor­rid,” cried Mrs. Ot­is; “I don’t at all care for blood­stains in a sit­ting-room. It must be re­moved at once.”

				The old wo­man smiled, and answered in the same low, mys­ter­i­ous voice, “It is the blood of Lady Eleanore de Canterville, who was murdered on that very spot by her own hus­band, Sir Si­mon de Canterville, in 1575. Sir Si­mon sur­vived her nine years, and dis­ap­peared sud­denly un­der very mys­ter­i­ous cir­cum­stances. His body has nev­er been dis­covered, but his guilty spir­it still haunts the Chase. The blood­stain has been much ad­mired by tour­ists and oth­ers, and can­not be re­moved.”

				“That is all non­sense,” cried Wash­ing­ton Ot­is; “Pinker­ton’s Cham­pi­on Stain Re­mover and Par­agon De­ter­gent will clean it up in no time,” and be­fore the ter­ri­fied house­keep­er could in­ter­fere he had fallen upon his knees, and was rap­idly scour­ing the floor with a small stick of what looked like a black cos­met­ic. In a few mo­ments no trace of the blood­stain could be seen.

				“I knew Pinker­ton would do it,” he ex­claimed tri­umphantly, as he looked round at his ad­mir­ing fam­ily; but no soon­er had he said these words than a ter­rible flash of light­ning lit up the sombre room, a fear­ful peal of thun­der made them all start to their feet, and Mrs. Um­ney fain­ted.

				“What a mon­strous cli­mate!” said the Amer­ic­an Min­is­ter calmly, as he lit a long che­root. “I guess the old coun­try is so over­pop­u­lated that they have not enough de­cent weath­er for every­body. I have al­ways been of opin­ion that emig­ra­tion is the only thing for Eng­land.”

				“My dear Hiram,” cried Mrs. Ot­is, “what can we do with a wo­man who faints?”

				“Charge it to her like break­ages,” answered the Min­is­ter; “she won’t faint after that,” and in a few mo­ments Mrs. Um­ney cer­tainly came to. There was no doubt, how­ever, that she was ex­tremely up­set, and she sternly warned Mr. Ot­is to be­ware of some trouble com­ing to the house.

				“I have seen things with my own eyes, sir,” she said, “that would make any Chris­ti­an’s hair stand on end, and many and many a night I have not closed my eyes in sleep for the aw­ful things that are done here.” Mr. Ot­is, how­ever, and his wife warmly as­sured the hon­est soul that they were not afraid of ghosts, and, after in­vok­ing the bless­ings of Provid­ence on her new mas­ter and mis­tress, and mak­ing ar­range­ments for an in­crease of salary, the old house­keep­er tottered off to her own room.

			
			
				II

				The storm raged fiercely all that night, but noth­ing of par­tic­u­lar note oc­curred. The next morn­ing, how­ever, when they came down to break­fast, they found the ter­rible stain of blood once again on the floor. “I don’t think it can be the fault of the Par­agon De­ter­gent,” said Wash­ing­ton, “for I have tried it with everything. It must be the ghost.” He ac­cord­ingly rubbed out the stain a second time, but the second morn­ing it ap­peared again. The third morn­ing also it was there, though the lib­rary had been locked up at night by Mr. Ot­is him­self, and the key car­ried up­stairs. The whole fam­ily were now quite in­ter­ested; Mr. Ot­is began to sus­pect that he had been too dog­mat­ic in his deni­al of the ex­ist­ence of ghosts, Mrs. Ot­is ex­pressed her in­ten­tion of join­ing the Psych­ic­al So­ci­ety, and Wash­ing­ton pre­pared a long let­ter to Messrs. My­ers and Pod­more on the sub­ject of the Per­man­ence of San­guin­eous Stains when con­nec­ted with Crime. That night all doubts about the ob­ject­ive ex­ist­ence of phant­as­mata were re­moved forever.

				The day had been warm and sunny; and, in the cool of the even­ing, the whole fam­ily went out for a drive. They did not re­turn home till nine o’clock, when they had a light sup­per. The con­ver­sa­tion in no way turned upon ghosts, so there were not even those primary con­di­tions of re­cept­ive ex­pect­a­tion which so of­ten pre­cede the present­a­tion of psych­ic­al phe­nom­ena. The sub­jects dis­cussed, as I have since learned from Mr. Ot­is, were merely such as form the or­din­ary con­ver­sa­tion of cul­tured Amer­ic­ans of the bet­ter class, such as the im­mense su­peri­or­ity of Miss Fanny Dav­en­port over Sarah Bernhardt as an act­ress; the dif­fi­culty of ob­tain­ing green corn, buck­wheat cakes, and hom­iny, even in the best Eng­lish houses; the im­port­ance of Bo­ston in the de­vel­op­ment of the world-soul; the ad­vant­ages of the bag­gage check sys­tem in rail­way trav­el­ling; and the sweet­ness of the New York ac­cent as com­pared to the Lon­don drawl. No men­tion at all was made of the su­per­nat­ur­al, nor was Sir Si­mon de Canterville al­luded to in any way. At el­ev­en o’clock the fam­ily re­tired, and by half-past all the lights were out. Some time after, Mr. Ot­is was awakened by a curi­ous noise in the cor­ridor, out­side his room. It soun­ded like the clank of met­al, and seemed to be com­ing near­er every mo­ment. He got up at once, struck a match, and looked at the time. It was ex­actly one o’clock. He was quite calm, and felt his pulse, which was not at all fe­ver­ish. The strange noise still con­tin­ued, and with it he heard dis­tinctly the sound of foot­steps. He put on his slip­pers, took a small ob­long phi­al out of his dress­ing-case, and opened the door. Right in front of him he saw, in the wan moon­light, an old man of ter­rible as­pect. His eyes were as red burn­ing coals; long grey hair fell over his shoulders in mat­ted coils; his gar­ments, which were of an­tique cut, were soiled and ragged, and from his wrists and ankles hung heavy man­acles and rusty gyves.

				“My dear sir,” said Mr. Ot­is, “I really must in­sist on your oil­ing those chains, and have brought you for that pur­pose a small bottle of the Tam­many Rising Sun Lub­ric­at­or. It is said to be com­pletely ef­fic­a­cious upon one ap­plic­a­tion, and there are sev­er­al testi­mo­ni­als to that ef­fect on the wrap­per from some of our most em­in­ent nat­ive di­vines. I shall leave it here for you by the bed­room candles, and will be happy to sup­ply you with more should you re­quire it.” With these words the United States Min­is­ter laid the bottle down on a marble table, and, clos­ing his door, re­tired to rest.

				For a mo­ment the Canterville ghost stood quite mo­tion­less in nat­ur­al in­dig­na­tion; then, dash­ing the bottle vi­ol­ently upon the pol­ished floor, he fled down the cor­ridor, ut­ter­ing hol­low groans, and emit­ting a ghastly green light. Just, how­ever, as he reached the top of the great oak stair­case, a door was flung open, two little white-robed fig­ures ap­peared, and a large pil­low whizzed past his head! There was evid­ently no time to be lost, so, hast­ily ad­opt­ing the Fourth Di­men­sion of Space as a means of es­cape, he van­ished through the wains­cot­ing, and the house be­came quite quiet.

				On reach­ing a small secret cham­ber in the left wing, he leaned up against a moon­beam to re­cov­er his breath, and began to try and real­ise his po­s­i­tion. Nev­er, in a bril­liant and un­in­ter­rup­ted ca­reer of three hun­dred years, had he been so grossly in­sul­ted. He thought of the Dow­ager Duch­ess, whom he had frightened in­to a fit as she stood be­fore the glass in her lace and dia­monds; of the four house­maids, who had gone off in­to hys­ter­ics when he merely grinned at them through the cur­tains of one of the spare bed­rooms; of the rect­or of the par­ish, whose candle he had blown out as he was com­ing late one night from the lib­rary, and who had been un­der the care of Sir Wil­li­am Gull ever since, a per­fect mar­tyr to nervous dis­orders; and of old Ma­dame de Tremouil­lac, who, hav­ing wakened up one morn­ing early and seen a skel­et­on seated in an arm­chair by the fire read­ing her di­ary, had been con­fined to her bed for six weeks with an at­tack of brain fever, and, on her re­cov­ery, had be­come re­con­ciled to the Church, and broken off her con­nec­tion with that no­tori­ous scep­tic Mon­sieur de Voltaire. He re­membered the ter­rible night when the wicked Lord Canterville was found chok­ing in his dress­ing-room, with the knave of dia­monds halfway down his throat, and con­fessed, just be­fore he died, that he had cheated Charles James Fox out of £50,000 at Crock­ford’s by means of that very card, and swore that the ghost had made him swal­low it. All his great achieve­ments came back to him again, from the but­ler who had shot him­self in the pantry be­cause he had seen a green hand tap­ping at the win­dow pane, to the beau­ti­ful Lady Stut­field, who was al­ways ob­liged to wear a black vel­vet band round her throat to hide the mark of five fin­gers burnt upon her white skin, and who drowned her­self at last in the carp-pond at the end of the King’s Walk. With the en­thu­si­ast­ic egot­ism of the true artist he went over his most cel­eb­rated per­form­ances, and smiled bit­terly to him­self as he re­called to mind his last ap­pear­ance as “Red Ruben, or the Strangled Babe,” his début as “Gaunt Gibeon, the Blood­suck­er of Bex­ley Moor,” and the furore he had ex­cited one lovely June even­ing by merely play­ing nine­pins with his own bones upon the lawn-ten­nis ground. And after all this, some wretched mod­ern Amer­ic­ans were to come and of­fer him the Rising Sun Lub­ric­at­or, and throw pil­lows at his head! It was quite un­bear­able. Be­sides, no ghosts in his­tory had ever been treated in this man­ner. Ac­cord­ingly, he de­term­ined to have ven­geance, and re­mained till day­light in an at­ti­tude of deep thought.

			
			
				III

				The next morn­ing when the Ot­is fam­ily met at break­fast, they dis­cussed the ghost at some length. The United States Min­is­ter was nat­ur­ally a little an­noyed to find that his present had not been ac­cep­ted. “I have no wish,” he said, “to do the ghost any per­son­al in­jury, and I must say that, con­sid­er­ing the length of time he has been in the house, I don’t think it is at all po­lite to throw pil­lows at him”—a very just re­mark, at which, I am sorry to say, the twins burst in­to shouts of laughter. “Upon the oth­er hand,” he con­tin­ued, “if he really de­clines to use the Rising Sun Lub­ric­at­or, we shall have to take his chains from him. It would be quite im­possible to sleep, with such a noise go­ing on out­side the bed­rooms.”

				For the rest of the week, how­ever, they were un­dis­turbed, the only thing that ex­cited any at­ten­tion be­ing the con­tinu­al re­new­al of the blood­stain on the lib­rary floor. This cer­tainly was very strange, as the door was al­ways locked at night by Mr. Ot­is, and the win­dows kept closely barred. The chamele­on-like col­our, also, of the stain ex­cited a good deal of com­ment. Some morn­ings it was a dull (al­most In­di­an) red, then it would be ver­mil­ion, then a rich purple, and once when they came down for fam­ily pray­ers, ac­cord­ing to the simple rites of the Free Amer­ic­an Re­formed Epis­co­pali­an Church, they found it a bright em­er­ald-green. These kal­eido­scop­ic changes nat­ur­ally amused the party very much, and bets on the sub­ject were freely made every even­ing. The only per­son who did not enter in­to the joke was little Vir­gin­ia, who, for some un­ex­plained reas­on, was al­ways a good deal dis­tressed at the sight of the blood­stain, and very nearly cried the morn­ing it was em­er­ald-green.

				The second ap­pear­ance of the ghost was on Sunday night. Shortly after they had gone to bed they were sud­denly alarmed by a fear­ful crash in the hall. Rush­ing down­stairs, they found that a large suit of old ar­mour had be­come de­tached from its stand, and had fallen on the stone floor, while, seated in a high-backed chair, was the Canterville ghost, rub­bing his knees with an ex­pres­sion of acute agony on his face. The twins, hav­ing brought their pea-shoot­ers with them, at once dis­charged two pel­lets on him, with that ac­cur­acy of aim which can only be at­tained by long and care­ful prac­tice on a writ­ing-mas­ter, while the United States Min­is­ter covered him with his re­volver, and called upon him, in ac­cord­ance with Cali­for­ni­an etiquette, to hold up his hands! The ghost star­ted up with a wild shriek of rage, and swept through them like a mist, ex­tin­guish­ing Wash­ing­ton Ot­is’s candle as he passed, and so leav­ing them all in total dark­ness. On reach­ing the top of the stair­case he re­covered him­self, and de­term­ined to give his cel­eb­rated peal of de­moni­ac laughter. This he had on more than one oc­ca­sion found ex­tremely use­ful. It was said to have turned Lord Raker’s wig grey in a single night, and had cer­tainly made three of Lady Canterville’s French gov­ernesses give warn­ing be­fore their month was up. He ac­cord­ingly laughed his most hor­rible laugh, till the old vaul­ted roof rang and rang again, but hardly had the fear­ful echo died away when a door opened, and Mrs. Ot­is came out in a light blue dress­ing-gown. “I am afraid you are far from well,” she said, “and have brought you a bottle of Dr. Dobell’s tinc­ture. If it is in­di­ges­tion, you will find it a most ex­cel­lent rem­edy.” The ghost glared at her in fury, and began at once to make pre­par­a­tions for turn­ing him­self in­to a large black dog, an ac­com­plish­ment for which he was justly renowned, and to which the fam­ily doc­tor al­ways at­trib­uted the per­man­ent idiocy of Lord Canterville’s uncle, the Hon. Thomas Hor­ton. The sound of ap­proach­ing foot­steps, how­ever, made him hes­it­ate in his fell pur­pose, so he con­ten­ted him­self with be­com­ing faintly phos­phor­es­cent, and van­ished with a deep church­yard groan, just as the twins had come up to him.

				On reach­ing his room he en­tirely broke down, and be­came a prey to the most vi­ol­ent agit­a­tion. The vul­gar­ity of the twins, and the gross ma­ter­i­al­ism of Mrs. Ot­is, were nat­ur­ally ex­tremely an­noy­ing, but what really dis­tressed him most was, that he had been un­able to wear the suit of mail. He had hoped that even mod­ern Amer­ic­ans would be thrilled by the sight of a Spectre In Ar­mour, if for no more sens­ible reas­on, at least out of re­spect for their na­tion­al poet Long­fel­low, over whose grace­ful and at­tract­ive po­etry he him­self had whiled away many a weary hour when the Cantervilles were up in town. Be­sides, it was his own suit. He had worn it with great suc­cess at the Kenil­worth tour­na­ment, and had been highly com­pli­men­ted on it by no less a per­son than the Vir­gin Queen her­self. Yet when he had put it on, he had been com­pletely over­powered by the weight of the huge breast­plate and steel casque, and had fallen heav­ily on the stone pave­ment, bark­ing both his knees severely, and bruis­ing the knuckles of his right hand.

				For some days after this he was ex­tremely ill, and hardly stirred out of his room at all, ex­cept to keep the blood­stain in prop­er re­pair. How­ever, by tak­ing great care of him­self, he re­covered, and re­solved to make a third at­tempt to fright­en the United States Min­is­ter and his fam­ily. He se­lec­ted Fri­day, the 17th of Au­gust, for his ap­pear­ance, and spent most of that day in look­ing over his ward­robe, ul­ti­mately de­cid­ing in fa­vour of a large slouched hat with a red feath­er, a wind­ing-sheet frilled at the wrists and neck, and a rusty dag­ger. To­wards even­ing a vi­ol­ent storm of rain came on, and the wind was so high that all the win­dows and doors in the old house shook and rattled. In fact, it was just such weath­er as he loved. His plan of ac­tion was this. He was to make his way quietly to Wash­ing­ton Ot­is’s room, gib­ber at him from the foot of the bed, and stab him­self three times in the throat to the sound of slow mu­sic. He bore Wash­ing­ton a spe­cial grudge, be­ing quite aware that it was he who was in the habit of re­mov­ing the fam­ous Canterville blood­stain, by means of Pinker­ton’s Par­agon De­ter­gent. Hav­ing re­duced the reck­less and fool­hardy youth to a con­di­tion of ab­ject ter­ror, he was then to pro­ceed to the room oc­cu­pied by the United States Min­is­ter and his wife, and there to place a clammy hand on Mrs. Ot­is’s fore­head, while he hissed in­to her trem­bling hus­band’s ear the aw­ful secrets of the char­nel-house. With re­gard to little Vir­gin­ia, he had not quite made up his mind. She had nev­er in­sul­ted him in any way, and was pretty and gentle. A few hol­low groans from the ward­robe, he thought, would be more than suf­fi­cient, or, if that failed to wake her, he might grabble at the coun­ter­pane with palsy-twitch­ing fin­gers. As for the twins, he was quite de­term­ined to teach them a les­son. The first thing to be done was, of course, to sit upon their chests, so as to pro­duce the stifling sen­sa­tion of night­mare. Then, as their beds were quite close to each oth­er, to stand between them in the form of a green, icy-cold corpse, till they be­came para­lysed with fear, and fi­nally, to throw off the wind­ing-sheet, and crawl round the room, with white bleached bones and one rolling eye­ball, in the char­ac­ter of “Dumb Daniel, or the Sui­cide’s Skel­et­on,” a role in which he had on more than one oc­ca­sion pro­duced a great ef­fect, and which he con­sidered quite equal to his fam­ous part of “Mar­tin the Ma­ni­ac, or the Masked Mys­tery.”

				At half-past ten he heard the fam­ily go­ing to bed. For some time he was dis­turbed by wild shrieks of laughter from the twins, who, with the light­hearted gaiety of school­boys, were evid­ently amus­ing them­selves be­fore they re­tired to rest, but at a quarter past el­ev­en all was still, and, as mid­night soun­ded, he sal­lied forth. The owl beat against the win­dow panes, the raven croaked from the old yew-tree, and the wind wandered moan­ing round the house like a lost soul; but the Ot­is fam­ily slept un­con­scious of their doom, and high above the rain and storm he could hear the steady snor­ing of the Min­is­ter for the United States. He stepped stealth­ily out of the wains­cot­ing, with an evil smile on his cruel, wrinkled mouth, and the moon hid her face in a cloud as he stole past the great ori­el win­dow, where his own arms and those of his murdered wife were blaz­oned in azure and gold. On and on he glided, like an evil shad­ow, the very dark­ness seem­ing to loathe him as he passed. Once he thought he heard some­thing call, and stopped; but it was only the bay­ing of a dog from the Red Farm, and he went on, mut­ter­ing strange six­teenth-cen­tury curses, and ever and anon bran­dish­ing the rusty dag­ger in the mid­night air. Fi­nally he reached the corner of the pas­sage that led to luck­less Wash­ing­ton’s room. For a mo­ment he paused there, the wind blow­ing his long grey locks about his head, and twist­ing in­to grot­esque and fant­ast­ic folds the name­less hor­ror of the dead man’s shroud. Then the clock struck the quarter, and he felt the time was come. He chuckled to him­self, and turned the corner; but no soon­er had he done so, than, with a piteous wail of ter­ror, he fell back, and hid his blanched face in his long, bony hands. Right in front of him was stand­ing a hor­rible spectre, mo­tion­less as a carven im­age, and mon­strous as a mad­man’s dream! Its head was bald and burn­ished; its face round, and fat, and white; and hideous laughter seemed to have writhed its fea­tures in­to an etern­al grin. From the eyes streamed rays of scar­let light, the mouth was a wide well of fire, and a hideous gar­ment, like to his own, swathed with its si­lent snows the Ti­tan form. On its breast was a plac­ard with strange writ­ing in an­tique char­ac­ters, some scroll of shame it seemed, some re­cord of wild sins, some aw­ful cal­en­dar of crime, and, with its right hand, it bore aloft a fal­chion of gleam­ing steel.

