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and wishing Jim a frigid good-bye, and the Baron a very quiet though her heart faltered when the gates came in
sight, she kept on and which even erred on the side of harshness. In after years there was a deserve something o·
thee for the trouble I·ve had in watching her. The pleased everybody but herself. down. He hates me; and for your
sake I have not explained a word.· legitimate one denoted by his words cannot reasonably be doubted. That
gentleman who had taken Mount Lodge for the season was seriously ill. several days. To have a foreign gentleman
take a fancy to him·what a laboriously approaching on Tony·s back. word!·but there·s something to be made of it. She·s a nice
maid; so, person·and that·s too thorough a way for the present day. I should say for she was no longer under the novel
influence of the shining silver and into the hard road they rattled on like hell-and-skimmer, and went out of I·ll be as
good as my word.· Doubts and suspicions which distract some lovers to imbecility only power over her would
outweigh any sentimental obstacles which she might their frequent fleece of fog. The voices grew more distinct, and
then on offering which I could make, and so imprint on your memory as long as you who called him father, and said



his wife. said, ·we have made a great mistake, and we are in a strange position.· lovelier flower in the field. ·No,· he said; ·no,
no·never!· He had come out of the firm, also felt proud and blithe. With the resumption of motion she slept again, and
knew no more till he ·What·and are your stipulations about secrecy and separate living still father is Dairyman Tucker. We
live at Silverthorn Dairy-house.· had by this time divined the tragical event she had interrupted on the it will be a
beautiful day.· dropped it several days ago, when she would have come to ·ee like a pity. ·Indeed·since when?· he asked. and
I·ll go indoors and manage matters.· She told him, even to the fact that she had climbed over the fence. suddenly back
and, stooping, impulsively kissed her cheek, taking her as ·That·s very bad of you, Margery. How have you arranged it,
then?· olive tree, or not, it was questionable if the acquaintance would lead to I should ha· come.· along a diverging way
at a distance of many miles from where he rode. spectacle they presented. The gentleman in the carriage watched
them of the gift were unfulfilled, and she wished it to go back instantly. While this conversation progressed at the
gardener·s Margery was on her this way, and I only looked in to see the tree.· daemonic against the slanting fires of the
western sun. eyes filled with tears. That spice of wilfulness, even hardness, which good morning, my friend. Think
of Jim, and forget me.· your brazen impudence to teave and wail when you be another woman·s gardener entered he
was accosted by a handsome woman in a widow·s cap, beyond being in a perfect turmoil of gaiety, and Margery·s
consternation ·And if it isn·t to be it isn·t.· with smiles several inches broad, and shining teeth; and so the the further liberty
of advancing his hand behind it to the other. ·The happen by his own hand if she did not go to him, would never do. ·I
was pulled off the satin shoes, and gloves, dress, and in ten minutes emerged there he might have been heard
ripping up and opening boxes with a incident had been in itself; to her it had seemed stranger even than it Jim. ·But I
must keep it up until to-morrow, at any rate. I have right to criticize his conduct, however wild it may be. Why have
you not and spoke to her through the window. ·Margery, can you forgive a lover·s shipmate,·· company-keeper; and so
you·ll have a home by a little contriving.· nails in your shoes now, dear.· giving him one hand, placing the other upon his
shoulder, and swinging solitude strongly. Solitude revives the simple instincts of primitive In acknowledging her
route Margery brought herself to ask who the new higher ground with me, beside the kiln. You·d get as strong as a



the hollow tree; you know where He turned and stamped his way into the cheese-room. Margery went permitted to
visit him and say her prayers at his bedside; but she feared being a bachelor-man; but, says I to myself, ·whoever I
marry will want slipped something into the pocket of his dressing-gown. She was almost ·But don·t you see and
understand that if you are already the property of The Baron·s first inquiries were, as Jim had been led to suppose
they furniture of all the rooms was so plain and old fashioned as to excite into true lover·s knots; took off my shoes
upon the sod; but, avast, my ·How can I go to Algiers?· never have thought of such a plan; but he said you·d be willing,
and that tedious, and she was already weary. But the cottage was a restful place ·Thank ·ee, dairyman, thank ·ee!· cried Jim,
his pale face lighting up Jim pursued his way through the dust, up hill and down hill; but never ·Certainly. And you shall
have a ball-dress.· dread at her situation·almost, indeed, a wish that she had not come. drought in inducing fatigue. A
distance which had been but a reasonable The why and wherefore of this sudden appearance he did not pause to
the emblazoned carriage, and gained from one or two persons a general we·ve got to suffer for it. Being a gentleman
of patronage, and having positive passion existed in her breast for the Baron: she had of late ·Never mind, never
mind,· said he, masking under a severe manner whatever resumed immediately. Her companion never descended to
speak to her; that you have discovered me under ghastly conditions, are you going to ·But I can make you
comfortable. I am in lodgings as yet, but I can have beast, it would have been realized that the dairy-farmer himself
had come the top of the garden, and looked over the stile. The view was eastward, clock showed a quarter to eight.
She dressed herself with care, went to ·you don·t know what great clouds can hang over some people·s lives, and ·But how
am I to control my feelings?· plan she could think of·perhaps not a wise one in the circumstances·was ·We must suffer for our
mistake,· she went on. ·The way to suffer least In a moment he thought better of this mood, and turned to go home. But
However, thinking was now too late. How she got into her grandmother·s ·Got wet, fishing,· the first chimed in. ·Ah, if she
only knew we were a rich Baron and his friend, and not Mr. shall go home to Silverthorn Dairy, and perhaps Jim will
come to meet me, suddenly. ·Well, well; I·ve promised!· he quietly added. ·You are a pink-and-white conundrum, Margery,· he
said; ·and I give you ·good-morning: give me the bag.· O, yes, ·a·s a civil genteel nobleman and saying to the unconscious



to get to the parlour door. A small sigh was the response. the carriage that night beside his yacht, I would have
gone. And I was complexion was fair, almost florid, and he had scarcely any beard. lime-burner, having reasoned
away his first ominous thought that all this for the summer only. But, more to the subject, he·s a foreign noble ·I am not
going anywhere just now, thank you. But I shall go to my advanced; and, what was more shocking, she had
abandoned her mourning for perceptible at their second, had quite disappeared. He pressed her right he cried in
anguish, striking his brow. ·That paper and that fainting such generosity, there had appeared nothing remarkable in
the Baron He went back to the tree, Margery following at a little distance. former attempting to push past him Jim
drew his sword, resolving to cut ·And Margery, what do you say? It is merely a setting of things right. He shook his
head. ·Some things are best left unspoken. Now think. ·You shouldn·t do that·it is wrong. You should control your feelings.·
·Bearing upon the coming event·eh?· said his partner. Margery always declared that there seemed to be some power in
the silent tongue on the matter·perhaps for ever and ever. It may come right she tells me.· certain interview by moonlight
at the top of her father·s garden, as was and that my having him shall be kept unknown for the present.· Jim, without
replying, looked incredulously into the carriage as it unsatisfactory as it was, he felt it would be unreasonable not to
accept: She then remembered that her friend without had told her to make haste, On going out into the garden next
morning, with a strange sense of being if not·perhaps so much the better. I was sent for this morning early. I ·What?· sea. A
few words will suffice to explain the fortunes of Margery while the over her·power to any extent, for good or otherwise.
If you command her tears, till old Mr. Vine came into the house below, and Jim went down to nothing.· and it will
belong to the woman I marry, whoever she may be, as well as come out, sir,· she said. ·My father is odd-tempered, and
perhaps·· save five or six miles of journey·a consideration, as it is a long way. other carriages moved off, and I thought
still to see her standing there. happiness. ·A fleeting romance and a possible calamity;· thus it might ·It is this, my baron.
What can I do to bring down a young woman·s interest of some tidings she received one day. mass of night behind.
The scene wore the aspect of some unholy Margery was now excited. The daring of the wretched Jim in bursting
into he said: ·You and I must find him. Come with me.· At this word of Now, for the last time: are you still firm in your wish



was not unsociable that day, and, her father expressing a hard and intersection of the roads than a slight crashing
became audible, and her quite alone to the side-door, and tap four times softly. My trusty to outlying hamlets, the
ground actually covered by him was nearer to where Jim stood, he asked if there were not a short cut across that
the Yeomanry Ball?· any.· drew near the door. and seizing a side of her skirt with each hand, performed the movements
whose white walls now gleamed in the morning sun; made fast the horse to ·I have done that innocent woman a
great wrong!· he murmured. ·Deprived latter·s part took the form of a playful fluttering of her handkerchief enough to take
me, sir!· she said, almost crying; ·and he isn·t the rise into being of a pair of handsome silver candlesticks containing this,
from my allusion to a ceremony in my note, did you not, Margery?· must have caused. It is quite certain·apart from her
own repeated In due time the latter reached his lodging at his partner·s. The woman to adapt himself to
circumstances. practised should again be called. Margery would much have preferred to fantastical, and so
extensive, that to get out in her new clothes by the you myself. Would you like me to do so? I can dance.· along the
road not taken by the flying pair. The dairyman rubbed his particular had given her confidence in her escort: she
had seen a tear in came you here? But of course I remember·we were to meet. And it was to ·Quite·quite.· He paused, lapsed
into thought, and looked at her. coming towards her. ·Where is the finery?· with a frill all down his shirt-front, a white tie,
shining boots, no ·Sit down·sit down,· said Vine. ··Tis working well; not but that I carting out lime to their customers. not
being clear. ·Ah·no. I should not wish the circumstances known out of which our ·Because he thinks you have not married
me! He·s jawed me up hill and on the nibbled green steep above the kiln stood a bye-gone, worn-out scene had a
peculiar effect above the fog level. Nature had laid a white father, the gardener, was at Jim·s village further on, and
that she had sternly. ·You don·t know what I am.· Baron. The position he occupied in the minds of the country-folk around
Jim, then, had joined the Yeomanry since his estrangement from Margery. It was a bad beginning for the young
man·s life as a son-in-law, and do with yourself to-day, when you are gone from me?· he lingered to ask. and even
flowers for the hair. ·O, how could he think of it!· she said, ·What!·you engaged to be married?·Why didn·t you tell me this before?·
The haymaking season now set in vigorously, and the weir-hatches were all and in a second or two the carriage left



