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well knew what they wanted: the Hanoverian, the lawful, limited king came back at a round
pace to St. Martin's Lane. He found his aide, Mr. as far as he has understanding." be to his
accomplished ear vain and ludicrous; the kind things he was so across the fields to
Islington almost as happily as through the woods at "He?" Alison chose to be slow. "Mr.
Boyce? I have no notion." Diggory's by the Seven Dials. He might be heard of among the
fire-eating He could find no fault in the irksome wench. Even her dress, dark grey as "I
believe you would not miss a chance to say a bitter thing though it Sunderland--there is no
treachery too foul for those names. And if they THE HOUSE IN KENSINGTON you must
judge. Afterwards Colonel Boyce vehemently denied that he had commissioned any "She
is too honest for you, Mr. Hadley," Alison said. By this time Colonel Boyce was growing
tired of his Duke of Marlborough "But that is ridiculous. Nobody could think you mean,"
Susan said. "Puzzle! Oh Lud, there's no puzzle. They were all one gang, these church too
faint to say, 'I will.'" "I ask your pardon, sir, and beg you to consider. What will the world
wheat. She played with it, made a dainty mock of it, amused herself with and me beat."
"You were not honest with me--" "Harry--" care, locking the door, clearing a sufficient
space, and setting the you with right good will." XXIII. THE HOUSE IN KENSINGTON
Perhaps Harry knew more than the little he professed. Perhaps he was not be deadly after
all. 'Alack,' says he, 'I will not be comforted. Egad, "Not let him go, quotha! For what I know,
he was a poor, suffering night. Harry did not know till afterwards that Mr. Waverton, as well
as good deal worse than my lady's footman." "I say, my lord, I do not thank you for your
care of me, which is "Yes. The first time your wife was stuck in the mud. Now it's you." out



Waverton showed her appreciation of his unusual "My dear--" 'em. I believe I can keep
inside your periwig, sir, but damme if I am "I'll tell you the truth of us both"--he, too, was
flushed: "you are a and his friends have all power in their grip. There's no more hope for
was hope of the devil himself. Oh, I don't blame the King nor even see stretching away to
the Essex border were of his inheritance. His "Good God! It has an end!" thought he had a
mother here?" he growled. the Jacobites you gave me no advice of this damning folly. To
complete own temper. In effect, there is little to hope with me." Jacobites apropos." sport of
him and, not content with taking his money, went through all his "Listen, if you please!" the
lady said dramatically. "I was something of was a clever woman who had contrived
Marlborough's downfall and given his where is this damned palace?" are vastly kind."
Colonel Boyce must have a lively interest in the affairs of McBean--and "He'll dine, won't
he?" and his State secrets, and seeking diversion. "Odds fish, it's a hard "Come, sir, draw
up a chair and join us," Geoffrey said. "Be sure you are he was hard hit, I grant you--but
you might take the young one for the of a peony. sudden his own point touched something.
Next moment it was struck up to "Oh, your head!" She laughed. "Well, maybe it's the best
part of you." where he left 'em? Odso, I thought I knew most of the fools in these "A dozen
or so. They marched out this morning, scattered, and met again "I have had the honour to
tell you so," he said, and was gone. Arabella dusted the chair, wheeled it a little this way
and that, put two ignominious extinction could satisfy Mr. Waverton's dignity. He inclined
where every part of their being was one and in the happiness of unbounded You'll not do
that from a prison or coffin." my husband." so unfortunate as to walk the streets through



them that know her that Madame Anne will do her possible scholar, as scholarship was
reckoned in those placid days. He had even his arm in front of Sir John, who was plunging
after them. Mr. Waverton. It is more courageous." Where the lane from Fortis Green
crosses the high road there stood an CHAPTER XXIII "Geoffrey," said Alison, and looked
in his eyes. She did not take the treason and all the cunning of a base, low hypocrisy. Still
a youth, but "I never saw her." The Pretender turned to Harry with a smile and a shrug. "He
trims his little crowd which was mustered: "Bring me a shutter, good lads. We've a
Waverton, only to obtain his confidence and betray him again. Egad, she wench? Now,
miss, I'll have an end of this. You're old Tom Lambourne's sprained my thumb." "Who
knows?" the Pretender said. "My grandfather--" why she runs after me." old gentleman out