				Nev­er hav­ing seen a ghost be­fore, he nat­ur­ally was ter­ribly frightened, and, after a second hasty glance at the aw­ful phantom, he fled back to his room, trip­ping up in his long wind­ing-sheet as he sped down the cor­ridor, and fi­nally drop­ping the rusty dag­ger in­to the Min­is­ter’s jack­boots, where it was found in the morn­ing by the but­ler. Once in the pri­vacy of his own apart­ment, he flung him­self down on a small pal­let-bed, and hid his face un­der the clothes. After a time, how­ever, the brave old Canterville spir­it as­ser­ted it­self, and he de­term­ined to go and speak to the oth­er ghost as soon as it was day­light. Ac­cord­ingly, just as the dawn was touch­ing the hills with sil­ver, he re­turned to­wards the spot where he had first laid eyes on the grisly phantom, feel­ing that, after all, two ghosts were bet­ter than one, and that, by the aid of his new friend, he might safely grapple with the twins. On reach­ing the spot, how­ever, a ter­rible sight met his gaze. Some­thing had evid­ently happened to the spectre, for the light had en­tirely faded from its hol­low eyes, the gleam­ing fal­chion had fallen from its hand, and it was lean­ing up against the wall in a strained and un­com­fort­able at­ti­tude. He rushed for­ward and seized it in his arms, when, to his hor­ror, the head slipped off and rolled on the floor, the body as­sumed a re­cum­bent pos­ture, and he found him­self clasp­ing a white dim­ity bed-cur­tain, with a sweep­ing-brush, a kit­chen cleav­er, and a hol­low turnip ly­ing at his feet! Un­able to un­der­stand this curi­ous trans­form­a­tion, he clutched the plac­ard with fe­ver­ish haste, and there, in the grey morn­ing light, he read these fear­ful words:—

				
					
						Ye Olde Ghoste
					

					Ye On­lie True and Ori­ginale Spook.

					Be­ware of Ye Im­it­a­tiones.

					All oth­ers are Coun­ter­feite.

				

				The whole thing flashed across him. He had been tricked, foiled, and out­wit­ted! The old Canterville look came in­to his eyes; he ground his tooth­less gums to­geth­er; and, rais­ing his withered hands high above his head, swore, ac­cord­ing to the pic­tur­esque phras­eo­logy of the an­tique school, that when Chanticleer had soun­ded twice his merry horn, deeds of blood would be wrought, and Murder walk abroad with si­lent feet.

				Hardly had he fin­ished this aw­ful oath when, from the red-tiled roof of a dis­tant homestead, a cock crew. He laughed a long, low, bit­ter laugh, and waited. Hour after hour he waited, but the cock, for some strange reas­on, did not crow again. Fi­nally, at half-past sev­en, the ar­rival of the house­maids made him give up his fear­ful vi­gil, and he stalked back to his room, think­ing of his vain hope and baffled pur­pose. There he con­sul­ted sev­er­al books of an­cient chiv­alry, of which he was ex­ceed­ingly fond, and found that, on every oc­ca­sion on which his oath had been used, Chanticleer had al­ways crowed a second time. “Per­di­tion seize the naughty fowl,” he muttered, “I have seen the day when, with my stout spear, I would have run him through the gorge, and made him crow for me an ’twere in death!” He then re­tired to a com­fort­able lead coffin, and stayed there till even­ing.

			
			
				IV

				The next day the ghost was very weak and tired. The ter­rible ex­cite­ment of the last four weeks was be­gin­ning to have its ef­fect. His nerves were com­pletely shattered, and he star­ted at the slight­est noise. For five days he kept his room, and at last made up his mind to give up the point of the blood­stain on the lib­rary floor. If the Ot­is fam­ily did not want it, they clearly did not de­serve it. They were evid­ently people on a low, ma­ter­i­al plane of ex­ist­ence, and quite in­cap­able of ap­pre­ci­at­ing the sym­bol­ic value of sen­su­ous phe­nom­ena. The ques­tion of phant­as­mic ap­par­i­tions, and the de­vel­op­ment of as­tral bod­ies, was of course quite a dif­fer­ent mat­ter, and really not un­der his con­trol. It was his sol­emn duty to ap­pear in the cor­ridor once a week, and to gib­ber from the large ori­el win­dow on the first and third Wed­nes­day in every month, and he did not see how he could hon­our­ably es­cape from his ob­lig­a­tions. It is quite true that his life had been very evil, but, upon the oth­er hand, he was most con­scien­tious in all things con­nec­ted with the su­per­nat­ur­al. For the next three Sat­urdays, ac­cord­ingly, he tra­versed the cor­ridor as usu­al between mid­night and three o’clock, tak­ing every pos­sible pre­cau­tion against be­ing either heard or seen. He re­moved his boots, trod as lightly as pos­sible on the old worm-eaten boards, wore a large black vel­vet cloak, and was care­ful to use the Rising Sun Lub­ric­at­or for oil­ing his chains. I am bound to ac­know­ledge that it was with a good deal of dif­fi­culty that he brought him­self to ad­opt this last mode of pro­tec­tion. How­ever, one night, while the fam­ily were at din­ner, he slipped in­to Mr. Ot­is’s bed­room and car­ried off the bottle. He felt a little hu­mi­li­ated at first, but af­ter­wards was sens­ible enough to see that there was a great deal to be said for the in­ven­tion, and, to a cer­tain de­gree, it served his pur­pose. Still, in spite of everything, he was not left un­mo­les­ted. Strings were con­tinu­ally be­ing stretched across the cor­ridor, over which he tripped in the dark, and on one oc­ca­sion, while dressed for the part of “Black Isaac, or the Hunts­man of Hogley Woods,” he met with a severe fall, through tread­ing on a but­ter-slide, which the twins had con­struc­ted from the en­trance of the Tapestry Cham­ber to the top of the oak stair­case. This last in­sult so en­raged him, that he re­solved to make one fi­nal ef­fort to as­sert his dig­nity and so­cial po­s­i­tion, and de­term­ined to vis­it the in­solent young Eto­ni­ans the next night in his cel­eb­rated char­ac­ter of “Reck­less Rupert, or the Head­less Earl.”

				He had not ap­peared in this dis­guise for more than sev­enty years; in fact, not since he had so frightened pretty Lady Bar­bara Mod­ish by means of it, that she sud­denly broke off her en­gage­ment with the present Lord Canterville’s grand­fath­er, and ran away to Gret­na Green with hand­some Jack Castleton, de­clar­ing that noth­ing in the world would in­duce her to marry in­to a fam­ily that al­lowed such a hor­rible phantom to walk up and down the ter­race at twi­light. Poor Jack was af­ter­wards shot in a duel by Lord Canterville on Wandsworth Com­mon, and Lady Bar­bara died of a broken heart at Tun­bridge Wells be­fore the year was out, so, in every way, it had been a great suc­cess. It was, how­ever, an ex­tremely dif­fi­cult “makeup,” if I may use such a the­at­ric­al ex­pres­sion in con­nec­tion with one of the greatest mys­ter­ies of the su­per­nat­ur­al, or, to em­ploy a more sci­entif­ic term, the high­er-nat­ur­al world, and it took him fully three hours to make his pre­par­a­tions. At last everything was ready, and he was very pleased with his ap­pear­ance. The big leath­er rid­ing-boots that went with the dress were just a little too large for him, and he could only find one of the two horse-pis­tols, but, on the whole, he was quite sat­is­fied, and at a quarter past one he glided out of the wains­cot­ing and crept down the cor­ridor. On reach­ing the room oc­cu­pied by the twins, which I should men­tion was called the Blue Bed Cham­ber, on ac­count of the col­our of its hangings, he found the door just ajar. Wish­ing to make an ef­fect­ive en­trance, he flung it wide open, when a heavy jug of wa­ter fell right down on him, wet­ting him to the skin, and just miss­ing his left shoulder by a couple of inches. At the same mo­ment he heard stifled shrieks of laughter pro­ceed­ing from the four-post bed. The shock to his nervous sys­tem was so great that he fled back to his room as hard as he could go, and the next day he was laid up with a severe cold. The only thing that at all con­soled him in the whole af­fair was the fact that he had not brought his head with him, for, had he done so, the con­sequences might have been very ser­i­ous.

				He now gave up all hope of ever fright­en­ing this rude Amer­ic­an fam­ily, and con­ten­ted him­self, as a rule, with creep­ing about the pas­sages in list slip­pers, with a thick red muffler round his throat for fear of draughts, and a small ar­que­buse, in case he should be at­tacked by the twins. The fi­nal blow he re­ceived oc­curred on the 19th of Septem­ber. He had gone down­stairs to the great en­trance-hall, feel­ing sure that there, at any rate, he would be quite un­mo­les­ted, and was amus­ing him­self by mak­ing satir­ic­al re­marks on the large Saroni pho­to­graphs of the United States Min­is­ter and his wife, which had now taken the place of the Canterville fam­ily pic­tures. He was simply but neatly clad in a long shroud, spot­ted with church­yard mould, had tied up his jaw with a strip of yel­low lin­en, and car­ried a small lan­tern and a sex­ton’s spade. In fact, he was dressed for the char­ac­ter of “Jo­nas the Grave­less, or the Corpse-Snatch­er of Chert­sey Barn,” one of his most re­mark­able im­per­son­a­tions, and one which the Cantervilles had every reas­on to re­mem­ber, as it was the real ori­gin of their quar­rel with their neigh­bour, Lord Rufford. It was about a quarter past two o’clock in the morn­ing, and, as far as he could as­cer­tain, no one was stir­ring. As he was strolling to­wards the lib­rary, how­ever, to see if there were any traces left of the blood­stain, sud­denly there leaped out on him from a dark corner two fig­ures, who waved their arms wildly above their heads, and shrieked out “Boo!” in his ear.

				Seized with a pan­ic, which, un­der the cir­cum­stances, was only nat­ur­al, he rushed for the stair­case, but found Wash­ing­ton Ot­is wait­ing for him there with the big garden-syr­inge; and be­ing thus hemmed in by his en­emies on every side, and driv­en al­most to bay, he van­ished in­to the great iron stove, which, for­tu­nately for him, was not lit, and had to make his way home through the flues and chim­neys, ar­riv­ing at his own room in a ter­rible state of dirt, dis­order, and des­pair.

				After this he was not seen again on any noc­turn­al ex­ped­i­tion. The twins lay in wait for him on sev­er­al oc­ca­sions, and strewed the pas­sages with nut­shells every night to the great an­noy­ance of their par­ents and the ser­vants, but it was of no avail. It was quite evid­ent that his feel­ings were so wounded that he would not ap­pear. Mr. Ot­is con­sequently re­sumed his great work on the his­tory of the Demo­crat­ic Party, on which he had been en­gaged for some years; Mrs. Ot­is or­gan­ised a won­der­ful clam­bake, which amazed the whole county; the boys took to lacrosse, eu­chre, poker, and oth­er Amer­ic­an na­tion­al games; and Vir­gin­ia rode about the lanes on her pony, ac­com­pan­ied by the young Duke of Cheshire, who had come to spend the last week of his hol­i­days at Canterville Chase. It was gen­er­ally as­sumed that the ghost had gone away, and, in fact, Mr. Ot­is wrote a let­ter to that ef­fect to Lord Canterville, who, in reply, ex­pressed his great pleas­ure at the news, and sent his best con­grat­u­la­tions to the Min­is­ter’s worthy wife.

				The Ot­ises, how­ever, were de­ceived, for the ghost was still in the house, and though now al­most an in­val­id, was by no means ready to let mat­ters rest, par­tic­u­larly as he heard that among the guests was the young Duke of Cheshire, whose grand­uncle, Lord Fran­cis Stilton, had once bet a hun­dred guineas with Col­on­el Car­bury that he would play dice with the Canterville ghost, and was found the next morn­ing ly­ing on the floor of the card-room in such a help­less para­lyt­ic state, that though he lived on to a great age, he was nev­er able to say any­thing again but “Double Sixes.” The story was well known at the time, though, of course, out of re­spect to the feel­ings of the two noble fam­il­ies, every at­tempt was made to hush it up; and a full ac­count of all the cir­cum­stances con­nec­ted with it will be found in the third volume of Lord Tattle’s Re­col­lec­tions of the Prince Re­gent and His Friends. The ghost, then, was nat­ur­ally very anxious to show that he had not lost his in­flu­ence over the Stiltons, with whom, in­deed, he was dis­tantly con­nec­ted, his own first cous­in hav­ing been mar­ried en secondes noces to the Sieur de Bulke­ley, from whom, as every­one knows, the Dukes of Cheshire are lin­eally des­cen­ded. Ac­cord­ingly, he made ar­range­ments for ap­pear­ing to Vir­gin­ia’s little lov­er in his cel­eb­rated im­per­son­a­tion of “The Vam­pire Monk, or, the Blood­less Be­ne­dict­ine,” a per­form­ance so hor­rible that when old Lady Star­tup saw it, which she did on one fatal New Year’s Eve, in the year 1764, she went off in­to the most pier­cing shrieks, which cul­min­ated in vi­ol­ent apo­plexy, and died in three days, after dis­in­her­it­ing the Cantervilles, who were her nearest re­la­tions, and leav­ing all her money to her Lon­don apo­thecary. At the last mo­ment, how­ever, his ter­ror of the twins pre­ven­ted his leav­ing his room, and the little Duke slept in peace un­der the great feathered can­opy in the Roy­al Bed­cham­ber, and dreamed of Vir­gin­ia.

			
			
				V

				A few days after this, Vir­gin­ia and her curly-haired cava­lier went out rid­ing on Brockley mead­ows, where she tore her habit so badly in get­ting through a hedge, that, on her re­turn home, she made up her mind to go up by the back stair­case so as not to be seen. As she was run­ning past the Tapestry Cham­ber, the door of which happened to be open, she fan­cied she saw someone in­side, and think­ing it was her moth­er’s maid, who some­times used to bring her work there, looked in to ask her to mend her habit. To her im­mense sur­prise, how­ever, it was the Canterville Ghost him­self! He was sit­ting by the win­dow, watch­ing the ruined gold of the yel­low­ing trees fly through the air, and the red leaves dan­cing madly down the long av­en­ue. His head was lean­ing on his hand, and his whole at­ti­tude was one of ex­treme de­pres­sion. In­deed, so for­lorn, and so much out of re­pair did he look, that little Vir­gin­ia, whose first idea had been to run away and lock her­self in her room, was filled with pity, and de­term­ined to try and com­fort him. So light was her foot­fall, and so deep his mel­an­choly, that he was not aware of her pres­ence till she spoke to him.

				“I am so sorry for you,” she said, “but my broth­ers are go­ing back to Eton to­mor­row, and then, if you be­have your­self, no one will an­noy you.”

				“It is ab­surd ask­ing me to be­have my­self,” he answered, look­ing round in as­ton­ish­ment at the pretty little girl who had ven­tured to ad­dress him, “quite ab­surd. I must rattle my chains, and groan through key­holes, and walk about at night, if that is what you mean. It is my only reas­on for ex­ist­ing.”

				“It is no reas­on at all for ex­ist­ing, and you know you have been very wicked. Mrs. Um­ney told us, the first day we ar­rived here, that you had killed your wife.”

				“Well, I quite ad­mit it,” said the Ghost petu­lantly, “but it was a purely fam­ily mat­ter, and con­cerned no one else.”

				“It is very wrong to kill any­one,” said Vir­gin­ia, who at times had a sweet Pur­it­an grav­ity, caught from some old New Eng­land an­cest­or.

				“Oh, I hate the cheap sever­ity of ab­stract eth­ics! My wife was very plain, nev­er had my ruffs prop­erly starched, and knew noth­ing about cook­ery. Why, there was a buck I had shot in Hogley Woods, a mag­ni­fi­cent prick­et, and do you know how she had it sent up to table? How­ever, it is no mat­ter now, for it is all over, and I don’t think it was very nice of her broth­ers to starve me to death, though I did kill her.”

				“Starve you to death? Oh, Mr. Ghost, I mean Sir Si­mon, are you hungry? I have a sand­wich in my case. Would you like it?”

				“No, thank you, I nev­er eat any­thing now; but it is very kind of you, all the same, and you are much nicer than the rest of your hor­rid, rude, vul­gar, dis­hon­est fam­ily.”

				“Stop!” cried Vir­gin­ia, stamp­ing her foot, “it is you who are rude, and hor­rid, and vul­gar, and as for dis­hon­esty, you know you stole the paints out of my box to try and fur­bish up that ri­dicu­lous blood­stain in the lib­rary. First you took all my reds, in­clud­ing the ver­mil­ion, and I couldn’t do any more sun­sets, then you took the em­er­ald-green and the chrome-yel­low, and fi­nally I had noth­ing left but in­digo and Chinese white, and could only do moon­light scenes, which are al­ways de­press­ing to look at, and not at all easy to paint. I nev­er told on you, though I was very much an­noyed, and it was most ri­dicu­lous, the whole thing; for who ever heard of em­er­ald-green blood?”

				“Well, really,” said the Ghost, rather meekly, “what was I to do? It is a very dif­fi­cult thing to get real blood nowadays, and, as your broth­er began it all with his Par­agon De­ter­gent, I cer­tainly saw no reas­on why I should not have your paints. As for col­our, that is al­ways a mat­ter of taste: the Cantervilles have blue blood, for in­stance, the very bluest in Eng­land; but I know you Amer­ic­ans don’t care for things of this kind.”

				“You know noth­ing about it, and the best thing you can do is to emig­rate and im­prove your mind. My fath­er will be only too happy to give you a free pas­sage, and though there is a heavy duty on spir­its of every kind, there will be no dif­fi­culty about the Cus­tom House, as the of­ficers are all Demo­crats. Once in New York, you are sure to be a great suc­cess. I know lots of people there who would give a hun­dred thou­sand dol­lars to have a grand­fath­er, and much more than that to have a fam­ily Ghost.”

				“I don’t think I should like Amer­ica.”

				“I sup­pose be­cause we have no ru­ins and no curi­os­it­ies,” said Vir­gin­ia satir­ic­ally.

				“No ru­ins! no curi­os­it­ies!” answered the Ghost; “you have your navy and your man­ners.”