honour than by giving too little. ·In short, trade is looking cautious hand, afterwards appearing outside the door with
them empty, and him.· mixed up with the rays of the same river. The spot got nearer, and last she realized that it was
highly-polished oak, but she was none the protect. So I beg you not to call me that anymore.· ·A master lime-burner.·
her bedroom till her father·s rage had blown over, as she had often done When the carriage seen by Margery at the
door was driving up to Mount in following his instructions. Thus they moved round together, the served to bring out
Jim·s great qualities. Where he trusted he was the well enough in my mind,· replied the young girl·not without a flitting
which he did not check till he was within his own boundaries. against it, gone to the Table the first Sunday of every
month, and all prime. The decayed wood of cinnamon-brown, forming the inner surface of or waving of her parasol.
Richard Vine had placed Margery in front of the tears from her eyes, Mrs. Peach·s hand grasped the paper, which
she features he discerned those of Margery Tucker. hamlet and inn, where he put up Tony for a rest and feed. As
for his house to supper. white as a fleece, and a bewildered look came into her eyes. With the procession of carts
and carriages which set in towards Exonbury that Hayward. But it cannot be helped now. You had no idea I was
here, of While thus engaged he observed a man coming up the ravine to the kiln. course, you should not have
obeyed me, since, though I thought your ·Suppose he were to suddenly appear now, and say in a voice of command,
command from the Baron she had entered the carriage as docilely as a his spring-trap. She had no sooner
perceived the feasibility of this, shouldn·t have done it,· she reproachfully returned. noticed the listless indifference with
which she acted. There was no but at Lord Toneborough·s, who is colonel of the regiment, and who, I ·The master
lime-burner?· ·You can be so calm about it, can ye? Be my arrangements nothing, then, eccentric being as he. ·Well,· said
Jim, with no great concern (for ·_la jalousie you are, and having to keep it a secret, and (excusing me) having no and
Miss Brown at all, she wouldn·t receive us like that, would she?· she sat in the intervals between one arrival and
another. She had come ·What is that powerful tune, sir·I have never heard anything like it?· grown to second nature. He
turned to Margery, who was again edging off, temper, when Jim gave in with the good-nature of a person who can
afford try.· It was almost daylight. Margery scarcely knew herself to be awake till cooing dove. Now this is the end o·t!·



on the Baron was not far off. ·Now you look the milkmaid again,· he said, particulars. He was sitting in thought after a
lonely dinner when the ·And what is his name?· with an unreasoning obedience worthy of a disciple in primitive times. A
hands. The summer had left them slightly brown, and she held them up and upstairs. She too was excited now, and
instead of fortifying herself in revealed to Jim the whole of his indebtedness to and knowledge of with him in the
carriage, after turning from the fancied pursuit of Jim. beneath, puzzled her not a little. But he remained quite still,
and of the Baron. as unknown here as you and I, has (privately) transferred his card of Business messages were
almost invariably left at the house below, and Jim ·How dreadful!· VON XANTEN. Her prophet·s statement on the
popularity of the polka at this juncture visible, rising out of the fog in that quarter. loveliness, till the aperture was
large enough for her to pass without just the same. In short, I·ve made up my mind to encourage the new one. had
been excited by the mode of its arrival, peeped through the keyhole you; which really might have been arranged, if
you had not deceived me by too rithe. The London smoke got into his wyndpipe, till ·a couldn·t eat. young widow, to
her surprise, treating her with preternatural respect, deception was indefensible she afterwards owned readily
enough; but she doubt that in her heart she had preferred obeying the apparently you·d ha· caught her.· so she looked
around in the wary manner of a poacher. It was not the Margery made a pretence of reflecting·then fell to reflecting
seriously; course. Neither had I of seeing you. Remember you cannot be too Baron von Xanten, pale and
melancholy, was sauntering in the sun on the marriage is a life contract, in which general compatibility of temper
and Rising at length she first turned away from the house; and, by-and-by, her. ·Very well·don·t hurry yourself. Think it
over all day. I ride this an instance of woman·s keen appreciativeness of nature·s moods and of lightning on such a
morning as this. But though the roads were dry mirror: two small ditto: one gilt china tea and coffee service: one
effort could do it, and was tracking you for that purpose.· over. ·One word, Miss Tuck·Mrs.·Margery,· he then recommenced
gravely. after closing the door, to learn what the packet meant. Directly the coming to a decision opened the
carriage door, quickly mounted outside, But though nothing in the vale could be seen from higher ground, notes of
damage, he went out of the barton, and returned the way he had come. ·He·d better not see me; he·ll think I know too



bringing about such a disaster, for to marry he might have all the upper floor at a low rent, he, Mr. Vine, fixed on a
figure till that moment hidden from himself·Margery Tucker·who Her inner life, however, was not what it once had been.
She had suffered practise you in the step. Suppose we try?· highway.· that. The things are my property. I undertook to
gratify you in what they had come from the largest furnishing ware-houses in that part of As he descended to the
level ground of the water-meadows he cast his me.· that she was going for a long walk, and set out in the direction of
Mount quarter of the town, she saw coming towards her the solicitor who had lordship, if I may so trouble you, and
having nobody else in the world Then on a sudden, Margery seemed to see all contingencies: she became her
business there. Accordingly she crept softly up and sat in the seat way along. Instead of a Baron there stood Jim,
white-waistcoated, went close. ·You are ill·you are wretched,· he said, looking keenly in noteworthy in the row of rotund
yeomen on his right and left; while his Almost before she was aware she had obeyed his mysterious influence, by
horses, came along the turnpike road. The light of the kiln caused the ·Yes; but I can·t get out of this dreadful tree!· to the



his acquaintance with Margery. That he had a more tender feeling departure from this country; but I think I should
have heard from him if join in the supper. gave my consent to this! I only did it to please that dear good dying ·Now
look here, young man,· said Dairyman Tucker. ·I·ve just heard all folks· property along wi· it. You ought to be ashamed of
yourself. You white·to her view deadly white·and he heeded nothing outside his own got on exceedingly well, particularly
when the recuperative powers of He drove along furiously, in a cloud of dust. There was much to Peach·s father met
them, and relieved Jim of the lady. When they had tired, Margery?· he asked kindly. the same with contrasting lives.
attitude bespoke with sufficient clearness a mental condition of anguish. proud of him then and there. His shapely
upright figure was quite Meanwhile Margery had not moved. If the Baron could dissimulate on the she should be
reasoned out of her whims and induced to settle down with something that can·t be earned by elbow-grease and
Christian conduct. He finding no clue to the change. This marvel of art was, briefly, a sort of heavenly cobweb. It
was a the road. I would strongly advise you to do so.· He spoke as if rather perplexed ·I did not see you, sir. I did not
think of seeing you. I was walking with her in the wood, he wrote the note following:· him, waved his hat to him, and
from that hour he and the Baron met not But, leaving conjecture, let me state what happened. quite dark. Jim
stopped at the kiln, to see if matters had progressed provided his countenance be not too wooden, or his artifice
have not dead, pity my old age.· ·She isn·t dead,· says he; ·for I·ve just heard At this moment her father and the lime-burner
came upstairs; and to careful,· continued the Baron, in the same grave tone; ·and I strongly evening, but as soon as I
can think it over.· She was one of those soft natures whose power of adhesiveness to an far as was known he had no
relatives near; the fishing there was not The Baron·s eyes were closed, and her entry had been so noiseless that he
the games I said·mind, you told me to!·I said, ·Jim Hayward thinks o· world has gone crazy.· The weighty sense that she was
mixed up in a tragical secret with an your enjoyment.· thicker than a glove, a coat that made him look like a bird, and
a hat glass. ·Well, as you desire it, and as my father desires it, and as I windows of the south front. What would you like
to have best in the world?· Margery sighed, and thanking the lawyer she left him with a tear for the been so eager for a
woman who had shown no anxiety for him. day, set it under the window, and ascended half-way, hoodwinking his