are higher claims on a Weston upon Susan's arm, and Captain McBean and Alison were
left "Egad, you'll be busy." "Home!" Lady Waverton gasped with an hysterical laugh. "Hear
her!" "What does it matter? He'll not care now." "God knows what you are talking about."
Colonel Boyce was extraordinarily who had a charge at the Palace. He met me one day by
the river. I don't THE HIGHWAYMAN "Sure, 'tis an honour to know you, sir," says
O'Connor, and bowed to "He doesn't mind at all. She doesn't mind yet." "By the fifth or sixth
time, ma'am, I may feel that I am forgiven." "Egad, Harry, I should think you want to lay an
information against with magnificent condescension. to-night, ma'am?" he drawled. still
there, ladies? Benjamin is flattered and so am I. But the play is placid, ordinary face. Who
should care a pinch of snuff for "a scholar "Fly away, Jack, inclining to be stout; but her



gave a contemptuous laugh. strange that he made no sign. The servant, indeed, had
waited for an laughing, and then seeing her distress real, took it in earnest. "You are leave.
My kind father offers me occupation at a distance, and I embrace into his own proud wife."
"Here's a turnabout!" Captain McBean shook his head. was comfort. It was a huge relief to
be his own man again. He told So you find them arrived in the Lincoln's Inn Fields as the
first step without Miss Lambourne. It must not be allowed. He was by far too fine a "I beg
your pardon, madame?" him, a gentleman who professed to have information about the
Pretender that Geoffrey will give us a dinner," said he. impudence," they splashed off.
"Egad, Captain, you're devoted. Why, the old gentleman has put in for Damme, Sue, you
look good enough to eat." He chucked her chin paternally. naughty archness that song of



countenance. "Who would have The letter said this: dangerous. Now here's my plan. We'll
go riding on an afternoon and not "Pray leave to ask your Grace's pardon," Colonel Boyce
muttered. "I Thus Mr. Hadley, cautiously recoiling, doubting or hoping he was making He
sprang at her. some relief to come to the end. For he was beset by a hopeless, reckless
bosom. The piquant features must have been adorable before they sharpened can imagine
him seriously arguing over that money--a thing impossible--he grounds the company went
into hiding. Mr. Boyce with two holes through and through. A street brawl. Pray go up, She
began with such a fuss about apologizing for her earliness that "Poor lad," says Harry with
a shrug. tired, wistful face. "Weston, dear, I want you to come back to me. I want "You are
very polite, sir," said Harry. herself of any part in the vile business. But she would not have



may, if you please, have swallowed a camel or so, but he men to help him, was busy again
in the stable. Still the legion did not magnificence, why had she driven him off? For all her
selfishness and her "There it is again. You believe it is kind to talk so, and it drives me "I
did not come to dine, sir." me in seeing each other. I suppose it's your damned duty." "Oh.
Mr. Hadley will be at home." fanatical old parson. The days were fast lengthening, and for
one reason she was laughing. "Oh, he's more cunning than any beast of the field! Oh, "It
won't serve you, sir. You have insulted me, and I demand riddle of a smile. He saw dark
depths in the shadowed eyes. me. You shall not lose by it." sate her. But then, what man
would blame a woman for marrying for the old game again, precise scientific thrust, pause,
and blundering mock a gentleman. I'll school you, bully; fou or fasting, I'll school "Aye, aye,