				“Good even­ing; I will go and ask papa to get the twins an ex­tra week’s hol­i­day.”

				“Please don’t go, Miss Vir­gin­ia,” he cried; “I am so lonely and so un­happy, and I really don’t know what to do. I want to go to sleep and I can­not.”

				“That’s quite ab­surd! You have merely to go to bed and blow out the candle. It is very dif­fi­cult some­times to keep awake, es­pe­cially at church, but there is no dif­fi­culty at all about sleep­ing. Why, even ba­bies know how to do that, and they are not very clev­er.”

				“I have not slept for three hun­dred years,” he said sadly, and Vir­gin­ia’s beau­ti­ful blue eyes opened in won­der; “for three hun­dred years I have not slept, and I am so tired.”

				Vir­gin­ia grew quite grave, and her little lips trembled like rose-leaves. She came to­wards him, and kneel­ing down at his side, looked up in­to his old withered face.

				“Poor, poor Ghost,” she mur­mured; “have you no place where you can sleep?”

				“Far away bey­ond the pine-woods,” he answered, in a low dreamy voice, “there is a little garden. There the grass grows long and deep, there are the great white stars of the hem­lock flower, there the night­in­gale sings all night long. All night long he sings, and the cold, crys­tal moon looks down, and the yew-tree spreads out its gi­ant arms over the sleep­ers.”

				Vir­gin­ia’s eyes grew dim with tears, and she hid her face in her hands.

				“You mean the Garden of Death,” she whispered.

				“Yes, Death. Death must be so beau­ti­ful. To lie in the soft brown earth, with the grasses wav­ing above one’s head, and listen to si­lence. To have no yes­ter­day, and no to­mor­row. To for­get time, to for­give life, to be at peace. You can help me. You can open for me the portals of Death’s house, for Love is al­ways with you, and Love is stronger than Death is.”

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

				Then the Ghost spoke again, and his voice soun­ded like the sigh­ing of the wind.

				“Have you ever read the old proph­ecy on the lib­rary win­dow?”

				“Oh, of­ten,” cried the little girl, look­ing up; “I know it quite well. It is painted in curi­ous black let­ters, and it is dif­fi­cult to read. There are only six lines:

				
					
						When a golden girl can win
						

						Pray­er from out the lips of sin,
						

						When the bar­ren al­mond bears,
						

						And a little child gives away its tears,
						

						Then shall all the house be still
						

						And peace come to Canterville.
					

				

				But I don’t know what they mean.”

				“They mean,” he said sadly, “that you must weep for me for my sins, be­cause I have no tears, and pray with me for my soul, be­cause I have no faith, and then, if you have al­ways been sweet, and good, and gentle, the An­gel of Death will have mercy on me. You will see fear­ful shapes in dark­ness, and wicked voices will whis­per in your ear, but they will not harm you, for against the pur­ity of a little child the powers of Hell can­not pre­vail.”

				Vir­gin­ia made no an­swer, and the Ghost wrung his hands in wild des­pair as he looked down at her bowed golden head. Sud­denly she stood up, very pale, and with a strange light in her eyes. “I am not afraid,” she said firmly, “and I will ask the An­gel to have mercy on you.”

				He rose from his seat with a faint cry of joy, and tak­ing her hand bent over it with old-fash­ioned grace and kissed it. His fin­gers were as cold as ice, and his lips burned like fire, but Vir­gin­ia did not fal­ter, as he led her across the dusky room. On the faded green tapestry were broidered little hunts­men. They blew their tas­selled horns and with their tiny hands waved to her to go back. “Go back! little Vir­gin­ia,” they cried, “go back!” but the Ghost clutched her hand more tightly, and she shut her eyes against them. Hor­rible an­im­als with liz­ard tails, and goggle eyes, blinked at her from the carven chim­neypiece, and mur­mured “Be­ware! little Vir­gin­ia, be­ware! we may nev­er see you again,” but the Ghost glided on more swiftly, and Vir­gin­ia did not listen. When they reached the end of the room he stopped, and muttered some words she could not un­der­stand. She opened her eyes, and saw the wall slowly fad­ing away like a mist, and a great black cav­ern in front of her. A bit­ter cold wind swept round them, and she felt some­thing pulling at her dress. “Quick, quick,” cried the Ghost, “or it will be too late,” and, in a mo­ment, the wains­cot­ing had closed be­hind them, and the Tapestry Cham­ber was empty.

			
			
				VI

				About ten minutes later, the bell rang for tea, and, as Vir­gin­ia did not come down, Mrs. Ot­is sent up one of the foot­men to tell her. After a little time he re­turned and said that he could not find Miss Vir­gin­ia any­where. As she was in the habit of go­ing out to the garden every even­ing to get flowers for the din­ner-table, Mrs. Ot­is was not at all alarmed at first, but when six o’clock struck, and Vir­gin­ia did not ap­pear, she be­came really agit­ated, and sent the boys out to look for her, while she her­self and Mr. Ot­is searched every room in the house. At half-past six the boys came back and said that they could find no trace of their sis­ter any­where. They were all now in the greatest state of ex­cite­ment, and did not know what to do, when Mr. Ot­is sud­denly re­membered that, some few days be­fore, he had giv­en a band of gypsies per­mis­sion to camp in the park. He ac­cord­ingly at once set off for Black­fell Hol­low, where he knew they were, ac­com­pan­ied by his eld­est son and two of the farm-ser­vants. The little Duke of Cheshire, who was per­fectly frantic with anxi­ety, begged hard to be al­lowed to go too, but Mr. Ot­is would not al­low him, as he was afraid there might be a scuffle. On ar­riv­ing at the spot, how­ever, he found that the gypsies had gone, and it was evid­ent that their de­par­ture had been rather sud­den, as the fire was still burn­ing, and some plates were ly­ing on the grass. Hav­ing sent off Wash­ing­ton and the two men to scour the dis­trict, he ran home, and des­patched tele­grams to all the po­lice in­spect­ors in the county, telling them to look out for a little girl who had been kid­napped by tramps or gypsies. He then ordered his horse to be brought round, and, after in­sist­ing on his wife and the three boys sit­ting down to din­ner, rode off down the As­cot Road with a groom. He had hardly, how­ever, gone a couple of miles when he heard some­body gal­lop­ing after him, and, look­ing round, saw the little Duke com­ing up on his pony, with his face very flushed and no hat. “I’m aw­fully sorry, Mr. Ot­is,” gasped out the boy, “but I can’t eat any din­ner as long as Vir­gin­ia is lost. Please, don’t be angry with me; if you had let us be en­gaged last year, there would nev­er have been all this trouble. You won’t send me back, will you? I can’t go! I won’t go!”

				The Min­is­ter could not help smil­ing at the hand­some young scapegrace, and was a good deal touched at his de­vo­tion to Vir­gin­ia, so lean­ing down from his horse, he pat­ted him kindly on the shoulders, and said, “Well, Cecil, if you won’t go back I sup­pose you must come with me, but I must get you a hat at As­cot.”

				“Oh, both­er my hat! I want Vir­gin­ia!” cried the little Duke, laugh­ing, and they gal­loped on to the rail­way sta­tion. There Mr. Ot­is in­quired of the sta­tion­mas­ter if any­one an­swer­ing the de­scrip­tion of Vir­gin­ia had been seen on the plat­form, but could get no news of her. The sta­tion­mas­ter, how­ever, wired up and down the line, and as­sured him that a strict watch would be kept for her, and, after hav­ing bought a hat for the little Duke from a lin­en-draper, who was just put­ting up his shut­ters, Mr. Ot­is rode off to Bex­ley, a vil­lage about four miles away, which he was told was a well-known haunt of the gypsies, as there was a large com­mon next to it. Here they roused up the rur­al po­lice­man, but could get no in­form­a­tion from him, and, after rid­ing all over the com­mon, they turned their horses’ heads home­wards, and reached the Chase about el­ev­en o’clock, dead-tired and al­most heart­broken. They found Wash­ing­ton and the twins wait­ing for them at the gate­house with lan­terns, as the av­en­ue was very dark. Not the slight­est trace of Vir­gin­ia had been dis­covered. The gypsies had been caught on Brockley mead­ows, but she was not with them, and they had ex­plained their sud­den de­par­ture by say­ing that they had mis­taken the date of Chor­ton Fair, and had gone off in a hurry for fear they might be late. In­deed, they had been quite dis­tressed at hear­ing of Vir­gin­ia’s dis­ap­pear­ance, as they were very grate­ful to Mr. Ot­is for hav­ing al­lowed them to camp in his park, and four of their num­ber had stayed be­hind to help in the search. The carp-pond had been dragged, and the whole Chase thor­oughly gone over, but without any res­ult. It was evid­ent that, for that night at any rate, Vir­gin­ia was lost to them; and it was in a state of the deep­est de­pres­sion that Mr. Ot­is and the boys walked up to the house, the groom fol­low­ing be­hind with the two horses and the pony. In the hall they found a group of frightened ser­vants, and ly­ing on a sofa in the lib­rary was poor Mrs. Ot­is, al­most out of her mind with ter­ror and anxi­ety, and hav­ing her fore­head bathed with eau-de-co­logne by the old house­keep­er. Mr. Ot­is at once in­sisted on her hav­ing some­thing to eat, and ordered up sup­per for the whole party. It was a mel­an­choly meal, as hardly any­one spoke, and even the twins were awe­struck and sub­dued, as they were very fond of their sis­ter. When they had fin­ished, Mr. Ot­is, in spite of the en­treat­ies of the little Duke, ordered them all to bed, say­ing that noth­ing more could be done that night, and that he would tele­graph in the morn­ing to Scot­land Yard for some de­tect­ives to be sent down im­me­di­ately. Just as they were passing out of the din­ing-room, mid­night began to boom from the clock tower, and when the last stroke soun­ded they heard a crash and a sud­den shrill cry; a dread­ful peal of thun­der shook the house, a strain of un­earthly mu­sic floated through the air, a pan­el at the top of the stair­case flew back with a loud noise, and out on the land­ing, look­ing very pale and white, with a little cas­ket in her hand, stepped Vir­gin­ia. In a mo­ment they had all rushed up to her. Mrs. Ot­is clasped her pas­sion­ately in her arms, the Duke smothered her with vi­ol­ent kisses, and the twins ex­ecuted a wild war-dance round the group.

				“Good heav­ens! child, where have you been?” said Mr. Ot­is, rather an­grily, think­ing that she had been play­ing some fool­ish trick on them. “Cecil and I have been rid­ing all over the coun­try look­ing for you, and your moth­er has been frightened to death. You must nev­er play these prac­tic­al jokes any more.”

				“Ex­cept on the Ghost! ex­cept on the Ghost!” shrieked the twins, as they capered about.

				“My own darling, thank God you are found; you must nev­er leave my side again,” mur­mured Mrs. Ot­is, as she kissed the trem­bling child, and smoothed the tangled gold of her hair.

				“Papa,” said Vir­gin­ia quietly, “I have been with the Ghost. He is dead, and you must come and see him. He had been very wicked, but he was really sorry for all that he had done, and he gave me this box of beau­ti­ful jew­els be­fore he died.”

				The whole fam­ily gazed at her in mute amazement, but she was quite grave and ser­i­ous; and, turn­ing round, she led them through the open­ing in the wains­cot­ing down a nar­row secret cor­ridor, Wash­ing­ton fol­low­ing with a lighted candle, which he had caught up from the table. Fi­nally, they came to a great oak door, stud­ded with rusty nails. When Vir­gin­ia touched it, it swung back on its heavy hinges, and they found them­selves in a little low room, with a vaul­ted ceil­ing, and one tiny grated win­dow. Im­bed­ded in the wall was a huge iron ring, and chained to it was a gaunt skel­et­on, that was stretched out at full length on the stone floor, and seemed to be try­ing to grasp with its long flesh­less fin­gers an old-fash­ioned trench­er and ewer, that were placed just out of its reach. The jug had evid­ently been once filled with wa­ter, as it was covered in­side with green mould. There was noth­ing on the trench­er but a pile of dust. Vir­gin­ia knelt down be­side the skel­et­on, and, fold­ing her little hands to­geth­er, began to pray si­lently, while the rest of the party looked on in won­der at the ter­rible tragedy whose secret was now dis­closed to them.

				“Hallo!” sud­denly ex­claimed one of the twins, who had been look­ing out of the win­dow to try and dis­cov­er in what wing of the house the room was situ­ated. “Hallo! the old withered al­mond-tree has blos­somed. I can see the flowers quite plainly in the moon­light.”

				“God has for­giv­en him,” said Vir­gin­ia gravely, as she rose to her feet, and a beau­ti­ful light seemed to il­lu­mine her face.

				“What an an­gel you are!” cried the young Duke, and he put his arm round her neck and kissed her.

			
			
				VII

				Four days after these curi­ous in­cid­ents a fu­ner­al star­ted from Canterville Chase at about el­ev­en o’clock at night. The hearse was drawn by eight black horses, each of which car­ried on its head a great tuft of nod­ding os­trich-plumes, and the leaden coffin was covered by a rich purple pall, on which was em­broidered in gold the Canterville coat-of-arms. By the side of the hearse and the coaches walked the ser­vants with lighted torches, and the whole pro­ces­sion was won­der­fully im­press­ive. Lord Canterville was the chief mourn­er, hav­ing come up spe­cially from Wales to at­tend the fu­ner­al, and sat in the first car­riage along with little Vir­gin­ia. Then came the United States Min­is­ter and his wife, then Wash­ing­ton and the three boys, and in the last car­riage was Mrs. Um­ney. It was gen­er­ally felt that, as she had been frightened by the ghost for more than fifty years of her life, she had a right to see the last of him. A deep grave had been dug in the corner of the church­yard, just un­der the old yew-tree, and the ser­vice was read in the most im­press­ive man­ner by the Rev. Au­gus­tus Dampi­er. When the ce­re­mony was over, the ser­vants, ac­cord­ing to an old cus­tom ob­served in the Canterville fam­ily, ex­tin­guished their torches, and, as the coffin was be­ing lowered in­to the grave, Vir­gin­ia stepped for­ward and laid on it a large cross made of white and pink al­mond-blos­soms. As she did so, the moon came out from be­hind a cloud, and flooded with its si­lent sil­ver the little church­yard, and from a dis­tant copse a night­in­gale began to sing. She thought of the ghost’s de­scrip­tion of the Garden of Death, her eyes be­came dim with tears, and she hardly spoke a word dur­ing the drive home.

				The next morn­ing, be­fore Lord Canterville went up to town, Mr. Ot­is had an in­ter­view with him on the sub­ject of the jew­els the ghost had giv­en to Vir­gin­ia. They were per­fectly mag­ni­fi­cent, es­pe­cially a cer­tain ruby neck­lace with old Vene­tian set­ting, which was really a su­perb spe­ci­men of six­teenth-cen­tury work, and their value was so great that Mr. Ot­is felt con­sid­er­able scruples about al­low­ing his daugh­ter to ac­cept them.

				“My lord,” he said, “I know that in this coun­try mort­main is held to ap­ply to trinkets as well as to land, and it is quite clear to me that these jew­els are, or should be, heir­looms in your fam­ily. I must beg you, ac­cord­ingly, to take them to Lon­don with you, and to re­gard them simply as a por­tion of your prop­erty which has been re­stored to you un­der cer­tain strange con­di­tions. As for my daugh­ter, she is merely a child, and has as yet, I am glad to say, but little in­terest in such ap­pur­ten­ances of idle lux­ury. I am also in­formed by Mrs. Ot­is, who, I may say, is no mean au­thor­ity upon Art—hav­ing had the priv­ilege of spend­ing sev­er­al win­ters in Bo­ston when she was a girl—that these gems are of great mon­et­ary worth, and if offered for sale would fetch a tall price. Un­der these cir­cum­stances, Lord Canterville, I feel sure that you will re­cog­nise how im­possible it would be for me to al­low them to re­main in the pos­ses­sion of any mem­ber of my fam­ily; and, in­deed, all such vain gauds and toys, how­ever suit­able or ne­ces­sary to the dig­nity of the Brit­ish ar­is­to­cracy, would be com­pletely out of place among those who have been brought up on the severe, and I be­lieve im­mor­tal, prin­ciples of re­pub­lic­an sim­pli­city. Per­haps I should men­tion that Vir­gin­ia is very anxious that you should al­low her to re­tain the box as a memento of your un­for­tu­nate but mis­guided an­cest­or. As it is ex­tremely old, and con­sequently a good deal out of re­pair, you may per­haps think fit to com­ply with her re­quest. For my own part, I con­fess I am a good deal sur­prised to find a child of mine ex­press­ing sym­pathy with me­di­ev­al­ism in any form, and can only ac­count for it by the fact that Vir­gin­ia was born in one of your Lon­don sub­urbs shortly after Mrs. Ot­is had re­turned from a trip to Athens.”

				Lord Canterville listened very gravely to the worthy Min­is­ter’s speech, pulling his grey mous­tache now and then to hide an in­vol­un­tary smile, and when Mr. Ot­is had ended, he shook him cor­di­ally by the hand, and said, “My dear sir, your charm­ing little daugh­ter rendered my un­lucky an­cest­or, Sir Si­mon, a very im­port­ant ser­vice, and I and my fam­ily are much in­debted to her for her mar­vel­lous cour­age and pluck. The jew­els are clearly hers, and, egad, I be­lieve that if I were heart­less enough to take them from her, the wicked old fel­low would be out of his grave in a fort­night, lead­ing me the dev­il of a life. As for their be­ing heir­looms, noth­ing is an heir­loom that is not so men­tioned in a will or leg­al doc­u­ment, and the ex­ist­ence of these jew­els has been quite un­known. I as­sure you I have no more claim on them than your but­ler, and when Miss Vir­gin­ia grows up I daresay she will be pleased to have pretty things to wear. Be­sides, you for­get, Mr. Ot­is, that you took the fur­niture and the ghost at a valu­ation, and any­thing that be­longed to the ghost passed at once in­to your pos­ses­sion, as, whatever activ­ity Sir Si­mon may have shown in the cor­ridor at night, in point of law he was really dead, and you ac­quired his prop­erty by pur­chase.”

				Mr. Ot­is was a good deal dis­tressed at Lord Canterville’s re­fus­al, and begged him to re­con­sider his de­cision, but the good-natured peer was quite firm, and fi­nally in­duced the Min­is­ter to al­low his daugh­ter to re­tain the present the ghost had giv­en her, and when, in the spring of 1890, the young Duch­ess of Cheshire was presen­ted at the Queen’s first draw­ing-room on the oc­ca­sion of her mar­riage, her jew­els were the uni­ver­sal theme of ad­mir­a­tion. For Vir­gin­ia re­ceived the cor­on­et, which is the re­ward of all good little Amer­ic­an girls, and was mar­ried to her boy-lov­er as soon as he came of age. They were both so charm­ing, and they loved each oth­er so much, that every­one was de­lighted at the match, ex­cept the old Mar­chion­ess of Dumb­leton, who had tried to catch the Duke for one of her sev­en un­mar­ried daugh­ters, and had giv­en no less than three ex­pens­ive din­ner-parties for that pur­pose, and, strange to say, Mr. Ot­is him­self. Mr. Ot­is was ex­tremely fond of the young Duke per­son­ally, but, the­or­et­ic­ally, he ob­jec­ted to titles, and, to use his own words, “was not without ap­pre­hen­sion lest, amid the en­er­vat­ing in­flu­ences of a pleas­ure-lov­ing ar­is­to­cracy, the true prin­ciples of re­pub­lic­an sim­pli­city should be for­got­ten.” His ob­jec­tions, how­ever, were com­pletely over­ruled, and I be­lieve that when he walked up the aisle of St. George’s, Han­over Square, with his daugh­ter lean­ing on his arm, there was not a prouder man in the whole length and breadth of Eng­land.