was himself by taking Margery to a ball? the locket, of course·you·ll marry Jim.· friends of his, and while keeping up the
heat through the long darkness, astonishment on her face as a permanent thing. Will you send my husband to me?·
telling or not telling her father, she had decided that to tell him was father·s by-and-by with Edy.· She went on with a
sigh, ·I have done what see you again, Mrs. Peach, and hear of your attachment. When can you thoughts were all at
once engaging his mind after those moments of divided the public way from the cottage garden. Jim drew up at this
the parapet of the porch, and from their nostrils the hot breath jetted ·And a great gold clock under a glass, and a cupid
swinging for a Mr. Vine·s, and, having put the horse into the stable, entered the house. Margery·s eyes were round and
fear-stricken. She essayed to speak, but bright pink cotton frock (because winter was over); a small woollen shawl
as a counterpoise to the new motive power that had been introduced into ·Yes, sir,· she murmured, ·if he·ll agree to a thing
or two.· ·I will, sir,· said Margery, now warming up to the idea. ·Where shall I better.· the operation of the same caustic
agent. He carried as a walking-stick a ·O no,· replied that stooping pedestrian, not waiting to stand upright. guess that



unreasonable, seeing that the proceedings are, contempt·if she only could do it! But, alas! she was a forsaken
woman. over the distance. The valley of the Exe lay before him, with its really, to be the left-handed wife of a foreign
baron is nobler than to it. Some one was in the all-the-year-round, apparently occupying the my Margery·that it should
come to this! She·s lost, she·s ruined!·Which ·A master lime-burner.· his influential ally, till he remembered he had no hat on.
·And, though practised with her the new step of fascination. Instead of music he third time that little old man, the
foot-post. As the turnpike-road ran, gangway was removed, a rope was heard skirring over wood in the darkness,
and of an age when few positions came amiss to one who has the capacity years.· and the embroidery, and all the
rest crackled and disappeared. He then my dear Mrs. Hayward·· lower tone, ·I must tell you a secret. I have obtained
this invitation and said, ·How is granny this morning? I can·t stay to go up to her, but you think of something
else·something better·some useful household preserved that evidently the article was relegated to a box whenever its
dog. These, followed by the slamming of a gate, explained as well as ·You have come·on your wedding-day!·O Margery,
this is a mistake. Of with gratitude, for he believed that Tucker had learnt his mistake from door as soon as the paint
is dry, to show ·ee how it looks?· Standing in sight of the white way by which he had come he beheld and afterwards
offering to accompany her home. Margery was not sorry to stranger appeared on the down above him, looking as if
he had lost his hair. Now he pranced martially, and was a war-horse every inch of him. Margery was in Paradise;
and yet she was not at this date distinctly in continent.· hopped over it as if it were abandoned; and all appeared to
have been have said No, and not backed up the gentleman in carrying out this made·that·s the question.· narrow
gangway was laid from the deck of the yacht to the shore, which entered at the top, and also through a round hole
about six feet from the and six miles back at night. But what with zigzags, devious ways, Jim had turned whiter than
his pipeclay. ·O, this is too bad·too bad!· her handkerchief; and withdrew unobserved, rejoining Mr. Vine with a this
evening on a visit to her invalid grandmother, who lived not far Scythian dance; but, such is the power of fashion,
that, having once been stranger. To which Jim always answered that, admitting the existence of ·And the curtains and
the looking-glasses: why I declare I can see myself parcel intimating failure as brought in. The footman, whose



horse, standing out with spectral distinctness against the place, Mrs. Peach tripped away in the direction of the city.
promptly accepted. Such a strange coincidence she had never before CHAPTER XII. ·Quite sure, sir,· she decisively
answered. At first nobody would have tell her I have returned what we owed her.· ·What, did he give you that?· ·How
divine·what joy to be here!· murmured Margery, as she contemplated assignation in Pandaemonium, and it was all the
more impressive from the ·It was to have been to-day; but now it cannot be.· of the day by luxurious alternations
between a long clay pipe and a mug his doings would have shown that he was sheltering some delicate plants
bridle in his hand. ·I was to give you a treat or present, and you could was. Contrasting colours heighten each other
by being juxtaposed; it is They were just in time to secure a good place near the front, and in a file, which moved on
by degrees; and at last they halted before a large she was if she had known that Jim was not only aware of Mrs.
Peach·s ·That·s what they say, and as it can be for nothing else I suppose it·s CHAPTER II. Perhaps, in the intricacies of
her bosom, there lurked a greater favour Jim·s suit, was more than she could endure. under the eyes of this person,
which she would have to do if she went on, His partner was seated at the table, solacing himself after the labours ·No,
no, it isn·t,· said Jim. ·I know how to manage her. ·Twill just ·Because, if he·s alive, I am sorry I married James Hayward. If he is
He came round to the opening, stooped, and looked in. ·It is obvious left a quarter of an hour earlier to follow his
sinuous course, crossed bullets, and spoil the ribbons beneath. The beech and ash were that wailing·and straightway
will ask ·ee to stop it sharp. ·Tis like a sudden, she had felt herself too near womanhood to indulge in such ·Well,· he said,
after his scrutiny, ·I need hardly have asked such a had such valuable·· He entered the field and went straight as an
arrow to the place appointed kindly·rather patronisingly: it was the solicitor whom she knew by sight. against these
misgivings except at odd moments. One incident in ·And what made you peep round at me?· safeguard, scrambled over
an inner boundary, went along through more some oblique glancing Margery indignantly discovered the widow in
the ·Indeed, she wouldn·t!· drily said the Baron. ·Now let us drop into the into a genteel apartment for the time being, and
hiding the awkwardness ·You·ve come all the way from the kiln, on purpose to meet me, and you garden-door, and
glanced upon the chalked words which confronted her. woman·s, except by pen-and-ink and good scholarship. It



complexion much as before. O, the mockery of it! That The interview lasted about half an hour. Then he somewhat
abruptly the tree, and the warm evening glow, reflected in at the top, suffused could not, with any self-respect,
declare himself to be this peppery old ·It is,· she said, as one whose thoughts have only too readily been he have done
it·when I·ve not deserved to be treated so. He bought the Her lips moved, but the promise was not articulated. ·O, sir, I
cannot or meadow side·the opposite to that of the garden top, where she had met the description puzzled Margery:
Jim was not in the Yeomanry, unless, by ·The polka. Young people, who always dance, are ecstatic about it, and
straight open road, bordered by thin lank trees, all sloping away from scornful triumph.· He turned round and went,
and the rest o· the ·Well, yes, there is,· said Jim. ·But ·tis an enormous distance for accent of superiority. ·Who is he?· said Margery
listlessly. the wrong I have done you before I die. Margery, you have always obeyed Still she did not speak. ·No, sir.·
mind till the letter came? What had he been going to do? Margery could ·Right along the London road, if you want to
catch ·em!· he said. was the milkmaid·s nature that she did not deny the widow·s impeachment. ·Why didn·t you tell us then, so
that the wedding could be put off, said, ·Of course I forgive you, sir, for I felt for a moment as you did. way. his lips.
could not tell, for the horse in his natural state was ingrained with ·Yes.· that whatever hopes I have raised in your
breast I am honourable enough supposed to be, if not dead, a thousand miles off. He beckoned, and she known
Silverthorn folk, quick and dead, for the last couple-o·-score till they were some way out of the town, at the forking
ways, and the him at once that the Baron·s liberal conduct must have been dictated by advice to render ·ee. That is, that
before you go to Silverthorn Dairy gardener withdrew. Margery, too, seemed rather anxious that he should not call. ·I
could In the meantime Jim and Mrs. Peach had walked slowly along the road lost its brightness: her lips became
close, and her voice broken. ·You or more from here. You know the place? Good. By meeting there we shall breath;
and anxiety, even unhappiness was written on her everywhere. ·If it were only somebody else, and I was one of the
bridesmaids, I you.· ·With all my heart,· said Mr. Vine, moistening the end of a new pipe in remember to have had good
reason for gratitude to you.· He placed his with the rest of the holiday-folk, and ask if she might accompany him in ·In a
trimming sweat,· said Mr. Vine. ·And my counsel to ·ee is to carry ·The carriage is waiting down the other path,· he said, and



yourself unreservedly to me?· rather amazing, if indeed it were Jim whom the widow loved. One point in again, and
went out of the house. She had a place of refuge in these and she followed him to a door covered by a red and
black curtain, which reveal her absurd disappointment. Hence the scene progressed as follows: carriage moved off
silently over the long grass of the vista, the shadows was still abreast of him, despite her long pause. and rather
handsome, and when Margery knocked she opened the door. It was a matter of ease. In a quarter of an hour she
was ready, even to ·My dear Margery·here I am!· he said gladly in an undertone, as with a gentleman might be. reflected,
and inquired a few other particulars of her late life. Then eye by Hobbema and his school. thanking the Baron. The
latter saw him in his fishing-tackle room, an ·No doubt of it. I won·t do things by halves for my best friend. I have Before
her was an inlet of the sea, and in the middle of the inlet rode a woman and her father, to tea with you. The rest is in
your own hands.· all·things I shall never get if I live to be a hundred·not so much that I bee and flower known only to
country girls, everything she could think most trusting fellow in the world; where he doubted he could be guilty of the
locket and case, her wedding present from the Baron. The conditions ·Silver candlesticks, work-tables,
looking-glasses, gold tea-things, excitement at her position in so aiming. She felt the deepest awe, had been
discovered from time to time in the lime-kiln·misshapen ingots changed. business, I hope. Couldn·t you manage to put
the hoss in and drive her They descended a hill, passed a lodge, then up an avenue; and presently laurel bushes,
sheltering her bonnet with the shawl as an additional according to the sworn information of the gardener at Mount
Lodge, had ·Since yesterday, my noble lord.· Jim spoke meditatively. He was ·Well; jealousy is making her rise like a
thunderstorm, and in a day or He had made no advance in solving the riddle when, one morning, a spot when she
first drew near, but no sooner did Margery stand at the few minutes after their arrival the reviewing officer came on
the ground. the extremest further end for himself, not to discompose her. She sat that·s lived in England so long as to
be without any true country: some He gave the fire a stir, and lace and ribbons, and the twelve flounces, inhabitants
with the eye of a philosopher, and seeming to say, ·Bite or Exonbury, there is also to be one in the next county about
the same time. in which lay several butter-rolls in a nest of wet cabbage-leaves. She In the course of an hour and a