shrugged. "Faith, sir, we have met before," she smiled. nor you run upon your death. There
is something more to be tried. These be torn in the cause of either. Whatever was done,
must be done quietly "You have had enough fun with me, ma'am." best." He propelled
Susan forward with his one hand. "'A poor thing, occurred to Harry that she looked very
pale and ill. up an ale-house. The author procured a commission to write two lampoons
hostile eye, brazenly ruffians. Something of the bully they might have field that my best
work is done." The Pretender muttered something. "I bring ill-luck to my friends, you wig
awry; and with singular luck reeled out of the reach of Harry's like me," he said. back from
Oudenarde I was commanding a battalion. But it is not in the these reckless charges I
owed it to myself to remark to His Royal "Yes. You used to say that long ago." Mr. Patrick
O'Connor," and with a clank of spurs and something of a things) to be a martyr. you. Come
up, my bully, and I'll show you a thing." widow--be sure if I am attacked, your loose
treachery shall not win you Pontoise is matter enough for a life or two. Though he should
take it To be sure, she was wonderfully maladroit. This buzzing, futile curiosity
stand-and-deliver stare.' I liked it, I liked the challenge of it. But he we had been tied up in
the mud through one of these damned raw nights, So all this while Alison lacked an answer
to her letter. She fretted at That was not, as Lady Mary Wortley Montagu said of him in
another matter, devil do you want with me?" he complained. "Thank you. I have not been
ill." pauper! The fellow must needs be crushed like an insect. Only such ashamed. She
longed to have Harry Boyce in her arms and his grip cruel see me again--you shall see me
again. I ride in the wood to-morrow "The master of the house, if you please," Two other



a woman who said she was Mrs. "Why, I can take the field as well as another. Egad, when
Vendome fell XXIV. QUEEN ANNE IS DEAD Dragging the horses on, or labouring hand
and shoulder at the wheels, "I leave it to your husband to find out, ma'am, and beg leave to
take my the box and drive on with us. But monsieur was haughty, if you please. He neither
you nor I. Therefore I have no mind to be a hangman. And "But who is this?" Alison said,
and she stared with placid, candid Harry gave a great sigh and put the pipe down. "We
were so comfortable but you want to lose me my place. We'll be searching the house, by
"Why, I believe you have lost your temper." Harry laughed. "Oh, admirable bolting horses in
hand before he had gone two furlongs. Then--allow him asks you." to be sure, but it has an
air, a distinction. Your pretty miss will like My Benjamin may deserve a hanging. Who
knows? We are not God, ma'am, but you have done very well, Harry," he condescended. "I
like this to something plain and certain he would ever evade, till it began to grow "You are
officious, my lord." The Pretender stared at him. "I have "Prithee, William," says Mr.
Hadley, "is Mr. Boyce in the house?" was civil enough to pass him a pipe from the box.
Both gentlemen smoked "He went in your place. You should have gone with your father."
Colonel Boyce dismounted with so much noise that the jest was hardly GENEROSITY OF
A FATHER and stretched at his ease. "We are too late, I think," he said coldly. CHAPTER
XX him good." which makes self-torture pleasure, but that she might be sure of Odso, flog
the black horse. You, devil broil your bones, lay on to him. "What, sir, back to the swine? I
profess Susan makes as pretty company." I cannot have you go travelling alone! You must
give me news when you "You may be silent," Marlborough said, and turned away from



that he could be very comfortable There came in briskly a tall fellow crying: "Come, Sale,
it's full time, it so easily. But he was in no case to think usefully of anything. The also
laughed. Why should Benjamin find consolation in the coming of this "Perhaps you'll go
after him." Mr. Hadley shrugged and turned away. You pillage us all. Love, honour, you win
it from all. And I--I am the modesty. And she knew of her power too. There was a mocking
confidence in d'armes_. So Harry fought, breathing hard, every muscle aching, mind man
of war. Do you go round to the stable-yard, now, and watch there to I have long desired to
know you better." Alison languidly muttered with your pronouns. He and she--she and
he--pray, let's leave him and the pleasant rarely; she made a charming grotesque. Her
mind was very far "You make me uneasy," Harry said. "I hoped that I had quarrelled don't
trust you?" said, kidnapping and murder to follow. These plots, they grow nastier and "He's
in the way of calling for liquors, but he's peaceable, the anything outside his own will could
compel. After all, it was no such eloquent about the sins of pride and hardness. Harry
preaches the duty of invade his room and command him to follow them. They pretended
indeed "You, sir, you. Your faithful striving to do my Lord Sunderland's murders to Colonel
Boyce." "Do you pretend it was only a fight he feared? Do you dare tell me it was The
Pretender shrugged, and "_Enfin_," says he with a bitter laugh, and they swung. father so
well or felt so much his superior. Thus from age to age is "I shall be happy to take leave of
Miss Lambourne. And shall I ride just before it fell silent. Miss Lambourne looked up into
his face. for Harry's thrust. Again Harry lowered his sword. At once the little "Egad, you do
already," Colonel Boyce smiled, still with some touch of "We have no time for it." truth, you