				The Duke and Duch­ess, after the hon­ey­moon was over, went down to Canterville Chase, and on the day after their ar­rival they walked over in the af­ter­noon to the lonely church­yard by the pine-woods. There had been a great deal of dif­fi­culty at first about the in­scrip­tion on Sir Si­mon’s tomb­stone, but fi­nally it had been de­cided to en­grave on it simply the ini­tials of the old gen­tle­man’s name, and the verse from the lib­rary win­dow. The Duch­ess had brought with her some lovely roses, which she strewed upon the grave, and after they had stood by it for some time they strolled in­to the ruined chancel of the old ab­bey. There the Duch­ess sat down on a fallen pil­lar, while her hus­band lay at her feet smoking a ci­gar­ette and look­ing up at her beau­ti­ful eyes. Sud­denly he threw his ci­gar­ette away, took hold of her hand, and said to her, “Vir­gin­ia, a wife should have no secrets from her hus­band.”

				“Dear Cecil! I have no secrets from you.”

				“Yes, you have,” he answered, smil­ing, “you have nev­er told me what happened to you when you were locked up with the ghost.”

				“I have nev­er told any­one, Cecil,” said Vir­gin­ia gravely.

				“I know that, but you might tell me.”

				“Please don’t ask me, Cecil, I can­not tell you. Poor Sir Si­mon! I owe him a great deal. Yes, don’t laugh, Cecil, I really do. He made me see what Life is, and what Death sig­ni­fies, and why Love is stronger than both.”

				The Duke rose and kissed his wife lov­ingly.

				“You can have your secret as long as I have your heart,” he mur­mured.

				“You have al­ways had that, Cecil.”

				“And you will tell our chil­dren some day, won’t you?”

				Vir­gin­ia blushed.

			
		
	
		
			
				The Sphinx Without a Secret

				An Etch­ing

			
			One af­ter­noon I was sit­ting out­side the Café de la Paix, watch­ing the splend­our and shab­bi­ness of Parisi­an life, and won­der­ing over my ver­mouth at the strange pan­or­ama of pride and poverty that was passing be­fore me, when I heard someone call my name. I turned round, and saw Lord Murch­is­on. We had not met since we had been at col­lege to­geth­er, nearly ten years be­fore, so I was de­lighted to come across him again, and we shook hands warmly. At Ox­ford we had been great friends. I had liked him im­mensely, he was so hand­some, so high-spir­ited, and so hon­our­able. We used to say of him that he would be the best of fel­lows, if he did not al­ways speak the truth, but I think we really ad­mired him all the more for his frank­ness. I found him a good deal changed. He looked anxious and puzzled, and seemed to be in doubt about some­thing. I felt it could not be mod­ern scep­ti­cism, for Murch­is­on was the stoutest of Tor­ies, and be­lieved in the Pentateuch as firmly as he be­lieved in the House of Peers; so I con­cluded that it was a wo­man, and asked him if he was mar­ried yet.

			“I don’t un­der­stand wo­men well enough,” he answered.

			“My dear Ger­ald,” I said, “wo­men are meant to be loved, not to be un­der­stood.”

			“I can­not love where I can­not trust,” he replied.

			“I be­lieve you have a mys­tery in your life, Ger­ald,” I ex­claimed; “tell me about it.”

			“Let us go for a drive,” he answered, “it is too crowded here. No, not a yel­low car­riage, any oth­er col­our—there, that dark green one will do,” and in a few mo­ments we were trot­ting down the boulevard in the dir­ec­tion of the Madeleine.

			“Where shall we go to?” I said.

			“Oh, any­where you like!” he answered—“to the res­taur­ant in the Bois; we will dine there, and you shall tell me all about your­self.”

			“I want to hear about you first,” I said. “Tell me your mys­tery.”

			He took from his pock­et a little sil­ver-clasped mo­rocco case, and handed it to me. I opened it. In­side there was the pho­to­graph of a wo­man. She was tall and slight, and strangely pic­tur­esque with her large vague eyes and loosened hair. She looked like a clair­voy­ante, and was wrapped in rich furs.

			“What do you think of that face?” he said; “is it truth­ful?”

			I ex­amined it care­fully. It seemed to me the face of someone who had a secret, but wheth­er that secret was good or evil I could not say. Its beauty was a beauty moul­ded out of many mys­ter­ies—the beauty, in fact, which is psy­cho­lo­gic­al, not plastic—and the faint smile that just played across the lips was far too subtle to be really sweet.

			“Well,” he cried im­pa­tiently, “what do you say?”

			“She is the Gioconda in sables,” I answered. “Let me know all about her.”

			“Not now,” he said; “after din­ner,” and began to talk of oth­er things.

			When the waiter brought us our cof­fee and ci­gar­ettes I re­minded Ger­ald of his prom­ise. He rose from his seat, walked two or three times up and down the room, and, sink­ing in­to an arm­chair, told me the fol­low­ing story:—

			“One even­ing,” he said, “I was walk­ing down Bond Street about five o’clock. There was a ter­rif­ic crush of car­riages, and the traffic was al­most stopped. Close to the pave­ment was stand­ing a little yel­low brougham, which, for some reas­on or oth­er, at­trac­ted my at­ten­tion. As I passed by there looked out from it the face I showed you this af­ter­noon. It fas­cin­ated me im­me­di­ately. All that night I kept think­ing of it, and all the next day. I wandered up and down that wretched Row, peer­ing in­to every car­riage, and wait­ing for the yel­low brougham; but I could not find ma belle in­con­nue, and at last I began to think she was merely a dream. About a week af­ter­wards I was din­ing with Ma­dame de Ras­tail. Din­ner was for eight o’clock; but at half-past eight we were still wait­ing in the draw­ing-room. Fi­nally the ser­vant threw open the door, and an­nounced Lady Al­roy. It was the wo­man I had been look­ing for. She came in very slowly, look­ing like a moon­beam in grey lace, and, to my in­tense de­light, I was asked to take her in to din­ner. After we had sat down, I re­marked quite in­no­cently, ‘I think I caught sight of you in Bond Street some time ago, Lady Al­roy.’ She grew very pale, and said to me in a low voice, ‘Pray do not talk so loud; you may be over­heard.’ I felt miser­able at hav­ing made such a bad be­gin­ning, and plunged reck­lessly in­to the sub­ject of the French plays. She spoke very little, al­ways in the same low mu­sic­al voice, and seemed as if she was afraid of someone listen­ing. I fell pas­sion­ately, stu­pidly in love, and the in­defin­able at­mo­sphere of mys­tery that sur­roun­ded her ex­cited my most ar­dent curi­os­ity. When she was go­ing away, which she did very soon after din­ner, I asked her if I might call and see her. She hes­it­ated for a mo­ment, glanced round to see if any­one was near us, and then said, ‘Yes; to­mor­row at a quarter to five.’ I begged Ma­dame de Ras­tail to tell me about her; but all that I could learn was that she was a wid­ow with a beau­ti­ful house in Park Lane, and as some sci­entif­ic bore began a dis­ser­ta­tion on wid­ows, as ex­em­pli­fy­ing the sur­viv­al of the mat­ri­mo­ni­ally fit­test, I left and went home.

			“The next day I ar­rived at Park Lane punc­tu­al to the mo­ment, but was told by the but­ler that Lady Al­roy had just gone out. I went down to the club quite un­happy and very much puzzled, and after long con­sid­er­a­tion wrote her a let­ter, ask­ing if I might be al­lowed to try my chance some oth­er af­ter­noon. I had no an­swer for sev­er­al days, but at last I got a little note say­ing she would be at home on Sunday at four and with this ex­traordin­ary post­script: ‘Please do not write to me here again; I will ex­plain when I see you.’ On Sunday she re­ceived me, and was per­fectly charm­ing; but when I was go­ing away she begged of me, if I ever had oc­ca­sion to write to her again, to ad­dress my let­ter to ‘Mrs. Knox, care of Whit­taker’s Lib­rary, Green Street.’ ‘There are reas­ons,’ she said, ‘why I can­not re­ceive let­ters in my own house.’

			“All through the sea­son I saw a great deal of her, and the at­mo­sphere of mys­tery nev­er left her. Some­times I thought that she was in the power of some man, but she looked so un­ap­proach­able, that I could not be­lieve it. It was really very dif­fi­cult for me to come to any con­clu­sion, for she was like one of those strange crys­tals that one sees in mu­seums, which are at one mo­ment clear, and at an­oth­er clouded. At last I de­term­ined to ask her to be my wife: I was sick and tired of the in­cess­ant secrecy that she im­posed on all my vis­its, and on the few let­ters I sent her. I wrote to her at the lib­rary to ask her if she could see me the fol­low­ing Monday at six. She answered yes, and I was in the sev­enth heav­en of de­light. I was in­fatu­ated with her: in spite of the mys­tery, I thought then—in con­sequence of it, I see now. No; it was the wo­man her­self I loved. The mys­tery troubled me, maddened me. Why did chance put me in its track?”

			“You dis­covered it, then?” I cried.

			“I fear so,” he answered. “You can judge for your­self.”

			“When Monday came round I went to lunch with my uncle, and about four o’clock found my­self in the Maryle­bone Road. My uncle, you know, lives in Re­gent’s Park. I wanted to get to Pic­ca­dilly, and took a short­cut through a lot of shabby little streets. Sud­denly I saw in front of me Lady Al­roy, deeply veiled and walk­ing very fast. On com­ing to the last house in the street, she went up the steps, took out a latch­key, and let her­self in. ‘Here is the mys­tery,’ I said to my­self; and I hur­ried on and ex­amined the house. It seemed a sort of place for let­ting lodgings. On the door­step lay her handker­chief, which she had dropped. I picked it up and put it in my pock­et. Then I began to con­sider what I should do. I came to the con­clu­sion that I had no right to spy on her, and I drove down to the club. At six I called to see her. She was ly­ing on a sofa, in a tea-gown of sil­ver tis­sue looped up by some strange moon­stones that she al­ways wore. She was look­ing quite lovely. ‘I am so glad to see you,’ she said; ‘I have not been out all day.’ I stared at her in amazement, and pulling the handker­chief out of my pock­et, handed it to her. ‘You dropped this in Cum­nor Street this af­ter­noon, Lady Al­roy,’ I said very calmly. She looked at me in ter­ror but made no at­tempt to take the handker­chief. ‘What were you do­ing there?’ I asked. ‘What right have you to ques­tion me?’ she answered. ‘The right of a man who loves you,’ I replied; ‘I came here to ask you to be my wife.’ She hid her face in her hands, and burst in­to floods of tears. ‘You must tell me,’ I con­tin­ued. She stood up, and, look­ing me straight in the face, said, ‘Lord Murch­is­on, there is noth­ing to tell you.’—‘You went to meet someone,’ I cried; ‘this is your mys­tery.’ She grew dread­fully white, and said, ‘I went to meet no one.’—‘Can’t you tell the truth?’ I ex­claimed. ‘I have told it,’ she replied. I was mad, frantic; I don’t know what I said, but I said ter­rible things to her. Fi­nally I rushed out of the house. She wrote me a let­ter the next day; I sent it back un­opened, and star­ted for Nor­way with Alan Colville. After a month I came back, and the first thing I saw in the Morn­ing Post was the death of Lady Al­roy. She had caught a chill at the Op­era, and had died in five days of con­ges­tion of the lungs. I shut my­self up and saw no one. I had loved her so much, I had loved her so madly. Good God! how I had loved that wo­man!”

			“You went to the street, to the house in it?” I said.

			“Yes,” he answered.

			“One day I went to Cum­nor Street. I could not help it; I was tor­tured with doubt. I knocked at the door, and a re­spect­able-look­ing wo­man opened it to me. I asked her if she had any rooms to let. ‘Well, sir,’ she replied, ‘the draw­ing-rooms are sup­posed to be let; but I have not seen the lady for three months, and as rent is ow­ing on them, you can have them.’—‘Is this the lady?’ I said, show­ing the pho­to­graph. ‘That’s her, sure enough,’ she ex­claimed; ‘and when is she com­ing back, sir?’—‘The lady is dead,’ I replied. ‘Oh sir, I hope not!’ said the wo­man; ‘she was my best lodger. She paid me three guineas a week merely to sit in my draw­ing-rooms now and then.’ ‘She met someone here?’ I said; but the wo­man as­sured me that it was not so, that she al­ways came alone, and saw no one. ‘What on earth did she do here?’ I cried. ‘She simply sat in the draw­ing-room, sir, read­ing books, and some­times had tea,’ the wo­man answered. I did not know what to say, so I gave her a sov­er­eign and went away. Now, what do you think it all meant? You don’t be­lieve the wo­man was telling the truth?”

			“I do.”

			“Then why did Lady Al­roy go there?”

			“My dear Ger­ald,” I answered, “Lady Al­roy was simply a wo­man with a mania for mys­tery. She took these rooms for the pleas­ure of go­ing there with her veil down, and ima­gin­ing she was a heroine. She had a pas­sion for secrecy, but she her­self was merely a Sphinx without a secret.”

			“Do you really think so?”

			“I am sure of it,” I replied.

			He took out the mo­rocco case, opened it, and looked at the pho­to­graph. “I won­der?” he said at last.

		
	
		
			
				The Model Millionaire

				A Note of Ad­mir­a­tion

			
			Un­less one is wealthy there is no use in be­ing a charm­ing fel­low. Ro­mance is the priv­ilege of the rich, not the pro­fes­sion of the un­em­ployed. The poor should be prac­tic­al and pro­sa­ic. It is bet­ter to have a per­man­ent in­come than to be fas­cin­at­ing. These are the great truths of mod­ern life which Hugh­ie Er­skine nev­er real­ised. Poor Hugh­ie! In­tel­lec­tu­ally, we must ad­mit, he was not of much im­port­ance. He nev­er said a bril­liant or even an ill-natured thing in his life. But then he was won­der­fully good-look­ing, with his crisp brown hair, his clear-cut pro­file, and his grey eyes. He was as pop­u­lar with men as he was with wo­men and he had every ac­com­plish­ment ex­cept that of mak­ing money. His fath­er had be­queathed him his cav­alry sword and a His­tory of the Pen­in­su­lar War in fif­teen volumes. Hugh­ie hung the first over his look­ing-glass, put the second on a shelf between Ruff’s Guide and Bailey’s Magazine, and lived on two hun­dred a year that an old aunt al­lowed him. He had tried everything. He had gone on the Stock Ex­change for six months; but what was a but­ter­fly to do among bulls and bears? He had been a tea-mer­chant for a little longer, but had soon tired of pekoe and souchong. Then he had tried selling dry sherry. That did not an­swer; the sherry was a little too dry. Ul­ti­mately he be­came noth­ing, a de­light­ful, in­ef­fec­tu­al young man with a per­fect pro­file and no pro­fes­sion.

			To make mat­ters worse, he was in love. The girl he loved was Laura Mer­ton, the daugh­ter of a re­tired Col­on­el who had lost his tem­per and his di­ges­tion in In­dia, and had nev­er found either of them again. Laura ad­ored him, and he was ready to kiss her shoes­trings. They were the hand­somest couple in Lon­don, and had not a penny-piece between them. The Col­on­el was very fond of Hugh­ie, but would not hear of any en­gage­ment.

			“Come to me, my boy, when you have got ten thou­sand pounds of your own, and we will see about it,” he used to say; and Hugh­ie looked very glum in those days, and had to go to Laura for con­sol­a­tion.

			One morn­ing, as he was on his way to Hol­land Park, where the Mer­tons lived, he dropped in to see a great friend of his, Alan Tre­vor. Tre­vor was a paint­er. In­deed, few people es­cape that nowadays. But he was also an artist, and artists are rather rare. Per­son­ally he was a strange rough fel­low, with a freckled face and a red ragged beard. How­ever, when he took up the brush he was a real mas­ter, and his pic­tures were eagerly sought after. He had been very much at­trac­ted by Hugh­ie at first, it must be ac­know­ledged, en­tirely on ac­count of his per­son­al charm. “The only people a paint­er should know,” he used to say, “are people who are bête and beau­ti­ful, people who are an artist­ic pleas­ure to look at and an in­tel­lec­tu­al re­pose to talk to. Men who are dan­dies and wo­men who are darlings rule the world, at least they should do so.” How­ever, after he got to know Hugh­ie bet­ter, he liked him quite as much for his bright, buoy­ant spir­its and his gen­er­ous, reck­less nature, and had giv­en him the per­man­ent en­trée to his stu­dio.

			When Hugh­ie came in he found Tre­vor put­ting the fin­ish­ing touches to a won­der­ful life-size pic­ture of a beg­gar-man. The beg­gar him­self was stand­ing on a raised plat­form in a corner of the stu­dio. He was a wizened old man, with a face like wrinkled parch­ment, and a most piteous ex­pres­sion. Over his shoulders was flung a coarse brown cloak, all tears and tat­ters; his thick boots were patched and cobbled, and with one hand he leant on a rough stick, while with the oth­er he held out his battered hat for alms.

			“What an amaz­ing mod­el!” whispered Hugh­ie, as he shook hands with his friend.

			“An amaz­ing mod­el?” shouted Tre­vor at the top of his voice; “I should think so! Such beg­gars as he are not to be met with every day. A trouv­aille, mon cher; a liv­ing Velasquez! My stars! what an etch­ing Rem­brandt would have made of him!”

			“Poor old chap!” said Hugh­ie, “how miser­able he looks! But I sup­pose, to you paint­ers, his face is his for­tune?”

			“Cer­tainly,” replied Tre­vor, “you don’t want a beg­gar to look happy, do you?”

			“How much does a mod­el get for sit­ting?” asked Hugh­ie, as he found him­self a com­fort­able seat on a di­van.

			“A shil­ling an hour.”

			“And how much do you get for your pic­ture, Alan?”

			“Oh, for this I get two thou­sand!”

			“Pounds?”

			“Guineas. Paint­ers, po­ets, and phys­i­cians al­ways get guineas.”

			“Well, I think the mod­el should have a per­cent­age,” cried Hugh­ie, laugh­ing; “they work quite as hard as you do.”

			“Non­sense, non­sense! Why, look at the trouble of lay­ing on the paint alone, and stand­ing all day long at one’s easel! It’s all very well, Hugh­ie, for you to talk, but I as­sure you that there are mo­ments when Art al­most at­tains to the dig­nity of manu­al la­bour. But you mustn’t chat­ter; I’m very busy. Smoke a ci­gar­ette, and keep quiet.”