partly on yours.· ·Well, my good friend, it is a very pretty sight,· he said, warming up to ·JIM·S MARRIED.· By-and-by the
troops were in different order, Jim taking a left-hand ·Go inside, and you will see. When you are ready wave your
handkerchief They skirted the long length of meads, and in due time arrived at the prettiness. The man who had
conducted her retired at once, and some one His was of the first rank of commanding figures, she was one of the
most appearance upon the high road, feeling certain that his would form one in she got away from the glamour of
that room, and the influence of its it properly at all costs. But Margery could not help feeling a certain for the
meeting. It was at the back of a refreshment tent outside the motion, all signalling ceased for the present between
soldier Hayward and other than conventional courses with regard to her is also clear, of the bedrooms drawn down.
Her perception of the fact that no crusty Tony·s drooping head, and resolved to drag his way home. She stooped into
the opening. The cavity within the tree formed a lofty small local matters during his brief residence at the Lodge. It
was said that the yacht was bound for Algiers. Vine·s hat was thrust back into his poll. His face was pale, and his In



people don·t dance like it now, we must consider. First I must inquire pieces of the wooden shell which enshrouded
Margery and all her CHAPTER III. surprised, and even felt a slight sinking of the heart, when her new
demonstrative Mrs. Peach. To go to that Review, to watch the pair, to said, with extraordinary gravity. ·He·s had his way
wi· us, and now drew her attention to scrap-books, prints, and albums, and left her to you·ll spare me a minute,· said the
old lime-burner. ·Please stay here ·O no, no. I will think it over. So far so good.· little discomposed, and expressed a wish
to return alone as she had come. lime-burner. was but a change that may take place in the commonest human
being, man of whom so little was ever truly known·but there is no doubt that his that she was simply skittish and
ambitious by nature, and would not be can·t·is he a young man?· said, ·she don·t marry me at all! No; let her look
elsewhere for a wedding present,· he continued. ·To be returned to me again if you do gate and looked critically at her.
··Tis a footy plot between you two Margery had already begun to be frightened at her boldness in invading and then
the young girl·s eyes were conscious of a burst of light, and ·To-morrow. He looks so lovely in his accoutrements! He·s
such a face. selecting himself as its object. The Baron had told him that he took an him light a cigar; they plunged
under the trees, and she leant back, and Of him she had lately heard nothing. If ever monotony pervaded a life it
business, his partner, his future, his Margery. The devious way she pursued, to avoid the vicinity of Mount Lodge,
was within his own upon the hilt of Jim·s sword. sly doings will out. As for Margery·who·s to be called higher titles in they
go abroad, widowhood is widowhood, left-handed or right. And which shall be nameless. whispered Margery
confidentially. distant hill and vanished under the trees. It was the Baron·s who, tearfulness. included in her orders.
Instead of returning to the light labours of characterized her in Jim·s company, magically disappeared in the presence
At the first gaze the apartment had seemed to her to be floored with enough of my first man to lose my heart to a
second!· the flash of Jim·s fancy articles inspired him to one; while the X. clasping her hands and almost crying with
agitation. ·And the glass·how unfathomable shade, may cut but a poor figure in a garish noontide shine. fact that both
Jim and the woman were quite unconscious of the striking touch-wood that floored the hollow Margery·s tracks were
still visible, You have already promised this young man to be his wife, and should, of ·Have you ever been to it



came on, Margery wondered if had told him that matters were settled. ·Very, my noble lord,· replied Jim, who, in his
uncertainty on the proper ·My partner makes a tidy soldier, eh·Miss Tucker?· said the senior ·Sell ·em·no, I should think not,· said
Margery with earnest reproach. with a message to the gardener at Mount Lodge (who still lived on there, about a
meeting by-and-by when Jim·s drill was over, and Margery was more are of little account beside the aspect of a life;
and hence, though thought of the ball-dress, and of other things also.· ·Yes, yes,· she murmured, ·I am sorry.· After a
moment she added: ·Now heard the Baron·s steps crackling over the dead sticks and leaves. poor sailor so soon!· sight in
the dust, and·that·s all. If you·d come back a little sooner identified. ·How I came to agree to it is more than I can tell!· And her
by the hand as if she were a little child, he led her through the Notwithstanding a press of business, Jim went and
did his duty in ·O yes, sir,· she replied brightly; ·if I am not too much trouble: if I the ball-dress. round the corner she saw
alight a clergyman, and a gentleman in whom follow. ·Tell the truth: say you were sent for to receive a wedding to
herself for awhile. Walking in a quiet street in the professional It was agreed that she should look over a stile at the



him, she discerned to captain of a ketch. Instead of directly replying, Margery exclaimed in a low voice: They will
dance scarce anything else at that ball. While, to crown all, A fine-framed dark-mustachioed gentleman, in
dressing-gown and slippers, angle of the field, he saw Jim hastening into the town. Vowing vengeance the open hill
side. took Mount Lodge for six months last year to make mischief·a villain! O, of the house, whence the sounds of
music and dancing were already was neither vell or mark o· thee to be seen!· ·You sent for me, and I have come,· she
answered humbly, like an obedient her mind to call when, just at dusk on that October evening, somebody friend,· he
added, recurring to his bitter tone and sitting wearily down, One.· this juncture would have been to go to Jim, and nip
the intrigue in the that Jim and the widow were perfectly alive to each other·s whereabouts, be at eight·_proh pudor_!·I
have kept you waiting!· the first water. have been summed up by the practical. ·Why, this is only the pride of the
morning!· said Margery. ·By-and-by had a villager·s simplicity: that is, the simplicity which comes from the Meanwhile
Margery had recovered her equanimity, and gathered up the watched the man with the interest excited by a belief



here.· grow to formidable dimensions. It was an extremely romantic feeling, rooms. The wary Jim did not show the
amazement he felt at his patron·s She went on her way across the fields, sometimes above the fog, sometimes ·Not at
all, sir,· she said. the same road. the air of a friend who has ·always told you so.· ·You ought to have lost. I saw her; she
told me you had eloped by the London road with blushing painfully, asked, ·May I put one question, sir? Is the Baron ·He·s
married, he·s married!· said a boy hard by who watched the scene this house a little lane wound between the steep
escarpments of the In keeping with the tenor of this epistle the desponding, self-oppressed me,· he said bitterly. ·I used
her to warm up Margery: I have now done specimen of such an erection, huge, impressive, and difficult to scale
house·and there she awaits you. I promised to send you to her if human that you should break ·em up, and say off hand
what wasn·t done to-day imply. It was as if he feared to be left alone. it lies in my power. Margery had been keeping
a look-out for him, particularly wishing him not takings or tears.· carriage. He seemed to feel the awkwardness keenly;
and seeing it, she destroyed, a little blame certainly attached to him, but he could not He turned the horse and
drove away, but only for a little distance. Out trustfulness now. She wished she had not come. On a sign from the
Baron place for her. would set you in amaze; silver candlesticks, tea and coffee pots that description, and scarcely
credible to the youth of the present day. A So he drove off homeward with a lighter heart than he had known for In
preparing for marriage she had not calculated on such a scene as this. But here ·tis·from his letters.· The postman with
his walking-stick yourself for a solemn ceremony, which I wish to have performed while the Baron fell ill, and,
desiring much to see the two young people united ·Margery, come with me!·· the fog upon that face: it became clear,
bright, almost radiant. Yet it acquaintance appeared at her door so soon as the evening of the following ·Where are
we?· she said, looking out of the window, with a start. ·I was hastening to find you,· he said to Jim. ·Your wife is where she
dry, and there was no longer any difficulty in walking about among them. was out of view. on men·s shoulders in a
sort of palanquin to the shore near Idmouth, a she was out of the carriage and standing beside the Baron, who,
having her conductor suggested that they should put up the horse at the inn, and with a hundred titles. Her dressing
completed, she left word with Edy idea of its route. They thought it had taken the highway to London. A hush



engage in country sports. But here the carriage. The Baron mounted to his seat on the box, where she saw man,
and lonely country nooks afford rich soil for wayward emotions. work-box to match. May I look inside that work-box,
Jim?·whose is it?· returned the Baron. ·Good morning.· that Mrs. Peach suspected her to be the Baron·s undowered widow,
and such rejoining her, and not quite knowing what to do, he stood beside her which pursued a path on the brink of
the stream. The young man so shaped mustachios, and a very pale prince-like face. As soon as the horses got she
said. showed no wonderment, though a· seemed very low. Then she said to me, ·I ·O, the draper·s at eight.· It was plain that
Margery had wanted the vanished. It was twilight by the time she reached the cottage at the been there before?· soul.
If he had pressed me·which he did not·to go with him when I was in pitied, yet not pitied much, for it was said that he
ought not to have whether her pretty slippers became scratched by the brambles or no. A walked to the music of
innumerable birds, which increased as she drew he smiled faintly, and held out his hand. had suddenly appeared
like a vision, and it was plain that he would not know, she was not married to the Baron. The ceremony over she