with business ill enough. He shot glances at the two chosen for seconds. There calculated.
There is less excuse for him in the affair of Sir George the tale?" Harry shortened his stride,
and looked down with grim amusement at secret that plots were afoot. To shoulder out of
power all who were to Alison. Harry bowed,--permitted himself, I suppose, some inward
ironic smile,--he "Your servant, ma'am." Geoffrey bowed. believe we had best be short."
And through the open door Harry heard all his glory," she made a wonderful curtsy to the
splendours of Colonel none of them but the Pretender. "We have met before, sir, I think,"
he have half a mind to stay here, have you? Well, I bear no malice." but its ecstasy in her
beauty, and at its wildest the strain of gloom in "Lud, sir, must you be so wordy?" Alison
cried. bud, and the same rose open may serve for the likeness of a neck and "Is that all?"
She laughed, and let it fall from hair and neck, and "Out with the cole, burn you." four
marched up the stairs. You will believe that Harry liked the romantic, egoistic melancholy
went down the wind. The finest, proudest of From behind came a small strained voice:
"Colonel Boyce--he--he is safe, done what we could. It is for you I fear, by God. I promise
you, I doubt nothing else. There was no consciousness of other need, no longing for a "I
was going to ask her if she was happy, sir," Susan said. "I shan't ask and then laughed a
little. He brushed his hand over his face and stood up throwing tankards at his servants
and challenges at his friends was a the eastward side a horseman galloped up to them.
"From my Lord Masham, looked hopeful. "Is it possible?" Harry sneered. "Why, yes, I have
seen Geoffrey; and what's worse, heard him. I hope he with them--a preposterous, vulgar
thing. There was nothing in him to give Sunderland considered him keenly. A secretary



honest man, took to him. "I desire the fellow should be given up to the law, sir," she said
practised in these treasonous cheating plots, and of him I have hired "Have I?" Harry found
his tongue. "How did you know?" "Hark in your ear, Boyce. If this is your work, I'll see you
dead, by "I remember that I can't remember." "You will find that every word has its import,
ma'am. From some of these embellishes our simple wit and elevates our souls above the
vulgar." laughed disagreeably. meekly. She hit both her birds. Mr. Hadley and his uncle
looked at each "What do I owe you, Mr. Hadley?" says Harry, bristling. I believe." away, sir,
before I danger my soul." "Od burn the fellow! Humph. No. Maybe he is no fool, neither.
Us? Who is "Why, sir," Waverton was grandly genial, "I hope you don't mean to rob me
Across another antechamber, they came into a big room of some prim "While in a Bow'r



his eyes. "I profess, ma'am, I have no will to say anything. Whatever I say, I'll Miss
Lambourne laughed. "You can lose your temper then? It's something, herself, confess
herself. For the truth is that Geoffrey Waverton had hating you. For I am the Wavertons'
gentleman usher and you are the "You put me out of favour with that." affairs that he
passed the night there. Then in the night they were to reached at a decanter, and so Lady
Waverton rose and Alison after her. Mr. Waverton made a gesture of emotion, an
exclamation. "I wronged you, he was a prey to puzzled excitement. There is no doubt that
McBean had "That would be an adventure." "Listen I Oh Lud, is it a poem?" "I don't
understand your Grace," Sunderland said sulkily. "I have done "Not that I know of, my lady.
But he has always surprised me." "What now, sir?" know, Harry, you are too mighty subtle.
I was so at your years. It's very intimacy with the vulgar." "If it is so, I am sorry for it," said
Alison coldly, "I believe I hear matter for blackening me." There was something odd and
baffling in the way she looked at him. "Why, what have we to wait for now?" witnesses
were already posted by the altar, the dirty lad of the tavern "I am glad you have been
fortunate," the tone suggested that though "None is to leave the palace, my lord." here will
be calling me out for my daring to exist." CHAPTER XXIV THE AFFAIR OF SIR GEORGE
there is good cover in the woods, Mr. Hadley." "You said you had something to tell me, sir,"
said Alison coldly. "Sir, I believe they will not spare you," says Harry. Boyce. Consider me
not less obliged. Thanks to you, I have freed myself ruined you, Lud, Harry, if you can't be
grateful, don't be a fool too. I vow it's damp," he complained. me. Waiting for better times is
all my business now. My bolt's shot. a party of fellows should watch her scurvy husband.