			After some time the ser­vant came in, and told Tre­vor that the frame­maker wanted to speak to him.

			“Don’t run away, Hugh­ie,” he said, as he went out, “I will be back in a mo­ment.”

			The old beg­gar-man took ad­vant­age of Tre­vor’s ab­sence to rest for a mo­ment on a wooden bench that was be­hind him. He looked so for­lorn and wretched that Hugh­ie could not help pity­ing him, and felt in his pock­ets to see what money he had. All he could find was a sov­er­eign and some cop­pers. “Poor old fel­low,” he thought to him­self, “he wants it more than I do, but it means no hansoms for a fort­night,” and he walked across the stu­dio and slipped the sov­er­eign in­to the beg­gar’s hand.

			The old man star­ted, and a faint smile flit­ted across his withered lips. “Thank you, sir,” he said, “thank you.”

			Then Tre­vor ar­rived, and Hugh­ie took his leave, blush­ing a little at what he had done. He spent the day with Laura, got a charm­ing scold­ing for his ex­tra­vag­ance, and had to walk home.

			That night he strolled in­to the Palette Club about el­ev­en o’clock, and found Tre­vor sit­ting by him­self in the smoking-room drink­ing hock and seltzer.

			“Well, Alan, did you get the pic­ture fin­ished all right?” he said, as he lit his ci­gar­ette.

			“Fin­ished and framed, my boy!” answered Tre­vor; “and, by the by, you have made a con­quest. That old mod­el you saw is quite de­voted to you. I had to tell him all about you—who you are, where you live, what your in­come is, what pro­spects you have—”

			“My dear Alan,” cried Hugh­ie, “I shall prob­ably find him wait­ing for me when I go home. But of course you are only jok­ing. Poor old wretch! I wish I could do some­thing for him. I think it is dread­ful that any­one should be so miser­able. I have got heaps of old clothes at home—do you think he would care for any of them? Why, his rags were fall­ing to bits.”

			“But he looks splen­did in them,” said Tre­vor. “I wouldn’t paint him in a frock coat for any­thing. What you call rags I call ro­mance. What seems poverty to you is pic­tur­esque­ness to me. How­ever, I’ll tell him of your of­fer.”

			“Alan,” said Hugh­ie ser­i­ously, “you paint­ers are a heart­less lot.”

			“An artist’s heart is his head,” replied Tre­vor; “and be­sides, our busi­ness is to real­ise the world as we see it, not to re­form it as we know it. À chacun son méti­er. And now tell me how Laura is. The old mod­el was quite in­ter­ested in her.”

			“You don’t mean to say you talked to him about her?” said Hugh­ie.

			“Cer­tainly I did. He knows all about the re­lent­less col­on­el, the lovely Laura, and the £10,000.”

			“You told that old beg­gar all my private af­fairs?” cried Hugh­ie, look­ing very red and angry.

			“My dear boy,” said Tre­vor, smil­ing, “that old beg­gar, as you call him, is one of the richest men in Europe. He could buy all Lon­don to­mor­row without over­draw­ing his ac­count. He has a house in every cap­it­al, dines off gold plate, and can pre­vent Rus­sia go­ing to war when he chooses.”

			“What on earth do you mean?” ex­claimed Hugh­ie.

			“What I say,” said Tre­vor. “The old man you saw today in the stu­dio was Bar­on Haus­berg. He is a great friend of mine, buys all my pic­tures and that sort of thing, and gave me a com­mis­sion a month ago to paint him as a beg­gar. Que voulez-vous? La fantais­ie d’un mil­lion­aire! And I must say he made a mag­ni­fi­cent fig­ure in his rags, or per­haps I should say in my rags; they are an old suit I got in Spain.”

			“Bar­on Haus­berg!” cried Hugh­ie. “Good heav­ens! I gave him a sov­er­eign!” and he sank in­to an arm­chair the pic­ture of dis­may.

			“Gave him a sov­er­eign!” shouted Tre­vor, and he burst in­to a roar of laughter. “My dear boy, you’ll nev­er see it again. Son af­faire c’est l’ar­gent des autres.”

			“I think you might have told me, Alan,” said Hugh­ie sulkily, “and not have let me make such a fool of my­self.”

			“Well, to be­gin with, Hugh­ie,” said Tre­vor, “it nev­er entered my mind that you went about dis­trib­ut­ing alms in that reck­less way. I can un­der­stand your kiss­ing a pretty mod­el, but your giv­ing a sov­er­eign to an ugly one—by Jove, no! Be­sides, the fact is that I really was not at home today to any­one; and when you came in I didn’t know wheth­er Haus­berg would like his name men­tioned. You know he wasn’t in full dress.”

			“What a duffer he must think me!” said Hugh­ie.

			“Not at all. He was in the highest spir­its after you left; kept chuck­ling to him­self and rub­bing his old wrinkled hands to­geth­er. I couldn’t make out why he was so in­ter­ested to know all about you; but I see it all now. He’ll in­vest your sov­er­eign for you, Hugh­ie, pay you the in­terest every six months, and have a cap­it­al story to tell after din­ner.”

			“I am an un­lucky dev­il,” growled Hugh­ie. “The best thing I can do is to go to bed; and, my dear Alan, you mustn’t tell any­one. I shouldn’t dare show my face in the Row.”

			“Non­sense! It re­flects the highest cred­it on your phil­an­throp­ic spir­it, Hugh­ie. And don’t run away. Have an­oth­er ci­gar­ette, and you can talk about Laura as much as you like.”

			How­ever, Hugh­ie wouldn’t stop, but walked home, feel­ing very un­happy, and leav­ing Alan Tre­vor in fits of laughter.

			The next morn­ing, as he was at break­fast, the ser­vant brought him up a card on which was writ­ten, “Mon­sieur Gust­ave Naud­in, de la part de M. le Bar­on Haus­berg.” “I sup­pose he has come for an apo­logy,” said Hugh­ie to him­self; and he told the ser­vant to show the vis­it­or up.

			An old gen­tle­man with gold spec­tacles and grey hair came in­to the room, and said, in a slight French ac­cent, “Have I the hon­our of ad­dress­ing Mon­sieur Er­skine?”

			Hugh­ie bowed.

			“I have come from Bar­on Haus­berg,” he con­tin­ued. “The Bar­on—”

			“I beg, sir, that you will of­fer him my sin­cerest apo­lo­gies,” stammered Hugh­ie.

			“The Bar­on,” said the old gen­tle­man with a smile, “has com­mis­sioned me to bring you this let­ter,” and he ex­ten­ded a sealed en­vel­ope.

			On the out­side was writ­ten, “A wed­ding present to Hugh Er­skine and Laura Mer­ton, from an old beg­gar,” and in­side was a cheque for £10,000.

			When they were mar­ried Alan Tre­vor was the best man, and the Bar­on made a speech at the wed­ding break­fast.

			“Mil­lion­aire mod­els,” re­marked Alan, “are rare enough; but, by Jove, mod­el mil­lion­aires are rarer still!”

		
	
		
			The Portrait of Mr. W. H.

			
				I

				I had been din­ing with Er­skine in his pretty little house in Bird­cage Walk, and we were sit­ting in the lib­rary over our cof­fee and ci­gar­ettes, when the ques­tion of lit­er­ary for­ger­ies happened to turn up in con­ver­sa­tion. I can­not at present re­mem­ber how it was that we struck upon this some­what curi­ous top­ic, as it was at that time, but I know that we had a long dis­cus­sion about Macph­er­son, Ire­land, and Chat­ter­ton, and that with re­gard to the last I in­sisted that his so-called for­ger­ies were merely the res­ult of an artist­ic de­sire for per­fect rep­res­ent­a­tion; that we had no right to quar­rel with an artist for the con­di­tions un­der which he chooses to present his work; and that all Art be­ing to a cer­tain de­gree a mode of act­ing, an at­tempt to real­ise one’s own per­son­al­ity on some ima­gin­at­ive plane out of reach of the tram­mel­ling ac­ci­dents and lim­it­a­tions of real life, to cen­sure an artist for a for­gery was to con­fuse an eth­ic­al with an aes­thet­ic­al prob­lem.

				Er­skine, who was a good deal older than I was, and had been listen­ing to me with the amused de­fer­ence of a man of forty, sud­denly put his hand upon my shoulder and said to me, “What would you say about a young man who had a strange the­ory about a cer­tain work of art, be­lieved in his the­ory, and com­mit­ted a for­gery in or­der to prove it?”

				“Ah! that is quite a dif­fer­ent mat­ter,” I answered.

				Er­skine re­mained si­lent for a few mo­ments, look­ing at the thin grey threads of smoke that were rising from his ci­gar­ette. “Yes,” he said, after a pause, “quite dif­fer­ent.”

				There was some­thing in the tone of his voice, a slight touch of bit­ter­ness per­haps, that ex­cited my curi­os­ity. “Did you ever know any­body who did that?” I cried.

				“Yes,” he answered, throw­ing his ci­gar­ette in­to the fire—“a great friend of mine, Cyril Gra­ham. He was very fas­cin­at­ing, and very fool­ish, and very heart­less. How­ever, he left me the only leg­acy I ever re­ceived in my life.”

				“What was that?” I ex­claimed. Er­skine rose from his seat, and go­ing over to a tall in­laid cab­in­et that stood between the two win­dows, un­locked it, and came back to where I was sit­ting, hold­ing in his hand a small pan­el pic­ture set in an old and some­what tar­nished Eliza­beth­an frame.

				It was a full-length por­trait of a young man in late six­teenth-cen­tury cos­tume, stand­ing by a table, with his right hand rest­ing on an open book. He seemed about sev­en­teen years of age, and was of quite ex­traordin­ary per­son­al beauty, though evid­ently some­what ef­fem­in­ate. In­deed, had it not been for the dress and the closely cropped hair, one would have said that the face with its dreamy wist­ful eyes, and its del­ic­ate scar­let lips, was the face of a girl. In man­ner, and es­pe­cially in the treat­ment of the hands, the pic­ture re­minded one of François Clou­et’s later work. The black vel­vet doublet with its fant­ast­ic­ally gil­ded points, and the pea­cock-blue back­ground against which it showed up so pleas­antly, and from which it gained such lu­min­ous value of col­our, were quite in Clou­et’s style; and the two masks of Tragedy and Com­edy that hung some­what form­ally from the marble ped­es­tal had that hard sever­ity of touch—so dif­fer­ent from the fa­cile grace of the Itali­ans—which even at the Court of France the great Flem­ish mas­ter nev­er com­pletely lost, and which in it­self has al­ways been a char­ac­ter­ist­ic of the north­ern tem­per.

				“It is a charm­ing thing,” I cried, “but who is this won­der­ful young man, whose beauty Art has so hap­pily pre­served for us?”

				“This is the por­trait of Mr. W. H.,” said Er­skine, with a sad smile. It might have been a chance ef­fect of light, but it seemed to me that his eyes were quite bright with tears.

				“Mr. W. H.!” I ex­claimed; “who was Mr. W. H.?”

				“Don’t you re­mem­ber?” he answered; “look at the book on which his hand is rest­ing.”

				“I see there is some writ­ing there, but I can­not make it out,” I replied.

				“Take this mag­ni­fy­ing glass and try,” said Er­skine, with the same sad smile still play­ing about his mouth.

				I took the glass, and mov­ing the lamp a little near­er, I began to spell out the crabbed six­teenth-cen­tury hand­writ­ing. “To the on­lie be­get­ter of these in­su­ing son­nets.” … “Good heav­ens!” I cried, “is this Shakespeare’s Mr. W. H.?”

				“Cyril Gra­ham used to say so,” muttered Er­skine.

				“But it is not a bit like Lord Pem­broke,” I answered. “I know the Penshurst por­traits very well. I was stay­ing near there a few weeks ago.”

				“Do you really be­lieve then that the son­nets are ad­dressed to Lord Pem­broke?” he asked.

				“I am sure of it,” I answered. “Pem­broke, Shakespeare, and Mrs. Mary Fit­ton are the three per­son­ages of the Son­nets; there is no doubt at all about it.”

				“Well, I agree with you,” said Er­skine, “but I did not al­ways think so. I used to be­lieve—well, I sup­pose I used to be­lieve in Cyril Gra­ham and his the­ory.”

				“And what was that?” I asked, look­ing at the won­der­ful por­trait, which had already be­gun to have a strange fas­cin­a­tion for me.

				“It is a long story,” said Er­skine, tak­ing the pic­ture away from me—rather ab­ruptly I thought at the time—“a very long story; but if you care to hear it, I will tell it to you.”

				“I love the­or­ies about the Son­nets,” I cried; “but I don’t think I am likely to be con­ver­ted to any new idea. The mat­ter has ceased to be a mys­tery to any­one. In­deed, I won­der that it ever was a mys­tery.”

				“As I don’t be­lieve in the the­ory, I am not likely to con­vert you to it,” said Er­skine, laugh­ing; “but it may in­terest you.”

				“Tell it to me, of course,” I answered. “If it is half as de­light­ful as the pic­ture, I shall be more than sat­is­fied.”

				“Well,” said Er­skine, light­ing a ci­gar­ette, “I must be­gin by telling you about Cyril Gra­ham him­self. He and I were at the same house at Eton. I was a year or two older than he was, but we were im­mense friends, and did all our work and all our play to­geth­er. There was, of course, a good deal more play than work, but I can­not say that I am sorry for that. It is al­ways an ad­vant­age not to have re­ceived a sound com­mer­cial edu­ca­tion, and what I learned in the play­ing fields at Eton has been quite as use­ful to me as any­thing I was taught at Cam­bridge. I should tell you that Cyril’s fath­er and moth­er were both dead. They had been drowned in a hor­rible yacht­ing ac­ci­dent off the Isle of Wight. His fath­er had been in the dip­lo­mat­ic ser­vice, and had mar­ried a daugh­ter, the only daugh­ter, in fact, of old Lord Cred­iton, who be­came Cyril’s guard­i­an after the death of his par­ents. I don’t think that Lord Cred­iton cared very much for Cyril. He had nev­er really for­giv­en his daugh­ter for mar­ry­ing a man who had not a title. He was an ex­traordin­ary old ar­is­to­crat, who swore like a cost­er­mon­ger, and had the man­ners of a farm­er. I re­mem­ber see­ing him once on Speech-day. He growled at me, gave me a sov­er­eign, and told me not to grow up ‘a damned Rad­ic­al’ like my fath­er. Cyril had very little af­fec­tion for him, and was only too glad to spend most of his hol­i­days with us in Scot­land. They nev­er really got on to­geth­er at all. Cyril thought him a bear, and he thought Cyril ef­fem­in­ate. He was ef­fem­in­ate, I sup­pose, in some things, though he was a very good rider and a cap­it­al fen­cer. In fact he got the foils be­fore he left Eton. But he was very lan­guid in his man­ner, and not a little vain of his good looks, and had a strong ob­jec­tion to foot­ball. The two things that really gave him pleas­ure were po­etry and act­ing. At Eton he was al­ways dress­ing up and re­cit­ing Shakespeare, and when we went up to Trin­ity he be­came a mem­ber of the A.D.C. his first term. I re­mem­ber I was al­ways very jeal­ous of his act­ing. I was ab­surdly de­voted to him; I sup­pose be­cause we were so dif­fer­ent in some things. I was a rather awk­ward, weakly lad, with huge feet, and hor­ribly freckled. Freckles run in Scotch fam­il­ies just as gout does in Eng­lish fam­il­ies. Cyril used to say that of the two he pre­ferred the gout; but he al­ways set an ab­surdly high value on per­son­al ap­pear­ance, and once read a pa­per be­fore our de­bat­ing so­ci­ety to prove that it was bet­ter to be good-look­ing than to be good. He cer­tainly was won­der­fully hand­some. People who did not like him, Phil­istines and col­lege tu­tors, and young men read­ing for the Church, used to say that he was merely pretty; but there was a great deal more in his face than mere pret­ti­ness. I think he was the most splen­did creature I ever saw, and noth­ing could ex­ceed the grace of his move­ments, the charm of his man­ner. He fas­cin­ated every­body who was worth fas­cin­at­ing, and a great many people who were not. He was of­ten wil­ful and petu­lant, and I used to think him dread­fully in­sin­cere. It was due, I think, chiefly to his in­or­din­ate de­sire to please. Poor Cyril! I told him once that he was con­ten­ted with very cheap tri­umphs, but he only laughed. He was hor­ribly spoiled. All charm­ing people, I fancy, are spoiled. It is the secret of their at­trac­tion.

				“How­ever, I must tell you about Cyril’s act­ing. You know that no act­resses are al­lowed to play at the A.D.C. At least they were not in my time. I don’t know how it is now. Well, of course, Cyril was al­ways cast for the girls’ parts, and when As You Like It was pro­duced he played Ros­alind. It was a mar­vel­lous per­form­ance. In fact, Cyril Gra­ham was the only per­fect Ros­alind I have ever seen. It would be im­possible to de­scribe to you the beauty, the del­ic­acy, the re­fine­ment of the whole thing. It made an im­mense sen­sa­tion, and the hor­rid little theatre, as it was then, was crowded every night. Even when I read the play now I can’t help think­ing of Cyril. It might have been writ­ten for him. The next term he took his de­gree, and came to Lon­don to read for the dip­lo­mat­ic. But he nev­er did any work. He spent his days in read­ing Shakespeare’s Son­nets, and his even­ings at the theatre. He was, of course, wild to go on the stage. It was all that I and Lord Cred­iton could do to pre­vent him. Per­haps if he had gone on the stage he would be alive now. It is al­ways a silly thing to give ad­vice, but to give good ad­vice is ab­so­lutely fatal. I hope you will nev­er fall in­to that er­ror. If you do, you will be sorry for it.

				“Well, to come to the real point of the story, one day I got a let­ter from Cyril ask­ing me to come round to his rooms that even­ing. He had charm­ing cham­bers in Pic­ca­dilly over­look­ing the Green Park, and as I used to go to see him every day, I was rather sur­prised at his tak­ing the trouble to write. Of course I went, and when I ar­rived I found him in a state of great ex­cite­ment. He told me that he had at last dis­covered the true secret of Shakespeare’s Son­nets; that all the schol­ars and crit­ics had been en­tirely on the wrong tack; and that he was the first who, work­ing purely by in­tern­al evid­ence, had found out who Mr. W. H. really was. He was per­fectly wild with de­light, and for a long time would not tell me his the­ory. Fi­nally, he pro­duced a bundle of notes, took his copy of the Son­nets off the man­tel­piece, and sat down and gave me a long lec­ture on the whole sub­ject.

				“He began by point­ing out that the young man to whom Shakespeare ad­dressed these strangely pas­sion­ate poems must have been some­body who was a really vi­tal factor in the de­vel­op­ment of his dra­mat­ic art, and that this could not be said either of Lord Pem­broke or Lord Southamp­ton. In­deed, who­ever he was, he could not have been any­body of high birth, as was shown very clearly by the 25th Son­net, in which Shakespeare con­trast­ing him­self with those who are ‘great princes’ fa­vour­ites,’ says quite frankly—

				
					
						Let those who are in fa­vour with their stars
						

						Of pub­lic hon­our and proud titles boast,
						

						Whilst I, whom for­tune of such tri­umph bars,
						

						Un­look’d for joy in that I hon­our most.
					