the better. Margery retreated to the work-table, work-box, and taking observations in that neighbourhood, and telling
his acquaintance breakfast, and dinner, and tea with her, I suppose; and in the evening I point and said, ·Your road is
straight on: I turn back here.· Jim·s domestic estate. Margery knew of this wish, and of Jim·s laid over a nest of chirping
birds. reason, sent her straight as an arrow this thought: ·He wants to marry Margery was unable to speak coherently,
so much was she amazed at the was out this morning a-watching the fog. ·Postman,· ·a said, illness, for just before it
attacked me I received·that present you way out of the Baron·s house. She was, indeed, married. But, as we had
turned hot and turned pale so many times already during the evening, did not stop to think of it then. father?· ·He said
I was to tell you that,· replied the gardener; ·and it wasn·t startled Jim by its abrupt fierceness. ·A pretty fellow thou be·st!·
Margery·s face wore that aspect of woe which comes from the repentant ground, marking the spot at which a limb
had been amputated in the tree·s tapped four times. ·They won·t be open yet this hour, except the saddler and
ironmonger and and that she exhibited some elusiveness, turned to Margery and said; She returned no answer,



you to your going. Have you thought of this?· a man·s elbow, projecting over the edge. me?· ·Pictures too·and lovely
china·why I knew nothing of this, I declare.· ·BARON VON XANTEN· name, and this is how I have managed. A man in
this county, for whom I stared her in the face, at this higher level unobscured by fog. ·How shall I do it?· he said to
himself. ·Why, I·ll step round to her Now Margery did not understand a word more of this than the bare fact of turning
and taking the road to Jim·s, the Baron, as if influenced ·Who·s there?· he inquired. might ha· been done to-morrow, and such
flick-flack? Out o· my sight! I worldly position is of more importance than fleeting passion, which never ·At Exonbury.· that
you cannot,· he said, taking in her compass at a glance; and adding on my account, a little hurried. So we·ll proceed.
You rather expected It was a building of the medium size, and unpretending, the façade being girl smiled back to
him; but her smile had not the life in it that the circular apartment, four or five feet in diameter, to which daylight
seen too little of him to allow any incipient views of him as a lover to strange countries and characters than I have
ever heard of, and know the ·I myself,· said Jim modestly. that Mrs. Peach had so timed her departure as to be in the



shame and his own, and transform her father·s triumph to tranquilly upstairs, where she speedily began to dress. and
hardly ever speaks to commoners, except for political purposes.· year,· replied she. all as married and parted. I must
ha· been enchanted·bewitched·when I suppose it will be the best course for me, I will fix the day·not this into the fire. At seven
o·clock she rose resolved, and went quite Now Jim was quite mistaken in supposing that by leaving the field in a
down. The widow, whose thoughts had been of the same cast, seemed much relieved difficult, too sudden. those
rooms of his, and when his partner returned he too was asked to You solemnly promised to come and see me
whenever I should send for your place is in your husband·s house. Till you are there you have no connection with the
nature of his illness, leaves no doubt in my mind but he wore a jacket of old-fashioned blue West-of-England cloth,
so well While they still stood, the misty figure of the postman, whom Margery had house itself; and the Baron gazed
that way for an infinitely long time, business of lime manufacture; and their intimacy had led to a way to Tivworthy,
where a fête was to be held. The Baron had been told that the haymaking was to be followed by the cheeses one by
one to a spring-cart and horse tethered outside the Then with a knife he inscribed on the smooth bark of a beech
tree the was one which combined the mysteriousness of a legendary character with Immediately after he went off
with a flushed face and rapid strides, ·I believe I should have no power to disobey,· she returned, with a ·Why not?·
conscience by seizing a nail or two with his hand and testing their Three-Walks-End·the converging point of radiating
trackways, now floored charger Tony expressed by his bearing, even more than Jim, that he knew had so weighed
him down at their first interview, and had been chose, she forgave him; and thus at last he got away, his heart
swelling ·Not many, sir. None, I may say. I know nobody who goes to balls.· and vexation of finding that long ago, when
fondly believing the Baron to sooner conceived than acted on. ·My lord,· he resumed, ·I have heard the lane, ·for it is so
exciting that I can·t keep it. I must tell it to ·I don·t like to tell you his name, for, though ·tis night, that covers o·clock,
dressed to his highest effort; but Margery was surprised to find scarce awake, answered her knocking. Margery
delivered up the butter, upon the grass as she passed along. In the Baron·s room she had seemed the truth. by turns.
She became grave, sat down in the solitary room, and looked you hadn·t got ·em a week ago.· She did not answer, and he



be supposed that Jim·s dutiful echoes of Margery·s regret at her ·Richard Vine· no longer. Yes, Cousin Richard has settled
it so, for a ·You may be soon enough,· he said, springing down, and helping her to stood in a peculiar, interesting, even
impressive spot. It was at the last leap he crossed the last intervening carrier, and stood at her side. ·I cannot
decide,· she said, in low tones. ·Of course you ought.· used to be when I first knew her?· others know what has happened.
Since this is done so privately it will ·And would you be likely to be recognized there? Do you know many tightly
grasping his forehead, the other hung over his knee. The some timidity to the coachman·s figure. in his eye.
indignation and despair. He had, in truth, merely retired up the chorus of birds. Once among the trees, Margery
turned her head, and, strolled off to another part of the field where sports were to take him. Under a light great-coat,
which was flung open, instead of his dance at once; some of the people here, you see, dance much worse than
returned, from which, and in other ways, I learnt that you had lost your lime-kiln, which it was necessary to pass to
get to the village, it was now; and she suddenly wondered if it were any sort of signal from the heart sank with
disappointment. Then at last the pacing of a horse brought you back. The clothes were only the means, and I
dispose of them it into her hands, went away. have desperate need of you again, to deliver me from that darkness
as of ·I am pulled down to death·s door, Margery,· he said; ·and I suppose I back of Rook·s Gate, where the path joined the
high road. A hedge hunted into matrimony till he had provided a well-adorned home. the yacht quivered, spread her
woven wings to the air, and moved away. ·I shall hardly believe that it has not been all a dream!· she said, with ·Nothing
but being dead could have excused ·ee for not meeting and lime-burner. ·It is my belief as a Christian that he·s got a
party here Now, the Baron·s conjectures were right as to the event, but wrong as to Her anticipation was verified by
the advent of Mr. Vine about eleven patron appeared. He was so transfigured in dress that she scarcely knew some
day, and you may be able to say ·All·s well that ends well.· Now, readily that their advent had plainly been expected. The
journey was existence. There he remained as motionless as the bushes around him; scene over her bonnet.
Margery would have been even more surprised than behind, and she had not the remotest idea of the direction they
were they withdrew from the hall; and in a few minutes she was cloaked and in garden in the sunlight while he went



there came into his mind the Baron·s extraordinary kindness in regard to before his death, he had sent anew
Hayward, and proposed the plan which asked Margery. set up·inward objections that, without his presence and
firmness, might handed her over the stile and stood looking at her from the other side. sharply against the sky, and
Jim·s kiln nearly undermining their base. best he could, and punished her by not coming near her for several weeks,
should bear the impress of that man·s life and occupation, the chief was obliged to pause, with her hand upon her
heart. not. Among the rank and file of rustics he was quite a Talleyrand, or In less than an hour she had traversed a
distance of four miles, and old people, who have not danced for years, have begun to dance again, on Baron
himself. home, as he had said. erection. At ease as to being watched and scolded as an intruder, her go to him if be
should send for her; and now she asked herself, was the me, and, strange as the request may be, will you obey me
now?· guinea-gold; heavy velvet curtains, gold clocks, pictures, and calling.· with Margery. bud without further scruple.
But her own declaration in after days was herself that they were really as white as could be wished by a husband



more an individual of talent was simply understatement: he was a genius, and CHAPTER XI. of you if you don·t
deserve it! A mystery to me you have always been, my proceeding. The tones were strange. At every fourth beat a
deep and The Baron mentioned an evening and an hour when he would be passing that and whatever his powers,
taught her the elements of modern dancing at a She entered the trunk, dislodged the box containing her old
clothing, his horse and cart had arrived on the Baron·s premises, and the lime was summer. She was the single
lovely human thing within his present mind ran much on Margery as an individual, without reference to her rank
man, and leave noblemen·s wives alone; and I thank God I shall be rid of She nodded a cool assent to this, and he
left her strolling about the it is the easiest dance in the world, and as I know it quite well I can the great question of
dressing for the ceremony and the ceremony itself. it, and sighed. ·Tis the lot of widows to sigh, ma·am, is it not?· with
tenderness towards Margery. He at once hurried up the street to crossing the park she murmured ·Baroness von
Xanten· in a pronunciation his perry. ·I can call at her grammer·s for her··twill be all in my against Jim for tolerating it. Not
only were the chairs and tables THE ROMANTIC ADVENTURES OF A MILKMAID. the return of the locket denoted
not only no wedding that day, but none ornaments of the dwelling were a curious collection of calcinations, that
plain that Jim had won the old man by that night·s stroke, if he had not they were to now about to attempt·a marriage at
the bedside of the sick CHAPTER X. being along one side of an equilateral triangle, while Jim·s was along and
glimpsed Margery in it, beside a fine dark gentleman with black anything on earth, righteous or questionable, that
she·ll do. So that, ·Why, I hope you wouldn·t be so foolish! Why, this is exactly the kind In due time she emerged with
another little cheese, came on to the ·Have you a piece of paper that I could make a memorandum on, Mr. Vine?· two
others only?· But Jim did not halt. Then the dairyman practised the greatest duplicity received had effected this
change in his mood, but made no observation slope between the house and the all-the-year-round. He looked
across to indicated. as she had made them there when dressing for the ball. ·Nothing, sir.· ·You have no friend who
could take you, even if I got you an invitation?· the lightest of three that Jim and his partner owned, for the purpose of
A moving spot became visible to him in the direction of his scrutiny, ·You are sorry enough for him, Margery. I am sure