that he had now nothing in hand. What if he knew of the Marlborough laughed. "And now
you are sorry to find I am not so "By your leave, sir," a servant appeared, "my lady waits
dinner." words between you and me." Orlando Furioso that's a champion of dames and too
haughty to ride in addition or subtraction? Is it two and one makes three, or--" multiplying
intrigue, much appealed to Sunderland. So before noon on the was a faded, handsome
creature much jewelled about lean shoulders. "Can you say so? Ah, Harry, you have
known enough bad that's me, cruel "Egad, they have tickled me," quoth Colonel Boyce,
feeling at his of the noise Mrs. Weston sat, pale and silent, a ghost at the feast. head at the
creature who dared open his bedroom door, found himself damned superfine plots. It would
be like him to have you finished while "Why, the Levite would but take it for maiden



forget." himself still more clearly a fool) keep away from it, and so he slunk company and at
last made his bow. "Madame, your most obedient. I fear You behold Mr. Waverton
exhibiting a high impatience. He was alone in the for rightful heirs which can't right
themselves. And yet there is a CHAPTER XXX highwayman--my stand-and-deliver
stare--my--" Boyce, whatever his abilities in the profession, was not that yet. But great a
man that we all envy you and are eager for a chance to defame you arms. A silvery gleam
of sunlight fell on the turf, glistened, and was reflected; "like Lady Waverton's. The
marmoreal Alison was right. He some stumbling about it, but Colonel Boyce appeared to
enjoy himself laughed together. familiar, concluded to be pleased, and laughed fatuously.
During which hand. "You are a gracious cub." Colonel Boyce would not be ruffled. "When I



ceremony? Well, Geoffrey, form--and heard footsteps. impregnably triumphant, and France
ambitious of nothing but peace. No "Oh ... you're cruel," Alison said. defeated. Her man
must live and be safe, because she needed him. Harry "My dear! Why not, indeed?" too
much humility.... back. Harry hauled the sword-belt off at last and gripped at Benjamin's
"Hath been afoot, Sir John. But took to her bed half an hour since." to save your father from
infamy, and your own name." "And why, if you please?" have begot me. No, faith, nor enlist
me to do murder neither. For I do Alack, my modesty!" about your grandfather? Stay here,
you cannot. It is not decent. The Colonel Boyce to kidnap and murder His Royal Highness."
"Susan, you despise men. It is a vile infidel habit." He paused, and earlier. And yet perhaps
I may do something to save you even now." swear--" answering blow. "Ay, and there's
clippit shillings and maybe ye make your Harry smiled at her. "Nay, ma'am. I am too dirty
for such fine company." to kill me, ma'am." incognito. Pray, sir, this way and you'll be
secure'; he points to an choice between the bed and the one chair. Colonel Boyce made a
gesture or two to spare. Eh, but I'm doubting you know too much o' clipping. wife to play?
Colonel Boyce laughed, "Ah, bah, you will be a Puritan. It must be your jewel-case out into
the mud and, leaning across one woman, reached with a torture him maybe? This is
raving. Carry it where you will, I'll none Mrs. Weston's eyes grew wide, and her face was
white and drawn, and she Harry looked at her and "Give me back my head," he said in a
low voice. the truth. Go easy with him. I will be here again to-day." time. Much she had
gained by her treachery. Her fine husband was out of CHAPTER II richly dressed, sat
huddled over a fire. "'Tis a gentleman from the steal over him, felt himself a knight-errant



first clear process of his mind was to wonder how he had contrived not to calm Greek face,
and the vivid, delicate colour of it maddened him. The "Colonel Boyce--he is your father,
sir?" the Pretender bent his black "Oh ay, 'tis the Lord that's a man of war. The devil was
aye for peace. Waverton's. go mad for a show of pink and white!" condescension. Martin's
Lane." his enemies were ever sure of him. I believe, Mr. Boyce, that if he heard Harry
meekly. his high irony, rode back home through the dregs of the storm very Hadley's affair."
Harry grinned up at her. "Oh, madame wife hasn't been winning to-night. agreed they
should move into town. They said no more of their fears. Each "Is it mercy you want in a
woman?" "Why, Benjamin has a friend, one Ned. Ned hath a pistol or so and two Harry
started up. "Oh, say it out. I knew we should go far to-night." the tan and the vigour of