				

				And ends the son­net by con­grat­u­lat­ing him­self on the mean state of him he so ad­ored.

				
					
						“Then happy I, that love and am be­loved
						

						Where I may not re­move nor be re­moved.
					

				

				This son­net Cyril de­clared would be quite un­in­tel­li­gible if we fan­cied that it was ad­dressed to either the Earl of Pem­broke or the Earl of Southamp­ton, both of whom were men of the highest po­s­i­tion in Eng­land and fully en­titled to be called ‘great princes’; and he in cor­rob­or­a­tion of his view read me Son­nets CXXIV and CXXV, in which Shakespeare tells us that his love is not ‘the child of state,’ that it ‘suf­fers not in smil­ing pomp,’ but is ‘buil­ded far from ac­ci­dent.’ I listened with a good deal of in­terest, for I don’t think the point had ever been made be­fore; but what fol­lowed was still more curi­ous, and seemed to me at the time to dis­pose en­tirely of Pem­broke’s claim. We know from Meres that the Son­nets had been writ­ten be­fore 1598, and Son­net CIV in­forms us that Shakespeare’s friend­ship for Mr. W. H. had been already in ex­ist­ence for three years. Now Lord Pem­broke, who was born in 1580, did not come to Lon­don till he was eight­een years of age, that is to say till 1598, and Shakespeare’s ac­quaint­ance with Mr. W. H. must have be­gun in 1594, or at the latest in 1595. Shakespeare, ac­cord­ingly, could not have known Lord Pem­broke till after the Son­nets had been writ­ten.

				“Cyril poin­ted out also that Pem­broke’s fath­er did not die till 1601; where­as it was evid­ent from the line,

				
					
						You had a fath­er; let your son say so,
					

				

				that the fath­er of Mr. W. H. was dead in 1598. Be­sides, it was ab­surd to ima­gine that any pub­lish­er of the time, and the pre­face is from the pub­lish­er’s hand, would have ven­tured to ad­dress Wil­li­am Her­bert, Earl of Pem­broke, as Mr. W. H.; the case of Lord Buck­hurst be­ing spoken of as Mr. Sack­ville be­ing not really a par­al­lel in­stance, as Lord Buck­hurst was not a peer, but merely the young­er son of a peer, with a cour­tesy title, and the pas­sage in Eng­land’s Parnas­sus, where he is so spoken of, is not a form­al and stately ded­ic­a­tion, but simply a cas­u­al al­lu­sion. So far for Lord Pem­broke, whose sup­posed claims Cyril eas­ily de­mol­ished while I sat by in won­der. With Lord Southamp­ton Cyril had even less dif­fi­culty. Southamp­ton be­came at a very early age the lov­er of Eliza­beth Ver­non, so he needed no en­treat­ies to marry; he was not beau­ti­ful; he did not re­semble his moth­er, as Mr. W. H. did—

				
					
						Thou art thy moth­er’s glass, and she in thee
						

						Calls back the lovely April of her prime;
					

				

				and, above all, his Chris­ti­an name was Henry, where­as the pun­ning son­nets (CXXXV and CXLIII) show that the Chris­ti­an name of Shakespeare’s friend was the same as his own—Will.

				“As for the oth­er sug­ges­tions of un­for­tu­nate com­ment­at­ors, that Mr. W. H. is a mis­print for Mr. W. S., mean­ing Mr. Wil­li­am Shakespeare; that ‘Mr. W. H. all’ should be read ‘Mr. W. Hall’; that Mr. W. H. is Mr. Wil­li­am Hath­away; and that a full stop should be placed after ‘wish­eth,’ mak­ing Mr. W. H. the writer and not the sub­ject of the ded­ic­a­tion—Cyril got rid of them in a very short time; and it is not worth while to men­tion his reas­ons, though I re­mem­ber he sent me off in­to a fit of laughter by read­ing to me, I am glad to say not in the ori­gin­al, some ex­tracts from a Ger­man com­ment­at­or called Barn­storff, who in­sisted that Mr. W. H. was no less a per­son than ‘Mr. Wil­li­am Him­self.’ Nor would he al­low for a mo­ment that the Son­nets are mere satires on the work of Drayton and John Dav­ies of Here­ford. To him, as in­deed to me, they were poems of ser­i­ous and tra­gic im­port, wrung out of the bit­ter­ness of Shakespeare’s heart, and made sweet by the honey of his lips. Still less would he ad­mit that they were merely a philo­soph­ic­al al­legory, and that in them Shakespeare is ad­dress­ing his Ideal Self, or Ideal Man­hood, or the Spir­it of Beauty, or the Reas­on, or the Di­vine Lo­gos, or the Cath­ol­ic Church. He felt, as in­deed I think we all must feel, that the Son­nets are ad­dressed to an in­di­vidu­al—to a par­tic­u­lar young man whose per­son­al­ity for some reas­on seems to have filled the soul of Shakespeare with ter­rible joy and no less ter­rible des­pair.

				“Hav­ing in this man­ner cleared the way as it were, Cyril asked me to dis­miss from my mind any pre­con­ceived ideas I might have formed on the sub­ject, and to give a fair and un­biased hear­ing to his own the­ory. The prob­lem he poin­ted out was this: Who was that young man of Shakespeare’s day who, without be­ing of noble birth or even of noble nature, was ad­dressed by him in terms of such pas­sion­ate ad­or­a­tion that we can but won­der at the strange wor­ship, and are al­most afraid to turn the key that un­locks the mys­tery of the poet’s heart? Who was he whose phys­ic­al beauty was such that it be­came the very corner­stone of Shakespeare’s art; the very source of Shakespeare’s in­spir­a­tion; the very in­carn­a­tion of Shakespeare’s dreams? To look upon him as simply the ob­ject of cer­tain love-poems is to miss the whole mean­ing of the poems: for the art of which Shakespeare talks in the Son­nets is not the art of the Son­nets them­selves, which in­deed were to him but slight and secret things—it is the art of the dram­at­ist to which he is al­ways al­lud­ing; and he to whom Shakespeare said—

				
					
						Thou art all my art, and dost ad­vance
						

						As high as learn­ing my rude ig­nor­ance,
					

				

				he to whom he prom­ised im­mor­tal­ity,

				
					
						Where breath most breathes, even in the mouths of men—
					

				

				was surely none oth­er than the boy-act­or for whom he cre­ated Vi­ola and Imo­gen, Ju­liet and Ros­alind, Por­tia and Des­de­mona, and Cleo­patra her­self. This was Cyril Gra­ham’s the­ory, evolved as you see purely from the Son­nets them­selves, and de­pend­ing for its ac­cept­ance not so much on demon­strable proof or form­al evid­ence, but on a kind of spir­itu­al and artist­ic sense, by which alone he claimed could the true mean­ing of the poems be dis­cerned. I re­mem­ber his read­ing to me that fine son­net—

				
					
						How can my Muse want sub­ject to in­vent,
						

						While thou dost breathe, that pour’st in­to my verse
						

						Thine own sweet ar­gu­ment, too ex­cel­lent
						

						For every vul­gar pa­per to re­hearse?
						

						O, give thy­self the thanks, if aught in me
						

						Worthy per­us­al stand against thy sight;
						

						For who’s so dumb that can­not write to thee,
						

						When thou thy­self dost give in­ven­tion light?
						

						Be thou the tenth Muse, ten times more in worth
						

						Than those old nine which rhymers in­voc­ate;
						

						And he that calls on thee, let him bring forth
						

						Etern­al num­bers to out­live long date—
					

				

				and point­ing out how com­pletely it cor­rob­or­ated his the­ory; and in­deed he went through all the Son­nets care­fully, and showed, or fan­cied that he showed, that, ac­cord­ing to his new ex­plan­a­tion of their mean­ing, things that had seemed ob­scure, or evil, or ex­ag­ger­ated, be­came clear and ra­tion­al, and of high artist­ic im­port, il­lus­trat­ing Shakespeare’s con­cep­tion of the true re­la­tions between the art of the act­or and the art of the dram­at­ist.

				“It is of course evid­ent that there must have been in Shakespeare’s com­pany some won­der­ful boy-act­or of great beauty, to whom he en­trus­ted the present­a­tion of his noble heroines; for Shakespeare was a prac­tic­al the­at­ric­al man­ager as well as an ima­gin­at­ive poet, and Cyril Gra­ham had ac­tu­ally dis­covered the boy-act­or’s name. He was Will, or, as he pre­ferred to call him, Wil­lie Hughes. The Chris­ti­an name he found of course in the pun­ning son­nets, CXXXV and CXLIII; the sur­name was, ac­cord­ing to him, hid­den in the sev­enth line of the 20th Son­net, where Mr. W. H. is de­scribed as—

				
					
						A man in hew, all Hews in his con­trowl­ing.
					

				

				“In the ori­gin­al edi­tion of the Son­nets ‘Hews’ is prin­ted with a cap­it­al let­ter and in it­al­ics, and this, he claimed, showed clearly that a play on words was in­ten­ded, his view re­ceiv­ing a good deal of cor­rob­or­a­tion from those son­nets in which curi­ous puns are made on the words ‘use’ and ‘usury.’ Of course I was con­ver­ted at once, and Wil­lie Hughes be­came to me as real a per­son as Shakespeare. The only ob­jec­tion I made to the the­ory was that the name of Wil­lie Hughes does not oc­cur in the list of the act­ors of Shakespeare’s com­pany as it is prin­ted in the first fo­lio. Cyril, how­ever, poin­ted out that the ab­sence of Wil­lie Hughes’s name from this list really cor­rob­or­ated the the­ory, as it was evid­ent from Son­net LXXXVI that Wil­lie Hughes had aban­doned Shakespeare’s com­pany to play at a rival theatre, prob­ably in some of Chap­man’s plays. It is in ref­er­ence to this that in the great son­net on Chap­man, Shakespeare said to Wil­lie Hughes—

				
					
						But when your coun­ten­ance fill’d up his line,
						

						Then lack’d I mat­ter; that en­feebled mine—
					

				

				the ex­pres­sion ‘when your coun­ten­ance filled up his line’ re­fer­ring ob­vi­ously to the beauty of the young act­or giv­ing life and real­ity and ad­ded charm to Chap­man’s verse, the same idea be­ing also put for­ward in the 79th Son­net—

				
					
						Whilst I alone did call upon thy aid,
						

						My verse alone had all thy gentle grace;
						

						But now my gra­cious num­bers are de­cay’d,
						

						And my sick Muse doth give an­oth­er place;
					

				

				and in the im­me­di­ately pre­ced­ing son­net, where Shakespeare says—

				
					
						Every ali­en pen has got my use
						

						And un­der thee their poesy dis­perse,
					

				

				the play upon words (use=Hughes) be­ing of course ob­vi­ous, and the phrase ‘un­der thee their poesy dis­perse,’ mean­ing ‘by your as­sist­ance as an act­or bring their plays be­fore the people.’

				“It was a won­der­ful even­ing, and we sat up al­most till dawn read­ing and re­read­ing the Son­nets. After some time, how­ever, I began to see that be­fore the the­ory could be placed be­fore the world in a really per­fec­ted form, it was ne­ces­sary to get some in­de­pend­ent evid­ence about the ex­ist­ence of this young act­or, Wil­lie Hughes. If this could be once es­tab­lished, there could be no pos­sible doubt about his iden­tity with Mr. W. H.; but oth­er­wise the the­ory would fall to the ground. I put this for­ward very strongly to Cyril, who was a good deal an­noyed at what he called my Phil­istine tone of mind, and in­deed was rather bit­ter upon the sub­ject. How­ever, I made him prom­ise that in his own in­terest he would not pub­lish his dis­cov­ery till he had put the whole mat­ter bey­ond the reach of doubt; and for weeks and weeks we searched the re­gisters of City churches, the Al­leyn MSS. at Dul­wich, the Re­cord Of­fice, the pa­pers of the Lord Cham­ber­lain—everything, in fact, that we thought might con­tain some al­lu­sion to Wil­lie Hughes. We dis­covered noth­ing, of course, and every day the ex­ist­ence of Wil­lie Hughes seemed to me to be­come more prob­lem­at­ic­al. Cyril was in a dread­ful state, and used to go over the whole ques­tion day after day, en­treat­ing me to be­lieve; but I saw the one flaw in the the­ory, and I re­fused to be con­vinced till the ac­tu­al ex­ist­ence of Wil­lie Hughes, a boy-act­or of Eliza­beth­an days, had been placed bey­ond the reach of doubt or cav­il.

				“One day Cyril left town to stay with his grand­fath­er, I thought at the time, but I af­ter­wards heard from Lord Cred­iton that this was not the case; and about a fort­night af­ter­wards I re­ceived a tele­gram from him, handed in at War­wick, ask­ing me to be sure to come and dine with him that even­ing at eight o’clock. When I ar­rived, he said to me, ‘The only apostle who did not de­serve proof was St. Thomas, and St. Thomas was the only apostle who got it.’ I asked him what he meant. He answered that he had not merely been able to es­tab­lish the ex­ist­ence in the six­teenth cen­tury of a boy-act­or of the name of Wil­lie Hughes, but to prove by the most con­clus­ive evid­ence that he was the Mr. W. H. of the Son­nets. He would not tell me any­thing more at the time; but after din­ner he sol­emnly pro­duced the pic­ture I showed you, and told me that he had dis­covered it by the merest chance nailed to the side of an old chest that he had bought at a farm­house in War­wick­shire. The chest it­self, which was a very fine ex­ample of Eliza­beth­an work, he had, of course, brought with him, and in the centre of the front pan­el the ini­tials W. H. were un­doubtedly carved. It was this mono­gram that had at­trac­ted his at­ten­tion, and he told me that it was not till he had had the chest in his pos­ses­sion for sev­er­al days that he had thought of mak­ing any care­ful ex­am­in­a­tion of the in­side. One morn­ing, how­ever, he saw that one of the sides of the chest was much thick­er than the oth­er, and look­ing more closely, he dis­covered that a framed pan­el pic­ture was clamped against it. On tak­ing it out, he found it was the pic­ture that is now ly­ing on the sofa. It was very dirty, and covered with mould; but he man­aged to clean it, and, to his great joy, saw that he had fallen by mere chance on the one thing for which he had been look­ing. Here was an au­then­t­ic por­trait of Mr. W. H., with his hand rest­ing on the ded­ic­at­ory page of the Son­nets, and on the frame it­self could be faintly seen the name of the young man writ­ten in black un­cial let­ters on a faded gold ground, ‘Mas­ter Will. Hews.’

				“Well, what was I to say? It nev­er oc­curred to me for a mo­ment that Cyril Gra­ham was play­ing a trick on me, or that he was try­ing to prove his the­ory by means of a for­gery.”

				“But is it a for­gery?” I asked.

				“Of course it is,” said Er­skine. “It is a very good for­gery; but it is a for­gery none the less. I thought at the time that Cyril was rather calm about the whole mat­ter; but I re­mem­ber he more than once told me that he him­self re­quired no proof of the kind, and that he thought the the­ory com­plete without it. I laughed at him, and told him that without it the the­ory would fall to the ground, and I warmly con­grat­u­lated him on the mar­vel­lous dis­cov­ery. We then ar­ranged that the pic­ture should be etched or fac­sim­iled, and placed as the frontis­piece to Cyril’s edi­tion of the Son­nets; and for three months we did noth­ing but go over each poem line by line, till we had settled every dif­fi­culty of text or mean­ing. One un­lucky day I was in a print-shop in Hol­born, when I saw upon the counter some ex­tremely beau­ti­ful draw­ings in sil­ver­point. I was so at­trac­ted by them that I bought them; and the pro­pri­et­or of the place, a man called Rawl­ings, told me that they were done by a young paint­er of the name of Ed­ward Mer­ton, who was very clev­er, but as poor as a church mouse. I went to see Mer­ton some days af­ter­wards, hav­ing got his ad­dress from the print­seller, and found a pale, in­ter­est­ing young man, with a rather com­mon-look­ing wife—his mod­el, as I sub­sequently learned. I told him how much I ad­mired his draw­ings, at which he seemed very pleased, and I asked him if he would show me some of his oth­er work. As we were look­ing over a port­fo­lio, full of really very lovely things—for Mer­ton had a most del­ic­ate and de­light­ful touch—I sud­denly caught sight of a draw­ing of the pic­ture of Mr. W. H. There was no doubt whatever about it. It was al­most a fac­sim­ile—the only dif­fer­ence be­ing that the two masks of Tragedy and Com­edy were not sus­pen­ded from the marble table as they are in the pic­ture, but were ly­ing on the floor at the young man’s feet. ‘Where on earth did you get that?’ I said. He grew rather con­fused, and said—‘Oh, that is noth­ing. I did not know it was in this port­fo­lio. It is not a thing of any value.’ ‘It is what you did for Mr. Cyril Gra­ham,’ ex­claimed his wife; ‘and if this gen­tle­man wishes to buy it, let him have it.’ ‘For Mr. Cyril Gra­ham?’ I re­peated. ‘Did you paint the pic­ture of Mr. W. H.?’ ‘I don’t un­der­stand what you mean,’ he answered, grow­ing very red. Well, the whole thing was quite dread­ful. The wife let it all out. I gave her five pounds when I was go­ing away. I can’t bear to think of it now; but of course I was furi­ous. I went off at once to Cyril’s cham­bers, waited there for three hours be­fore he came in, with that hor­rid lie star­ing me in the face, and told him I had dis­covered his for­gery. He grew very pale and said—‘I did it purely for your sake. You would not be con­vinced in any oth­er way. It does not af­fect the truth of the the­ory.’ ‘The truth of the the­ory!’ I ex­claimed; ‘the less we talk about that the bet­ter. You nev­er even be­lieved in it your­self. If you had, you would not have com­mit­ted a for­gery to prove it.’ High words passed between us; we had a fear­ful quar­rel. I dare say I was un­just. The next morn­ing he was dead.”

				“Dead!” I cried,

				“Yes; he shot him­self with a re­volver. Some of the blood splashed upon the frame of the pic­ture, just where the name had been painted. By the time I ar­rived—his ser­vant had sent for me at once—the po­lice were already there. He had left a let­ter for me, evid­ently writ­ten in the greatest agit­a­tion and dis­tress of mind.”

				“What was in it?” I asked.

				“Oh, that he be­lieved ab­so­lutely in Wil­lie Hughes; that the for­gery of the pic­ture had been done simply as a con­ces­sion to me, and did not in the slight­est de­gree in­val­id­ate the truth of the the­ory; and, that in or­der to show me how firm and flaw­less his faith in the whole thing was, he was go­ing to of­fer his life as a sac­ri­fice to the secret of the Son­nets. It was a fool­ish, mad let­ter. I re­mem­ber he ended by say­ing that he en­trus­ted to me the Wil­lie Hughes the­ory, and that it was for me to present it to the world, and to un­lock the secret of Shakespeare’s heart.”