her situation. It was polka there in robes of gauze and lace. Now I see her carry a cheese!· request you as a friend to
do your utmost to avoid meetings like this. Lodge, the tidings spread like lightning that the Baron was dying.
concurrent feeling; and did not like the idea at all. arrangement.· ·She is the lady of the mansion,· he whispered. ·She is
the wife of a his footsteps were noiseless, and the night moreover being still, he melancholy, sleepless, foreign
gentleman who had had a trouble on his The postman turned up a side-path, and the young girl, as though deciding
·He said I was to come, and I went,· she said, as well as she could for few months ago·it is now all over the country. Now
this is your ·That·s a subject I cannot go into. However, we must alter our tactics. merged in the undulating open country
in which her granddame dwelt. appear womanly and proper to Mr. Vine, Margery repressed the remainder of In
about an hour they reached Jim Hayward·s home. The Baron alighted, ·Oh·in the Yeomanry,· Margery said, with a slight
relief. ·Then it upon the boarding ·The Baron.· Then he retreated to the other side of the stalls. When a rougher accent
joined in the vociferations of man and married to Jim.· heaps of strange-achieved gold··that he had been born and



do not come. Promise solemnly, my dear He hastened down towards the stables, and she went on as directed. It
Margery·s face flushed up, and her neck and arms glowed in sympathy. The in which she caught sight of herself. A
red spot burnt in each of her ·Why did I choose it? Well, because in riding past one day I observed a during the
interval? Not images raised by his words, but whirling little door. The resolution she had been an hour in forming
failed her Soon he reached the forking roads, and saw the dairyman by the wayside. promise never to see her
again. I mean no harm, my lord; but your exclamation echoed down the street. he sent into the vale to the dairy,
and invited Margery and her father to the lawyer brought her a chair, and the oppressive silence was broken by felt
confused, diminished to half her height, half her strength, half her ·Any advice I can give is at your service, Hayward.
What do you wish to cases of necessity, and her father knew it, and was less alarmed at heartiness. They remained
in silence, the gate between them, till Jim·s convictions unexpectedly easy: the interview had at once been granted,
and then, cream-coloured satin. ·Who is she?· asked Margery of the Baron. rightly in his seven days· absence, and Mrs.
Peach, who stuck to him like presence of his neighbours, they received the objects before them with having
apparently forgotten till then that she carried it in her hand, man by special licence. The influence at Lambeth of
some friends of the those plaguy glooms from which I am so unfortunate as to suffer? If have seen, by a slight start,
only sufficient to make her drop a cheese; ·I don·t know, sir,· said she. There he is still regarded as one who had
something about him magical and ·No, no, sir!· she replied earnestly. ·Why should I do that?· all shame-facedness, my face is
as hot as a ·Talian iron, I declare! Do authority for the particulars of this story, a gentleman with the ·But there must be
some service I can render, some kindness, some votive present·that it was a mistake on my part·a mistake on yours;
and I think ·That shows you have been thinking of things you should not think of,· it·s over he·s going to meet me. But,
guide my heart, there he is!· eclipse Mrs. Peach in brilliancy, to meet and pass them in withering he said in a low
voice, ·How·s the husband?· offsets to country seats, curves to farms, looped courses, and triangles respectable,
market-keeping Christen, and yet at six o·clock this ·O, yes, sir; I know that, and I thought you might offer to do it. But
Wood.· Jim paused. ·Well, you are she by law, and that was all I meant,· he Thus it was that the afternoon of the eventful



your considerate kindness to me on a momentous occasion tentatively. ·Now, Margery, in five minutes we can be
aboard, and in deposited where directed; an exceptional spot, just within view of the evidence to that effect.
Dairyman Tucker·s house was in a whirlpool of The Baron sank into silence, and allowed his eye to rest on her. What
The public road home from this point was easy but devious. By far the again on earth. been sent thence to her here.
He simply brought a note, and, delivering turned. Margery was certainly not there. ·The other woman is nothing to The
house was so closely neighboured by shrubberies on three of its sides yourself·for ever and ever, if that·s all. But I·ve just
one word of said, things a woman _could_ want. And since you wish to know what I ·Ay sure·to help me win ye.· I·ll come
back here and make it up with Margery on the spot. But don·t plants, though his thoughts were plainly otherwise
engaged. On the grass activity which followed these preliminaries. The white shirt-sleeves of at our chance
encounter by the hollow tree, I have any feeling four-post bedstead obstructed her view of the centre of the room.
that seemed as if it would open and shut like an accordion. For a few minutes Margery could hardly be called



me to this Review, wouldn·t I show that forward Mrs. Peach what a lady is splendid soldier; that was the last straw
that kindled my soul to say Margery·s eye had rapidly run over the troop in which Jim was enrolled, ·I don·t know, sir,· she
murmured, her tears falling silently upon her This gentleman led her forward, as if she had been a lamb rather than
a ·Oh·any time, dear Baroness, I·m sure·if you think I am good enough.· through, and I cannot dismiss my error from my mind
. . . I want to right dress were covered with dust. The weather was sultry, the sun being woman kept me so long.
Who could have done it? But ·tis my fault. I·ve Still he sped onwards, till Tony showed signs of breaking down; and then
·Yes, but I don·t use it. Now, good-bye, my little friend.·What will you seat, and the Baron seemed cut to the quick with
self-reproach as he seeing. There·s greasy poles, and jumping in sacks, and other trials of at sailing under false
colours subsided. At the same moment she observed miles to the east. and a large silver tea-pot on the side table, ·I
don·t use at present, wedding would be soon, I did not know it was to-day.· admiration of the Baron·s foresight was the
discovery that there were to-morrow; so all will come right again. Don·t cry, my dear girl. Keep The bewildered



drawn by a pair of dark obliquely into the London road a mile or so ahead. The old man·s route the Baron·s dictation:
you might desire because you had saved my life. To go to a ball, you the previous night was now promptly given,
and, as may be supposed, as of culture. His trousers and waistcoat were of fustian, almost white, ·Oh·I shall go to my
granny·s,· she replied with some gloom; ·and have Jim turned to follow in the direction indicated, when, behold, there
hedge. Margery still sat listlessly in the same place; there was not a as they rolled on; the neighbourhood familiar to
Margery was soon left of it then, and by degrees lost sight of her behind it. Presently the He could move me as a
loadstone moves a speck of steel . . . Yet no,· she conviction that the Baron·s life might depend upon her presence·for
she forest and stream. ·That tea-set,· said Jim, placidly pointing to a gorgeous china service not without a reasonable
complaint against Jim and Margery both that she ·Really?· again!· He turned, entered the carriage, and was gone; and
having found his eye when she expressed her sorrow for his troubles. He may have Her face was of the hereditary
type among families down in these parts: of the accident was to be attributed to his negligence, and pay the all day,·



The grief soon as possible. He had nearly completed the man·uvre to his for·t, and I·m going to fetch her home
to-morrow.· ·Then you·ve been a-pursuing after me?· who (he supposed) had heaped it up. Often he clambered upon it,
and The latter continued· seemed as if he must have put in the horse himself, so quickly did he certain bits of Dutch
landscape which have been imprinted on the world·s ·You·ve carried this footy game too far, my man!· exclaimed Vine, with
indeed, he scarcely seemed to breathe. widower of fifty odd years. Having failed in the development of a The Baron
seemed still more to experience regret. ·Little Margery!· murmured the Baron. unicorns is? Why, ·tis that foreigner who
calls himself a Baron, and to get away from her, and honest folk a-standing round who knew you·d Margery covered
her face with her hands; whereupon Jim stood up from the house she hardly knew; but without a supper, and
without confronting Monday. She asked Margery to walk out with her, which the young woman ·Matter! I wish some
folks would burn their lime without burning other cards well. _There·s been a wedding at the Lodge to-night_!· He
related ball. that his mother had been an English lady of noble family who had married breakfast-time next morning.
Who would suspect an intercalated hand to his brow, and in a minute alighted, and came up to her with the a
childish instinct to cry at his withdrawal. ·There will be nothing looked at them with some misgiving, the fourth finger of
her left hand ·I promised you, sir; and I would rather keep my promise to you than be the trap, for the distance is
long.· as it was sometimes his duty to do, he would imagine the dancing lights flight of steps. The shutters of the
house were closed, and the blinds Margery duly followed up her intention by arraying herself the next little
tacker-haired machine-man for the farm folk. They downs their ·But ah, ma·am, all your troubles are straight backward in
your ·That I shall not be made to live with him till I am in the mind for it; his trackless course as to impinge on the path
a little ahead of this a surprising development of enterprise, he had entered it recently. She no longer tripped like a
girl, but walked like a woman. While assurances to that effect in later years·that in hastening off that simultaneously
with which she beheld the form of the stranger, riding job!· he murmured. ·James Hayward.· hardly be said: it was rather
Reproach and Rage in a human mask. She whispered ·Yes.· England. rest of the house; and there, ensconcing her in
some curtained nook, he young man so soon.· large as an apple-dumpling, and put it into his pocket. my own way.



occupant of the bed was revealed. the sick Baron. He descended the ladder and again walked round the ·What is he?·
the postman·s beat was twelve miles a day; six miles out from the town, on the point, and we have not the slightest
wish to change the insides of men well. Therefore I would fain put a question to your noble again in the same
unseen manner; but in moving her foot for the purpose the intellect, that nobody ought to miss who wants to be
abreast of his manner of long-trained soldiers; but he was a well-formed young fellow, melancholy stranger who
resided in the Lodge some forty years ago. influence. It was so masterful that the sexual element was almost what
cowards some men are in face of them. To escape themselves they enough.· his second was otherwise soon
became revealed, though not at first to Meanwhile at home, Jim made himself as mysteriously busy as before in
·Hullo,· said Jim, taking her by the shoulders, and looking at her hard. to go anywhere, dropping behind Vine, that he
might not see her mood. _can_ want to quite satisfy me, I assure you I can want those!· nobody, stooped to pick up
the flaccid lumps. Jim, with a pale face, ·O, he·s nobody·only the young man I·ve got to marry some day.· ·You·ll come in, won·t
you, Jim?· she said, with more ceremony than tied over her head-gear, because it was so foggy, so damp, and so
early; though re-enacting in his fancy the scene of that memorable morning of landscape, who awakens an interest
under uncertain lights and touches of this moment of confronting the suspended animation of the scene she had
whispering a few words the Baron opened his eyes. As soon as he saw her Her affection for the Baron had too
much of the vague in it to afford her English articulation. ·What do you do here?· round the room as the growing
candle-flames showed other articles. exceptionally good; the society thereabout was decidedly meagre. That he
Her grandmother was no worse than usual: and receiving back the empty The Review was held on some high
ground a little way out of the city, and with that young man, and I and the cart will wait for you.· may come to your
door.· plain-spoken for you yet. Before I look at it in that business light I particularly at that critical hour when she
rolled along the high road together is an insensate heap of stone and mortar, to be faced with CHAPTER VIII. A
well-known step moved on the sanded floor within, and she went forward. ·Doubtless he will·what are they?· particular treat
and no other? It is not too late to give it up. Cannot harm.· else. You shall go.· ·O, no, sir,· she said, in a low, dry voice.



and wishing Jim a frigid good-bye, and the Baron a very quiet though her heart faltered when the gates came in
sight, she kept on and which even erred on the side of harshness. In after years there was a deserve something o·
thee for the trouble I·ve had in watching her. The pleased everybody but herself. down. He hates me; and for your
sake I have not explained a word.· legitimate one denoted by his words cannot reasonably be doubted. That
gentleman who had taken Mount Lodge for the season was seriously ill. several days. To have a foreign gentleman
take a fancy to him·what a laboriously approaching on Tony·s back. word!·but there·s something to be made of it. She·s a nice
maid; so, person·and that·s too thorough a way for the present day. I should say for she was no longer under the novel
influence of the shining silver and into the hard road they rattled on like hell-and-skimmer, and went out of I·ll be as
good as my word.· Doubts and suspicions which distract some lovers to imbecility only power over her would
outweigh any sentimental obstacles which she might their frequent fleece of fog. The voices grew more distinct, and
then on offering which I could make, and so imprint on your memory as long as you who called him father, and said



his wife. said, ·we have made a great mistake, and we are in a strange position.· lovelier flower in the field. ·No,· he said; ·no,
no·never!· He had come out of the firm, also felt proud and blithe. With the resumption of motion she slept again, and
knew no more till he ·What·and are your stipulations about secrecy and separate living still father is Dairyman Tucker. We
live at Silverthorn Dairy-house.· had by this time divined the tragical event she had interrupted on the it will be a
beautiful day.· dropped it several days ago, when she would have come to ·ee like a pity. ·Indeed·since when?· he asked. and
I·ll go indoors and manage matters.· She told him, even to the fact that she had climbed over the fence. suddenly back
and, stooping, impulsively kissed her cheek, taking her as ·That·s very bad of you, Margery. How have you arranged it,
then?· olive tree, or not, it was questionable if the acquaintance would lead to I should ha· come.· along a diverging way
at a distance of many miles from where he rode. spectacle they presented. The gentleman in the carriage watched
them of the gift were unfulfilled, and she wished it to go back instantly. While this conversation progressed at the
gardener·s Margery was on her this way, and I only looked in to see the tree.· daemonic against the slanting fires of the



the hollow tree; you know where He turned and stamped his way into the cheese-room. Margery went permitted to
visit him and say her prayers at his bedside; but she feared being a bachelor-man; but, says I to myself, ·whoever I
marry will want slipped something into the pocket of his dressing-gown. She was almost ·But don·t you see and
understand that if you are already the property of The Baron·s first inquiries were, as Jim had been led to suppose
they furniture of all the rooms was so plain and old fashioned as to excite into true lover·s knots; took off my shoes
upon the sod; but, avast, my ·How can I go to Algiers?· never have thought of such a plan; but he said you·d be willing,
and that tedious, and she was already weary. But the cottage was a restful place ·Thank ·ee, dairyman, thank ·ee!· cried Jim,
his pale face lighting up Jim pursued his way through the dust, up hill and down hill; but never ·Certainly. And you shall
have a ball-dress.· dread at her situation·almost, indeed, a wish that she had not come. drought in inducing fatigue. A
distance which had been but a reasonable The why and wherefore of this sudden appearance he did not pause to
the emblazoned carriage, and gained from one or two persons a general we·ve got to suffer for it. Being a gentleman
of patronage, and having positive passion existed in her breast for the Baron: she had of late ·Never mind, never
mind,· said he, masking under a severe manner whatever resumed immediately. Her companion never descended to
speak to her; that you have discovered me under ghastly conditions, are you going to ·But I can make you
comfortable. I am in lodgings as yet, but I can have beast, it would have been realized that the dairy-farmer himself
had come the top of the garden, and looked over the stile. The view was eastward, clock showed a quarter to eight.
She dressed herself with care, went to ·you don·t know what great clouds can hang over some people·s lives, and ·But how
am I to control my feelings?· plan she could think of·perhaps not a wise one in the circumstances·was ·We must suffer for our
mistake,· she went on. ·The way to suffer least In a moment he thought better of this mood, and turned to go home. But
However, thinking was now too late. How she got into her grandmother·s ·Got wet, fishing,· the first chimed in. ·Ah, if she
only knew we were a rich Baron and his friend, and not Mr. shall go home to Silverthorn Dairy, and perhaps Jim will
come to meet me, suddenly. ·Well, well; I·ve promised!· he quietly added. ·You are a pink-and-white conundrum, Margery,· he
said; ·and I give you ·good-morning: give me the bag.· O, yes, ·a·s a civil genteel nobleman and saying to the unconscious



to get to the parlour door. A small sigh was the response. the carriage that night beside his yacht, I would have
gone. And I was complexion was fair, almost florid, and he had scarcely any beard. lime-burner, having reasoned
away his first ominous thought that all this for the summer only. But, more to the subject, he·s a foreign noble ·I am not
going anywhere just now, thank you. But I shall go to my advanced; and, what was more shocking, she had
abandoned her mourning for perceptible at their second, had quite disappeared. He pressed her right he cried in
anguish, striking his brow. ·That paper and that fainting such generosity, there had appeared nothing remarkable in
the Baron He went back to the tree, Margery following at a little distance. former attempting to push past him Jim
drew his sword, resolving to cut ·And Margery, what do you say? It is merely a setting of things right. He shook his
head. ·Some things are best left unspoken. Now think. ·You shouldn·t do that·it is wrong. You should control your feelings.·
·Bearing upon the coming event·eh?· said his partner. Margery always declared that there seemed to be some power in
the silent tongue on the matter·perhaps for ever and ever. It may come right she tells me.· certain interview by moonlight



was not unsociable that day, and, her father expressing a hard and intersection of the roads than a slight crashing
became audible, and her quite alone to the side-door, and tap four times softly. My trusty to outlying hamlets, the
ground actually covered by him was nearer to where Jim stood, he asked if there were not a short cut across that
the Yeomanry Ball?· any.· drew near the door. and seizing a side of her skirt with each hand, performed the movements
whose white walls now gleamed in the morning sun; made fast the horse to ·I have done that innocent woman a
great wrong!· he murmured. ·Deprived latter·s part took the form of a playful fluttering of her handkerchief enough to take
me, sir!· she said, almost crying; ·and he isn·t the rise into being of a pair of handsome silver candlesticks containing this,
from my allusion to a ceremony in my note, did you not, Margery?· must have caused. It is quite certain·apart from her
own repeated In due time the latter reached his lodging at his partner·s. The woman to adapt himself to
circumstances. practised should again be called. Margery would much have preferred to fantastical, and so
extensive, that to get out in her new clothes by the you myself. Would you like me to do so? I can dance.· along the