				“It is a most tra­gic story,” I cried; “but why have you not car­ried out his wishes?”

				Er­skine shrugged his shoulders. “Be­cause it is a per­fectly un­sound the­ory from be­gin­ning to end,” he answered.

				“My dear Er­skine,” I said, get­ting up from my seat, “you are en­tirely wrong about the whole mat­ter. It is the only per­fect key to Shakespeare’s Son­nets that has ever been made. It is com­plete in every de­tail. I be­lieve in Wil­lie Hughes.”

				“Don’t say that,” said Er­skine gravely; “I be­lieve there is some­thing fatal about the idea, and in­tel­lec­tu­ally there is noth­ing to be said for it. I have gone in­to the whole mat­ter, and I as­sure you the the­ory is en­tirely fal­la­cious. It is plaus­ible up to a cer­tain point. Then it stops. For heav­en’s sake, my dear boy, don’t take up the sub­ject of Wil­lie Hughes. You will break your heart over it.”

				“Er­skine,” I answered, “it is your duty to give this the­ory to the world. If you will not do it, I will. By keep­ing it back you wrong the memory of Cyril Gra­ham, the young­est and the most splen­did of all the mar­tyrs of lit­er­at­ure. I en­treat you to do him justice. He died for this thing—don’t let his death be in vain.”

				Er­skine looked at me in amazement. “You are car­ried away by the sen­ti­ment of the whole story,” he said. “You for­get that a thing is not ne­ces­sar­ily true be­cause a man dies for it. I was de­voted to Cyril Gra­ham. His death was a hor­rible blow to me. I did not re­cov­er it for years. I don’t think I have ever re­covered it. But Wil­lie Hughes? There is noth­ing in the idea of Wil­lie Hughes. No such per­son ever ex­is­ted. As for bring­ing the whole thing be­fore the world—the world thinks that Cyril Gra­ham shot him­self by ac­ci­dent. The only proof of his sui­cide was con­tained in the let­ter to me, and of this let­ter the pub­lic nev­er heard any­thing. To the present day Lord Cred­iton thinks that the whole thing was ac­ci­dent­al.”

				“Cyril Gra­ham sac­ri­ficed his life to a great Idea,” I answered; “and if you will not tell of his mar­tyr­dom, tell at least of his faith.”

				“His faith,” said Er­skine, “was fixed in a thing that was false, in a thing that was un­sound, in a thing that no Shakespearean schol­ar would ac­cept for a mo­ment. The the­ory would be laughed at. Don’t make a fool of your­self, and don’t fol­low a trail that leads nowhere. You start by as­sum­ing the ex­ist­ence of the very per­son whose ex­ist­ence is the thing to be proved. Be­sides, every­body knows that the Son­nets were ad­dressed to Lord Pem­broke. The mat­ter is settled once for all.”

				“The mat­ter is not settled!” I ex­claimed. “I will take up the the­ory where Cyril Gra­ham left it, and I will prove to the world that he was right.”

				“Silly boy!” said Er­skine. “Go home: it is after two, and don’t think about Wil­lie Hughes any more. I am sorry I told you any­thing about it, and very sorry in­deed that I should have con­ver­ted you to a thing in which I don’t be­lieve.”

				“You have giv­en me the key to the greatest mys­tery of mod­ern lit­er­at­ure,” I answered; “and I shall not rest till I have made you re­cog­nise, till I have made every­body re­cog­nise, that Cyril Gra­ham was the most subtle Shakespearean crit­ic of our day.”

				As I walked home through St. James’s Park the dawn was just break­ing over Lon­don. The white swans were ly­ing asleep on the pol­ished lake, and the gaunt Palace looked purple against the pale-green sky. I thought of Cyril Gra­ham, and my eyes filled with tears.

			
			
				II

				It was past twelve o’clock when I awoke, and the sun was stream­ing in through the cur­tains of my room in long slant­ing beams of dusty gold. I told my ser­vant that I would be at home to no one; and after I had had a cup of chocol­ate and a petit-pain, I took down from the book­shelf my copy of Shakespeare’s Son­nets, and began to go care­fully through them. Every poem seemed to me to cor­rob­or­ate Cyril Gra­ham’s the­ory. I felt as if I had my hand upon Shakespeare’s heart, and was count­ing each sep­ar­ate throb and pulse of pas­sion. I thought of the won­der­ful boy-act­or, and saw his face in every line.

				Two son­nets, I re­mem­ber, struck me par­tic­u­larly: they were the 53rd and the 67th. In the first of these, Shakespeare, com­pli­ment­ing Wil­lie Hughes on the ver­sat­il­ity of his act­ing, on his wide range of parts, a range ex­tend­ing from Ros­alind to Ju­liet, and from Be­atrice to Ophelia, says to him—

				
					
						What is your sub­stance, where­of are you made,
						

						That mil­lions of strange shad­ows on you tend?
						

						Since every one hath, every one, one shade,
						

						And you, but one, can every shad­ow lend—
					

				

				lines that would be un­in­tel­li­gible if they were not ad­dressed to an act­or, for the word “shad­ow” had in Shakespeare’s day a tech­nic­al mean­ing con­nec­ted with the stage. “The best in this kind are but shad­ows,” says Theseus of the act­ors in the Mid­sum­mer Night’s Dream, and there are many sim­il­ar al­lu­sions in the lit­er­at­ure of the day. These son­nets evid­ently be­longed to the series in which Shakespeare dis­cusses the nature of the act­or’s art, and of the strange and rare tem­pera­ment that is es­sen­tial to the per­fect stage-play­er. “How is it,” says Shakespeare to Wil­lie Hughes, “that you have so many per­son­al­it­ies?” and then he goes on to point out that his beauty is such that it seems to real­ise every form and phase of fancy, to em­body each dream of the cre­at­ive ima­gin­a­tion—an idea that is still fur­ther ex­pan­ded in the son­net that im­me­di­ately fol­lows, where, be­gin­ning with the fine thought,

				
					
						O, how much more doth beauty beau­teous seem
						

						By that sweet or­na­ment which truth doth give!
					

				

				Shakespeare in­vites us to no­tice how the truth of act­ing, the truth of vis­ible present­a­tion on the stage, adds to the won­der of po­etry, giv­ing life to its love­li­ness, and ac­tu­al real­ity to its ideal form. And yet, in the 67th Son­net, Shakespeare calls upon Wil­lie Hughes to aban­don the stage with its ar­ti­fi­ci­al­ity, its false mim­ic life of painted face and un­real cos­tume, its im­mor­al in­flu­ences and sug­ges­tions, its re­mote­ness from the true world of noble ac­tion and sin­cere ut­ter­ance.

				
					
						Ah, where­fore with in­fec­tion should he live
						

						And with his pres­ence grace im­pi­ety,
						

						That sin by him ad­vant­age should achieve
						

						And lace it­self with his so­ci­ety?
						

						Why should false paint­ing im­it­ate his cheek,
						

						And steal dead seem­ing of his liv­ing hue?
						

						Why should poor beauty in­dir­ectly seek
						

						Roses of shad­ow, since his rose is true?
					

				

				It may seem strange that so great a dram­at­ist as Shakespeare, who real­ised his own per­fec­tion as an artist and his hu­man­ity as a man on the ideal plane of stage-writ­ing and stage-play­ing, should have writ­ten in these terms about the theatre; but we must re­mem­ber that in Son­nets CX and CXI Shakespeare shows us that he too was wear­ied of the world of pup­pets, and full of shame at hav­ing made him­self “a mot­ley to the view.” The 111th Son­net is es­pe­cially bit­ter:—

				
					
						O, for my sake do you with For­tune chide,
						

						The guilty god­dess of my harm­ful deeds,
						

						That did not bet­ter for my life provide
						

						Than pub­lic means which pub­lic man­ners breeds.
						

						Thence comes it that my name re­ceives a brand,
						

						And al­most thence my nature is sub­dued
						

						To what it works in, like the dyer’s hand:
						

						Pity me then and wish I were re­new’d—
					

				

				and there are many signs else­where of the same feel­ing, signs fa­mil­i­ar to all real stu­dents of Shakespeare.

				One point puzzled me im­mensely as I read the Son­nets, and it was days be­fore I struck on the true in­ter­pret­a­tion, which in­deed Cyril Gra­ham him­self seems to have missed. I could not un­der­stand how it was that Shakespeare set so high a value on his young friend mar­ry­ing. He him­self had mar­ried young, and the res­ult had been un­hap­pi­ness, and it was not likely that he would have asked Wil­lie Hughes to com­mit the same er­ror. The boy-play­er of Ros­alind had noth­ing to gain from mar­riage, or from the pas­sions of real life. The early son­nets, with their strange en­treat­ies to have chil­dren, seemed to me a jar­ring note. The ex­plan­a­tion of the mys­tery came on me quite sud­denly, and I found it in the curi­ous ded­ic­a­tion. It will be re­membered that the ded­ic­a­tion runs as fol­lows:—

				
					To the On­lie Be­get­ter of

					These In­su­ing Son­nets

					Mr. W. H. All Hap­pi­nesse

					and That Etern­it­ie

					Prom­ised

					by

					Our Ever-Liv­ing Poet

					Wish­eth

					the Well-Wish­ing

					Ad­ven­turer in

					Set­ting

					Forth.

					
						
							T. T.
						

					
				

				Some schol­ars have sup­posed that the word “be­get­ter” in this ded­ic­a­tion means simply the pro­curer of the Son­nets for Thomas Thorpe the pub­lish­er; but this view is now gen­er­ally aban­doned, and the highest au­thor­it­ies are quite agreed that it is to be taken in the sense of in­spirer, the meta­phor be­ing drawn from the ana­logy of phys­ic­al life. Now I saw that the same meta­phor was used by Shakespeare him­self all through the poems, and this set me on the right track. Fi­nally I made my great dis­cov­ery. The mar­riage that Shakespeare pro­poses for Wil­lie Hughes is the mar­riage with his Muse, an ex­pres­sion which is def­in­itely put for­ward in the 82nd Son­net, where, in the bit­ter­ness of his heart at the de­fec­tion of the boy-act­or for whom he had writ­ten his greatest parts, and whose beauty had in­deed sug­ges­ted them, he opens his com­plaint by say­ing—

				
					
						I grant thou wert not mar­ried to my Muse.
					

				

				The chil­dren he begs him to be­get are no chil­dren of flesh and blood, but more im­mor­tal chil­dren of un­dy­ing fame. The whole cycle of the early son­nets is simply Shakespeare’s in­vit­a­tion to Wil­lie Hughes to go upon the stage and be­come a play­er. How bar­ren and profit­less a thing, he says, is this beauty of yours if it be not used:—

				
					
						When forty win­ters shall be­siege thy brow
						

						And dig deep trenches in thy beauty’s field,
						

						Thy youth’s proud liv­ery, so gazed on now,
						

						Will be a tat­ter’d weed, of small worth held:
						

						Then be­ing ask’d where all thy beauty lies,
						

						Where all the treas­ure of thy lusty days,
						

						To say, with­in thine own deep-sunken eyes,
						

						Were an all-eat­ing shame and thrift­less praise.
					

				

				You must cre­ate some­thing in art: my verse “is thine, and born of thee,” only listen to me, and I will “bring forth etern­al num­bers to out­live long date,” and you shall people with forms of your own im­age the ima­gin­ary world of the stage. These chil­dren that you be­get, he con­tin­ues, will not with­er away, as mor­tal chil­dren do, but you shall live in them and in my plays: do but—

				
					
						Make thee an­oth­er self, for love of me,
						

						That beauty still may live in thine or thee.
					

				

				I col­lec­ted all the pas­sages that seemed to me to cor­rob­or­ate this view, and they pro­duced a strong im­pres­sion on me, and showed me how com­plete Cyril Gra­ham’s the­ory really was. I also saw that it was quite easy to sep­ar­ate those lines in which he speaks of the Son­nets them­selves from those in which he speaks of his great dra­mat­ic work. This was a point that had been en­tirely over­looked by all crit­ics up to Cyril Gra­ham’s day. And yet it was one of the most im­port­ant points in the whole series of poems. To the Son­nets Shakespeare was more or less in­dif­fer­ent. He did not wish to rest his fame on them. They were to him his “slight Muse,” as he calls them, and in­ten­ded, as Meres tells us, for private cir­cu­la­tion only among a few, a very few, friends. Upon the oth­er hand he was ex­tremely con­scious of the high artist­ic value of his plays, and shows a noble self-re­li­ance upon his dra­mat­ic geni­us. When he says to Wil­lie Hughes:

				
					
						But thy etern­al sum­mer shall not fade,
						

						Nor lose pos­ses­sion of that fair thou ow­est;
						

						Nor shall Death brag thou wander’st in his shade,
						

						When in etern­al lines to time thou grow’st:
						

						So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see,
						

						So long lives this, and this gives life to thee;—
					

				

				the ex­pres­sion “etern­al lines” clearly al­ludes to one of his plays that he was send­ing him at the time, just as the con­clud­ing couplet points to his con­fid­ence in the prob­ab­il­ity of his plays be­ing al­ways ac­ted. In his ad­dress to the Dra­mat­ic Muse (Son­nets C and CI), we find the same feel­ing.

				
					
						Where art thou, Muse, that thou for­get’st so long
						

						To speak of that which gives thee all thy might?
						

						Spend’st thou thy fury on some worth­less song,
						

						Dark­en­ing thy power to lend base sub­jects light?
					

				

				he cries, and he then pro­ceeds to re­proach the Mis­tress of Tragedy and Com­edy for her “neg­lect of Truth in Beauty dyed,” and says—

				
					
						Be­cause he needs no praise, wilt thou be dumb?
						

						Ex­cuse not si­lence so, for ’t lies in thee
						

						To make him much out­live a gil­ded tomb
						

						And to be praised of ages yet to be.
						

						Then do thy of­fice, Muse; I teach thee how
						

						To make him seem long hence as he shows now.
					

				

				It is, how­ever, per­haps in the 55th Son­net that Shakespeare gives to this idea its fullest ex­pres­sion. To ima­gine that the “power­ful rhyme” of the second line refers to the son­net it­self, is to mis­take Shakespeare’s mean­ing en­tirely. It seemed to me that it was ex­tremely likely, from the gen­er­al char­ac­ter of the son­net, that a par­tic­u­lar play was meant, and that the play was none oth­er but Romeo and Ju­liet.

				
					
						Not marble, nor the gil­ded monu­ments
						

						Of princes, shall out­live this power­ful rhyme;
						

						But you shall shine more bright in these con­tents
						

						Than un­swept stone be­smear’d with slut­tish time.
						

						When waste­ful wars shall statues over­turn,
						

						And broils root out the work of ma­sonry,
						

						Nor Mars his sword nor war’s quick fire shall burn
						

						The liv­ing re­cord of your memory.
						

						’Gainst death and all-ob­li­vi­ous enmity
						

						Shall you pace forth; your praise shall still find room
						

						Even in the eyes of all pos­ter­ity
						

						That wear this world out to the end­ing doom.
						

						So, till the judge­ment that your­self arise,
						

						You live in this, and dwell in lov­ers’ eyes.
					

				

				It was also ex­tremely sug­gest­ive to note how here as else­where Shakespeare prom­ised Wil­lie Hughes im­mor­tal­ity in a form that ap­pealed to men’s eyes—that is to say, in a spec­tac­u­lar form, in a play that is to be looked at.

				For two weeks I worked hard at the Son­nets, hardly ever go­ing out, and re­fus­ing all in­vit­a­tions. Every day I seemed to be dis­cov­er­ing some­thing new, and Wil­lie Hughes be­came to me a kind of spir­itu­al pres­ence, an ever-dom­in­ant per­son­al­ity. I could al­most fancy that I saw him stand­ing in the shad­ow of my room, so well had Shakespeare drawn him, with his golden hair, his tender flower-like grace, his dreamy deep-sunken eyes, his del­ic­ate mo­bile limbs, and his white lily hands. His very name fas­cin­ated me. Wil­lie Hughes! Wil­lie Hughes! How mu­sic­ally it soun­ded! Yes; who else but he could have been the mas­ter-mis­tress of Shakespeare’s pas­sion,1 the lord of his love to whom he was bound in vas­salage,2 the del­ic­ate min­ion of pleas­ure,3 the rose of the whole world,4 the her­ald of the spring5 decked in the proud liv­ery of youth,6 the lovely boy whom it was sweet mu­sic to hear,7 and whose beauty was the very raiment of Shakespeare’s heart,8 as it was the key­stone of his dra­mat­ic power? How bit­ter now seemed the whole tragedy of his deser­tion and his shame!—shame that he made sweet and lovely9 by the mere ma­gic of his per­son­al­ity, but that was none the less shame. Yet as Shakespeare for­gave him, should not we for­give him also? I did not care to pry in­to the mys­tery of his sin.

				His aban­don­ment of Shakespeare’s theatre was a dif­fer­ent mat­ter, and I in­vest­ig­ated it at great length. Fi­nally I came to the con­clu­sion that Cyril Gra­ham had been wrong in re­gard­ing the rival dram­at­ist of the 80th Son­net as Chap­man. It was ob­vi­ously Mar­lowe who was al­luded to. At the time the Son­nets were writ­ten, such an ex­pres­sion as “the proud full sail of his great verse” could not have been used of Chap­man’s work, how­ever ap­plic­able it might have been to the style of his later Jac­o­bean plays. No: Mar­lowe was clearly the rival dram­at­ist of whom Shakespeare spoke in such laud­at­ory terms; and that

				
					
						Af­fable fa­mil­i­ar ghost
						

						Which nightly gulls him with in­tel­li­gence,
					

				

				was the Mephis­topheles of his Doc­tor Faus­tus. No doubt, Mar­lowe was fas­cin­ated by the beauty and grace of the boy-act­or, and lured him away from the Black­fri­ars Theatre, that he might play the Gave­ston of his Ed­ward II. That Shakespeare had the leg­al right to re­tain Wil­lie Hughes in his own com­pany is evid­ent from Son­net LXXXVII, where he says:—

				
					
						Farewell! thou art too dear for my pos­sess­ing,
						

						And like enough thou know’st thy es­tim­ate:
						

						The charter of thy worth gives thee re­leas­ing;
						

						My bonds in thee are all de­term­in­ate.
						

						For how do I hold thee but by thy grant­ing?
						

						And for that riches where is my de­serving?
						

						The cause of this fair gift in me is want­ing,
						

						And so my pat­ent back again is swerving.
						

						Thy­self thou gay­est, thy own worth then not know­ing,
						

						Or me, to whom thou gavest it, else mis­tak­ing;
						

						So thy great gift, upon mis­pri­sion grow­ing,
						

						Comes home again, on bet­ter judge­ment mak­ing.
						

						Thus have I had thee, as a dream doth flat­ter,
						

						In sleep a king, but wak­ing no such mat­ter.
					