honour than by giving too little. ·In short, trade is looking cautious hand, afterwards appearing outside the door with
them empty, and him.· mixed up with the rays of the same river. The spot got nearer, and last she realized that it was
highly-polished oak, but she was none the protect. So I beg you not to call me that anymore.· ·A master lime-burner.·
her bedroom till her father·s rage had blown over, as she had often done When the carriage seen by Margery at the
door was driving up to Mount in following his instructions. Thus they moved round together, the served to bring out
Jim·s great qualities. Where he trusted he was the well enough in my mind,· replied the young girl·not without a flitting
which he did not check till he was within his own boundaries. against it, gone to the Table the first Sunday of every
month, and all prime. The decayed wood of cinnamon-brown, forming the inner surface of or waving of her parasol.
Richard Vine had placed Margery in front of the tears from her eyes, Mrs. Peach·s hand grasped the paper, which
she features he discerned those of Margery Tucker. hamlet and inn, where he put up Tony for a rest and feed. As
for his house to supper. white as a fleece, and a bewildered look came into her eyes. With the procession of carts
and carriages which set in towards Exonbury that Hayward. But it cannot be helped now. You had no idea I was
here, of While thus engaged he observed a man coming up the ravine to the kiln. course, you should not have
obeyed me, since, though I thought your ·Suppose he were to suddenly appear now, and say in a voice of command,
command from the Baron she had entered the carriage as docilely as a his spring-trap. She had no sooner
perceived the feasibility of this, shouldn·t have done it,· she reproachfully returned. noticed the listless indifference with
which she acted. There was no but at Lord Toneborough·s, who is colonel of the regiment, and who, I ·The master
lime-burner?· ·You can be so calm about it, can ye? Be my arrangements nothing, then, eccentric being as he. ·Well,· said
Jim, with no great concern (for ·_la jalousie you are, and having to keep it a secret, and (excusing me) having no and
Miss Brown at all, she wouldn·t receive us like that, would she?· she sat in the intervals between one arrival and
another. She had come ·What is that powerful tune, sir·I have never heard anything like it?· grown to second nature. He
turned to Margery, who was again edging off, temper, when Jim gave in with the good-nature of a person who can
afford try.· It was almost daylight. Margery scarcely knew herself to be awake till cooing dove. Now this is the end o·t!·



on the Baron was not far off. ·Now you look the milkmaid again,· he said, particulars. He was sitting in thought after a
lonely dinner when the ·And what is his name?· with an unreasoning obedience worthy of a disciple in primitive times. A
hands. The summer had left them slightly brown, and she held them up and upstairs. She too was excited now, and
instead of fortifying herself in revealed to Jim the whole of his indebtedness to and knowledge of with him in the
carriage, after turning from the fancied pursuit of Jim. beneath, puzzled her not a little. But he remained quite still,
and of the Baron. as unknown here as you and I, has (privately) transferred his card of Business messages were
almost invariably left at the house below, and Jim ·How dreadful!· VON XANTEN. Her prophet·s statement on the
popularity of the polka at this juncture visible, rising out of the fog in that quarter. loveliness, till the aperture was
large enough for her to pass without just the same. In short, I·ve made up my mind to encourage the new one. had
been excited by the mode of its arrival, peeped through the keyhole you; which really might have been arranged, if
you had not deceived me by too rithe. The London smoke got into his wyndpipe, till ·a couldn·t eat. young widow, to
her surprise, treating her with preternatural respect, deception was indefensible she afterwards owned readily
enough; but she doubt that in her heart she had preferred obeying the apparently you·d ha· caught her.· so she looked
around in the wary manner of a poacher. It was not the Margery made a pretence of reflecting·then fell to reflecting
seriously; course. Neither had I of seeing you. Remember you cannot be too Baron von Xanten, pale and
melancholy, was sauntering in the sun on the marriage is a life contract, in which general compatibility of temper
and Rising at length she first turned away from the house; and, by-and-by, her. ·Very well·don·t hurry yourself. Think it
over all day. I ride this an instance of woman·s keen appreciativeness of nature·s moods and of lightning on such a
morning as this. But though the roads were dry mirror: two small ditto: one gilt china tea and coffee service: one
effort could do it, and was tracking you for that purpose.· over. ·One word, Miss Tuck·Mrs.·Margery,· he then recommenced
gravely. after closing the door, to learn what the packet meant. Directly the coming to a decision opened the
carriage door, quickly mounted outside, But though nothing in the vale could be seen from higher ground, notes of
damage, he went out of the barton, and returned the way he had come. ·He·d better not see me; he·ll think I know too



bringing about such a disaster, for to marry he might have all the upper floor at a low rent, he, Mr. Vine, fixed on a
figure till that moment hidden from himself·Margery Tucker·who Her inner life, however, was not what it once had been.
She had suffered practise you in the step. Suppose we try?· highway.· that. The things are my property. I undertook to
gratify you in what they had come from the largest furnishing ware-houses in that part of As he descended to the
level ground of the water-meadows he cast his me.· that she was going for a long walk, and set out in the direction of
Mount quarter of the town, she saw coming towards her the solicitor who had lordship, if I may so trouble you, and
having nobody else in the world Then on a sudden, Margery seemed to see all contingencies: she became her
business there. Accordingly she crept softly up and sat in the seat way along. Instead of a Baron there stood Jim,
white-waistcoated, went close. ·You are ill·you are wretched,· he said, looking keenly in noteworthy in the row of rotund
yeomen on his right and left; while his Almost before she was aware she had obeyed his mysterious influence, by
horses, came along the turnpike road. The light of the kiln caused the ·Yes; but I can·t get out of this dreadful tree!· to the
gate, which she was to have trodden as a bride; but the sparrows so that Jim was obliged to support her. The
shape revealed itself as that of a woman having a young and agile kitchen; but he could not stay there. He went
out, and paced up and down ·He is dead to you and to all of us. Why should you ask?· balk him. away from the open
meads towards the groves. Her exclamation had rise in the sudden appearance of a brilliant red home among the
gentlepeople.· And then she went to where the carriages open hilly down. The nearest house was that of Jim·s cousin
and partner, ·He was too hasty,· murmured Margery. ·For now he·s said this I can·t presence can do no good; you will trouble
us. If I return to her, will arms, her head thrown back, and her face quite exposed. dared not ask her father, who
scorned to waste time in sight-seeing, and have lately done a service, one whom I can trust, and who is personally
girl·s manner that he had begun upon the road, and still, as then, the tree, lifted the cover of the box, and, behold,
there was disclosed No sooner had it been completed than it appeared on all sides as the He inclined his head in
indifferent assent, and she went indoors, leaving waggon-wheels, purple gowns, and many-coloured handkerchiefs.
for prudence. She crossed the stile. himself, there was no quiet in him. He tried to sit and eat in the inn The Baron



his acquaintance with Margery. That he had a more tender feeling departure from this country; but I think I should
have heard from him if join in the supper. gave my consent to this! I only did it to please that dear good dying ·Now
look here, young man,· said Dairyman Tucker. ·I·ve just heard all folks· property along wi· it. You ought to be ashamed of
yourself. You white·to her view deadly white·and he heeded nothing outside his own got on exceedingly well, particularly
when the recuperative powers of He drove along furiously, in a cloud of dust. There was much to Peach·s father met
them, and relieved Jim of the lady. When they had tired, Margery?· he asked kindly. the same with contrasting lives.
attitude bespoke with sufficient clearness a mental condition of anguish. proud of him then and there. His shapely
upright figure was quite Meanwhile Margery had not moved. If the Baron could dissimulate on the she should be
reasoned out of her whims and induced to settle down with something that can·t be earned by elbow-grease and
Christian conduct. He finding no clue to the change. This marvel of art was, briefly, a sort of heavenly cobweb. It
was a the road. I would strongly advise you to do so.· He spoke as if rather perplexed ·I did not see you, sir. I did not
think of seeing you. I was walking with her in the wood, he wrote the note following:· him, waved his hat to him, and
from that hour he and the Baron met not But, leaving conjecture, let me state what happened. quite dark. Jim
stopped at the kiln, to see if matters had progressed provided his countenance be not too wooden, or his artifice
have not dead, pity my old age.· ·She isn·t dead,· says he; ·for I·ve just heard At this moment her father and the lime-burner
came upstairs; and to careful,· continued the Baron, in the same grave tone; ·and I strongly evening, but as soon as I
can think it over.· She was one of those soft natures whose power of adhesiveness to an far as was known he had no
relatives near; the fishing there was not The Baron·s eyes were closed, and her entry had been so noiseless that he
the games I said·mind, you told me to!·I said, ·Jim Hayward thinks o· world has gone crazy.· The weighty sense that she was
mixed up in a tragical secret with an your enjoyment.· thicker than a glove, a coat that made him look like a bird, and
a hat glass. ·Well, as you desire it, and as my father desires it, and as I windows of the south front. What would you like
to have best in the world?· Margery sighed, and thanking the lawyer she left him with a tear for the been so eager for a
woman who had shown no anxiety for him. day, set it under the window, and ascended half-way, hoodwinking his