				

				But him whom he could not hold by love, he would not hold by force. Wil­lie Hughes be­came a mem­ber of Lord Pem­broke’s com­pany, and, per­haps in the open yard of the Red Bull Tav­ern, played the part of King Ed­ward’s del­ic­ate min­ion. On Mar­lowe’s death, he seems to have re­turned to Shakespeare, who, whatever his fel­low-part­ners may have thought of the mat­ter, was not slow to for­give the wil­ful­ness and treach­ery of the young act­or.

				How well, too, had Shakespeare drawn the tem­pera­ment of the stage-play­er! Wil­lie Hughes was one of those

				
					
						That do not do the thing they most do show,
						

						Who, mov­ing oth­ers, are them­selves as stone.
					

				

				He could act love, but could not feel it, could mim­ic pas­sion without real­ising it.

				
					
						In many’s looks the false heart’s his­tory
						

						Is writ in moods and frowns and wrinkles strange,
					

				

				but with Wil­lie Hughes it was not so. “Heav­en,” says Shakespeare, in a son­net of mad id­ol­atry—

				
					
						Heav­en in thy cre­ation did de­cree
						

						That in thy face sweet love should ever dwell;
						

						Whate’er thy thoughts or thy heart’s work­ings be,
						

						Thy looks should noth­ing thence but sweet­ness tell.
					

				

				In his “in­con­stant mind” and his “false heart,” it was easy to re­cog­nise the in­sin­cer­ity and treach­ery that some­how seem in­sep­ar­able from the artist­ic nature, as in his love of praise that de­sire for im­me­di­ate re­cog­ni­tion that char­ac­ter­ises all act­ors. And yet, more for­tu­nate in this than oth­er act­ors, Wil­lie Hughes was to know some­thing of im­mor­tal­ity. In­sep­ar­ably con­nec­ted with Shakespeare’s plays, he was to live in them.

				
					
						Your name from hence im­mor­tal life shall have,
						

						Though I, once gone, to all the world must die:
						

						The earth can yield me but a com­mon grave,
						

						When you en­tombed in men’s eyes shall lie.
						

						Your monu­ment shall be my gentle verse,
						

						Which eyes not yet cre­ated shall o’er-read,
						

						And tongues to be your be­ing shall re­hearse,
						

						When all the breath­ers of this world are dead.
					

				

				There were end­less al­lu­sions, also, to Wil­lie Hughes’s power over his audi­ence—the “gazers,” as Shakespeare calls them; but per­haps the most per­fect de­scrip­tion of his won­der­ful mas­tery over dra­mat­ic art was in A Lov­er’s Com­plaint, where Shakespeare says of him:—

				
					
						In him a plen­it­ude of subtle mat­ter,
						

						Ap­plied to cau­tels, all strange forms re­ceives,
						

						Of burn­ing blushes, or of weep­ing wa­ter,
						

						Or swoon­ing pale­ness; and he takes and leaves,
						

						In either’s apt­ness, as it best de­ceives,
						

						To blush at speeches rank, to weep at woes,
						

						Or to turn white and swoon at tra­gic shows.
						

						⋮
						

						So on the tip of his sub­du­ing tongue,
						

						All kind of ar­gu­ments and ques­tions deep,
						

						All rep­lic­a­tion prompt and reas­on strong,
						

						For his ad­vant­age still did wake and sleep,
						

						To make the weep­er laugh, the laugh­er weep.
						

						He had the dia­lect and the dif­fer­ent skill,
						

						Catch­ing all pas­sions in his craft of will.
					

				

				Once I thought that I had really found Wil­lie Hughes in Eliza­beth­an lit­er­at­ure. In a won­der­fully graph­ic ac­count of the last days of the great Earl of Es­sex, his chap­lain, Thomas Knell, tells us that the night be­fore the Earl died, “he called Wil­li­am Hewes, which was his mu­si­cian, to play upon the vir­gin­als and to sing. ‘Play,’ said he, ‘my song, Will Hewes, and I will sing it to my­self.’ So he did it most joy­fully, not as the howl­ing swan, which, still look­ing down, waileth her end, but as a sweet lark, lift­ing up his hands and cast­ing up his eyes to his God, with this moun­ted the crys­tal skies, and reached with his un­wear­ied tongue the top of highest heav­ens.” Surely the boy who played on the vir­gin­als to the dy­ing fath­er of Sid­ney’s Stella was none oth­er but the Will Hews to whom Shakespeare ded­ic­ated the Son­nets, and who he tells us was him­self sweet “mu­sic to hear.” Yet Lord Es­sex died in 1576, when Shakespeare him­self was but twelve years of age. It was im­possible that his mu­si­cian could have been the Mr. W. H. of the Son­nets. Per­haps Shakespeare’s young friend was the son of the play­er upon the vir­gin­als? It was at least some­thing to have dis­covered that Will Hews was an Eliza­beth­an name. In­deed the name Hews seemed to have been closely con­nec­ted with mu­sic and the stage. The first Eng­lish act­ress was the lovely Mar­garet Hews, whom Prince Rupert so madly loved. What more prob­able than that between her and Lord Es­sex’s mu­si­cian had come the boy-act­or of Shakespeare’s plays? But the proofs, the links—where were they? Alas: I could not find them. It seemed to me that I was al­ways on the brink of ab­so­lute veri­fic­a­tion, but that I could nev­er really at­tain to it.

				From Wil­lie Hughes’s life I soon passed to thoughts of his death. I used to won­der what had been his end.

				Per­haps he had been one of those Eng­lish act­ors who in 1604 went across sea to Ger­many and played be­fore the great Duke Henry Ju­li­us of Brun­swick, him­self a dram­at­ist of no mean or­der, and at the Court of that strange Elect­or of Branden­burg, who was so en­am­oured of beauty that he was said to have bought for his weight in am­ber the young son of a trav­el­ling Greek mer­chant, and to have giv­en pa­geants in hon­our of his slave all through that dread­ful fam­ine year of 1606–7, when the people died of hun­ger in the very streets of the town, and for the space of sev­en months there was no rain. We know at any rate that Romeo and Ju­liet was brought out at Dresden in 1613, along with Ham­let and King Lear, and it was surely to none oth­er than Wil­lie Hughes that in 1615 the death-mask of Shakespeare was brought by the hand of one of the suite of the Eng­lish am­bas­sad­or, pale token of the passing away of the great poet who had so dearly loved him. In­deed there would have been some­thing pe­cu­li­arly fit­ting in the idea that the boy-act­or, whose beauty had been so vi­tal an ele­ment in the real­ism and ro­mance of Shakespeare’s art, should have been the first to have brought to Ger­many the seed of the new cul­ture, and was in his way the pre­curs­or of that Aufklärung or Il­lu­min­a­tion of the eight­eenth cen­tury, that splen­did move­ment which, though be­gun by Less­ing and Her­der, and brought to its full and per­fect is­sue by Goethe, was in no small part helped on by an­oth­er act­or—Friedrich Schroeder—who awoke the pop­u­lar con­scious­ness, and by means of the feigned pas­sions and mi­met­ic meth­ods of the stage showed the in­tim­ate, the vi­tal, con­nec­tion between life and lit­er­at­ure. If this was so—and there was cer­tainly no evid­ence against it—it was not im­prob­able that Wil­lie Hughes was one of those Eng­lish comedi­ans (mimae quidam ex Brit­an­nia, as the old chron­icle calls them), who were slain at Nurem­berg in a sud­den up­ris­ing of the people, and were secretly bur­ied in a little vine­yard out­side the city by some young men “who had found pleas­ure in their per­form­ances, and of whom some had sought to be in­struc­ted in the mys­ter­ies of the new art.” Cer­tainly no more fit­ting place could there be for him to whom Shakespeare said, “thou art all my art,” than this little vine­yard out­side the city walls. For was it not from the sor­rows of Di­onysos that Tragedy sprang? Was not the light laughter of Com­edy, with its care­less mer­ri­ment and quick replies, first heard on the lips of the Si­cili­an vine-dress­ers? Nay, did not the purple and red stain of the wine-froth on face and limbs give the first sug­ges­tion of the charm and fas­cin­a­tion of dis­guise—the de­sire for self-con­ceal­ment, the sense of the value of ob­jectiv­ity thus show­ing it­self in the rude be­gin­nings of the art? At any rate, wherever he lay—wheth­er in the little vine­yard at the gate of the Goth­ic town, or in some dim Lon­don church­yard amidst the roar and bustle of our great city—no gor­geous monu­ment marked his rest­ing-place. His true tomb, as Shakespeare saw, was the poet’s verse, his true monu­ment the per­man­ence of the drama. So had it been with oth­ers whose beauty had giv­en a new cre­at­ive im­pulse to their age. The ivory body of the Bithy­ni­an slave rots in the green ooze of the Nile, and on the yel­low hills of the Ceramei­cus is strewn the dust of the young Atheni­an; but An­ti­n­ous lives in sculp­ture, and Char­mides in philo­sophy.

			
			
				III

				After three weeks had elapsed, I de­term­ined to make a strong ap­peal to Er­skine to do justice to the memory of Cyril Gra­ham, and to give to the world his mar­vel­lous in­ter­pret­a­tion of the Son­nets—the only in­ter­pret­a­tion that thor­oughly ex­plained the prob­lem. I have not any copy of my let­ter, I re­gret to say, nor have I been able to lay my hand upon the ori­gin­al; but I re­mem­ber that I went over the whole ground, and covered sheets of pa­per with pas­sion­ate re­it­er­a­tion of the ar­gu­ments and proofs that my study had sug­ges­ted to me. It seemed to me that I was not merely restor­ing Cyril Gra­ham to his prop­er place in lit­er­ary his­tory, but res­cuing the hon­our of Shakespeare him­self from the te­di­ous memory of a com­mon­place in­trigue. I put in­to the let­ter all my en­thu­si­asm. I put in­to the let­ter all my faith.

				No soon­er, in fact, had I sent it off than a curi­ous re­ac­tion came over me. It seemed to me that I had giv­en away my ca­pa­city for be­lief in the Wil­lie Hughes the­ory of the Son­nets, that some­thing had gone out of me, as it were, and that I was per­fectly in­dif­fer­ent to the whole sub­ject. What was it that had happened? It is dif­fi­cult to say. Per­haps, by find­ing per­fect ex­pres­sion for a pas­sion, I had ex­hausted the pas­sion it­self. Emo­tion­al forces, like the forces of phys­ic­al life, have their pos­it­ive lim­it­a­tions. Per­haps the mere ef­fort to con­vert any­one to a the­ory in­volves some form of re­nun­ci­ation of the power of cre­dence. Per­haps I was simply tired of the whole thing, and, my en­thu­si­asm hav­ing burnt out, my reas­on was left to its own un­im­pas­sioned judg­ment. How­ever it came about, and I can­not pre­tend to ex­plain it, there was no doubt that Wil­lie Hughes sud­denly be­came to me a mere myth, an idle dream, the boy­ish fancy of a young man who, like most ar­dent spir­its, was more anxious to con­vince oth­ers than to be him­self con­vinced.

				As I had said some very un­just and bit­ter things to Er­skine in my let­ter, I de­term­ined to go and see him at once, and to make my apo­lo­gies to him for my be­ha­viour. Ac­cord­ingly, the next morn­ing I drove down to Bird­cage Walk, and found Er­skine sit­ting in his lib­rary, with the forged pic­ture of Wil­lie Hughes in front of him.

				“My dear Er­skine!” I cried, “I have come to apo­lo­gise to you.”

				“To apo­lo­gise to me?” he said. “What for?”

				“For my let­ter,” I answered.

				“You have noth­ing to re­gret in your let­ter,” he said. “On the con­trary, you have done me the greatest ser­vice in your power. You have shown me that Cyril Gra­ham’s the­ory is per­fectly sound.”

				“You don’t mean to say that you be­lieve in Wil­lie Hughes?” I ex­claimed.

				“Why not?” he re­joined. “You have proved the thing to me. Do you think I can­not es­tim­ate the value of evid­ence?”

				“But there is no evid­ence at all,” I groaned, sink­ing in­to a chair. “When I wrote to you I was un­der the in­flu­ence of a per­fectly silly en­thu­si­asm. I had been touched by the story of Cyril Gra­ham’s death, fas­cin­ated by his ro­mantic the­ory, en­thralled by the won­der and nov­elty of the whole idea. I see now that the the­ory is based on a de­lu­sion. The only evid­ence for the ex­ist­ence of Wil­lie Hughes is that pic­ture in front of you, and the pic­ture is a for­gery. Don’t be car­ried away by mere sen­ti­ment in this mat­ter. Whatever ro­mance may have to say about the Wil­lie Hughes the­ory, reas­on is dead against it.”

				“I don’t un­der­stand you,” said Er­skine, look­ing at me in amazement. “Why, you your­self have con­vinced me by your let­ter that Wil­lie Hughes is an ab­so­lute real­ity. Why have you changed your mind? Or is all that you have been say­ing to me merely a joke?”

				“I can­not ex­plain it to you,” I re­joined, “but I see now that there is really noth­ing to be said in fa­vour of Cyril Gra­ham’s in­ter­pret­a­tion. The Son­nets are ad­dressed to Lord Pem­broke. For heav­en’s sake don’t waste your time in a fool­ish at­tempt to dis­cov­er a young Eliza­beth­an act­or who nev­er ex­is­ted, and to make a phantom pup­pet the centre of the great cycle of Shakespeare’s Son­nets.”

				“I see that you don’t un­der­stand the the­ory,” he replied.

				“My dear Er­skine,” I cried, “not un­der­stand it! Why, I feel as if I had in­ven­ted it. Surely my let­ter shows you that I not merely went in­to the whole mat­ter, but that I con­trib­uted proofs of every kind. The one flaw in the the­ory is that it pre­sup­poses the ex­ist­ence of the per­son whose ex­ist­ence is the sub­ject of dis­pute. If we grant that there was in Shakespeare’s com­pany a young act­or of the name of Wil­lie Hughes, it is not dif­fi­cult to make him the ob­ject of the Son­nets. But as we know that there was no act­or of this name in the com­pany of the Globe Theatre, it is idle to pur­sue the in­vest­ig­a­tion fur­ther.”

				“But that is ex­actly what we don’t know,” said Er­skine. “It is quite true that his name does not oc­cur in the list giv­en in the first fo­lio; but, as Cyril poin­ted out, that is rather a proof in fa­vour of the ex­ist­ence of Wil­lie Hughes than against it, if we re­mem­ber his treach­er­ous deser­tion of Shakespeare for a rival dram­at­ist.”

				We ar­gued the mat­ter over for hours, but noth­ing that I could say could make Er­skine sur­render his faith in Cyril Gra­ham’s in­ter­pret­a­tion. He told me that he in­ten­ded to de­vote his life to prov­ing the the­ory, and that he was de­term­ined to do justice to Cyril Gra­ham’s memory. I en­treated him, laughed at him, begged of him, but it was of no use. Fi­nally we par­ted, not ex­actly in an­ger, but cer­tainly with a shad­ow between us. He thought me shal­low, I thought him fool­ish. When I called on him again his ser­vant told me that he had gone to Ger­many.

				Two years af­ter­wards, as I was go­ing in­to my club, the hall-port­er handed me a let­ter with a for­eign post­mark. It was from Er­skine, and writ­ten at the Hôtel d’Ang­le­terre, Cannes. When I had read it I was filled with hor­ror, though I did not quite be­lieve that he would be so mad as to carry his re­solve in­to ex­e­cu­tion. The gist of the let­ter was that he had tried in every way to veri­fy the Wil­lie Hughes the­ory, and had failed, and that as Cyril Gra­ham had giv­en his life for this the­ory, he him­self had de­term­ined to give his own life also to the same cause. The con­clud­ing words of the let­ter were these: “I still be­lieve in Wil­lie Hughes; and by the time you re­ceive this, I shall have died by my own hand for Wil­lie Hughes’s sake: for his sake, and for the sake of Cyril Gra­ham, whom I drove to his death by my shal­low scep­ti­cism and ig­nor­ant lack of faith. The truth was once re­vealed to you, and you re­jec­ted it. It comes to you now stained with the blood of two lives—do not turn away from it.”

				It was a hor­rible mo­ment. I felt sick with misery, and yet I could not be­lieve it. To die for one’s theo­lo­gic­al be­liefs is the worst use a man can make of his life, but to die for a lit­er­ary the­ory! It seemed im­possible.

				I looked at the date. The let­ter was a week old. Some un­for­tu­nate chance had pre­ven­ted my go­ing to the club for sev­er­al days, or I might have got it in time to save him. Per­haps it was not too late. I drove off to my rooms, packed up my things, and star­ted by the night-mail from Char­ing Cross. The jour­ney was in­tol­er­able. I thought I would nev­er ar­rive. As soon as I did I drove to the Hôtel d’Ang­le­terre. They told me that Er­skine had been bur­ied two days be­fore in the Eng­lish cemetery. There was some­thing hor­ribly grot­esque about the whole tragedy. I said all kinds of wild things, and the people in the hall looked curi­ously at me.

				Sud­denly Lady Er­skine, in deep mourn­ing, passed across the ves­ti­bule. When she saw me she came up to me, mur­mured some­thing about her poor son, and burst in­to tears. I led her in­to her sit­ting-room. An eld­erly gen­tle­man was there wait­ing for her. It was the Eng­lish doc­tor.

				We talked a great deal about Er­skine, but I said noth­ing about his motive for com­mit­ting sui­cide. It was evid­ent that he had not told his moth­er any­thing about the reas­on that had driv­en him to so fatal, so mad an act. Fi­nally Lady Er­skine rose and said, George left you some­thing as a memento. It was a thing he prized very much. I will get it for you.

				As soon as she had left the room I turned to the doc­tor and said, “What a dread­ful shock it must have been to Lady Er­skine! I won­der that she bears it as well as she does.”

				“Oh, she knew for months past that it was com­ing,” he answered.

				“Knew it for months past!” I cried. “But why didn’t she stop him? Why didn’t she have him watched? He must have been mad.”

				The doc­tor stared at me. “I don’t know what you mean,” he said.

				“Well,” I cried, “if a moth­er knows that her son is go­ing to com­mit sui­cide—”

				“Sui­cide!” he answered. “Poor Er­skine did not com­mit sui­cide. He died of con­sump­tion. He came here to die. The mo­ment I saw him I knew that there was no hope. One lung was al­most gone, and the oth­er was very much af­fected. Three days be­fore he died he asked me was there any hope. I told him frankly that there was none, and that he had only a few days to live. He wrote some let­ters, and was quite resigned, re­tain­ing his senses to the last.”

				At that mo­ment Lady Er­skine entered the room with the fatal pic­ture of Wil­lie Hughes in her hand. “When George was dy­ing he begged me to give you this,” she said. As I took it from her, her tears fell on my hand.

				The pic­ture hangs now in my lib­rary, where it is very much ad­mired by my artist­ic friends. They have de­cided that it is not a Clou­et, but an Oudry. I have nev­er cared to tell them its true his­tory. But some­times, when I look at it, I think that there is really a great deal to be said for the Wil­lie Hughes the­ory of Shakespeare’s Son­nets.
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