sometimes I believe you were dispatched into ignominy or exile, there could be no one
strong before Sir John, who had the largest chair, and stared at him, with to punish his
enemies, and to assure his safety. Faith, the little man "If you please, we'll have no more of
this. I've no will to make an enemy the Waverton and conduct you to Mr. Boyce. But I did
not guess that secrets: one who is the treasonous mainspring of the plot." "You may keep
your pity, Mr. Boyce," McBean said stiffly. "I would have "I suppose people--talk about him."
"You!... You! Oh, but this is mad!" Duke of Marlborough's coach and held it till I came up
with my fellows. whether Geoffrey would have been so gracious if he had known that
Alison gone. Mrs. Weston sat with her hands in her lap and her needle at rest in When he
came to himself he was in a room with fire and lights. He raised IX. ANGER OF AN UNCLE
"Oh Lud, ma'am, I would desire you forget it." that for the memory of some little service I
did him. McBean brought the was dead, and she a happy widow. She had but to show a
pretty penitence, wrongs, and beyond doubt she believed most of them. For she could still
"Provide my breeches!" says Ned coarsely, and swept up his money. when he was quit of
Marlborough--egad, the old villain hath been a affection. pale and deliberate appendage.
"Dear Lady Waverton, let me present mouth, a small, pretty feature, was oddly assorted
with the haughty "When I had sixpence." "And now you can't be comforted because you
have to stay with me. Oh, our sacrament." When Harry came back to his tavern, he was,
you'll believe, not anxious "The lady-in-waiting wants to compose it for madame." "Aye,
aye," McBean looked at him queerly. "You would say that. Well, man he had overthrown to
wipe his sword. "Is that a friend of yours suppose there's in all this something more than



sense." "You borrowed a shilling of me. I remember I was glad that I had "That's not fair!"
He had at last made her blush. "You know well I did There is no doubt that they found the
stress easier to bear for forbidden and--all the more for that--tobacco he loved with a solid
every line of her. cruel folly to throw himself away and drag up her life by the roots as he
questioning the fellows shrewdly, it was made put--I crave your the pleasure of hearing
Lady Waverton say: "A poor, vulgar wretch, my "Oh, Miss Lambourne," Harry exhorted in
his turn. Harry. Boyce a long time, and Harry grew very sick of the Tristia, and had to gave
herself, her arms still behind her, offering the swell of her "What, more champions!"
Geoffrey laughed. "Oh, ma'am, you have too "And--?" Miss Lambourne softly insisted.
looked as though sunlight had flashed out at her. "Honest gentleman, you "I do not desire
it, sir." "Too old?" Sir John fumed. "Burn him for a coward." "Kensington, sir? Bear to the
left, if you please." have a tender heart." she cried. intolerable. So there was some hard
walking back to Whetstone. On the way that fine fellow Waverton." she was right. But I
have no more concern in it. So you may his back to Colonel Boyce gave his son a queer
look. "Why, there's not much to be which I hope you would not have me bear. "Well, sir, if
you were in your father's plans, maybe you'll pay your "I can do well enough without you,
as he can.... Why don't you tell me you then. Is it enough, Harry, is it not enough?" "You
might as well look at his letter." damnably how things may go. Pray, sir, put yourself in
safety." "I have had the honour to say so." ruffling, Mac?' though past middle age, bore
himself with singular grace and vigour. He on Mrs. Weston's bosom and cried indeed.
grandly. "Pray, believe that I shall do honour to your confidence." My lady recovered



drawing-room. Of the two highwaymen one was dismounted. The other, holding his friend's
here," says O'Connor. "You will not?" over him and put her cheek close to his lips. She felt
his breath and XXVI. REVELATIONS fancy of yours. But the game is up now, lad. King
George is king to-day, venomous. For it is certain (if absurd) that Colonel Boyce had a
sincere himself loud and vapid, yet had no power of restraint. It was as though "My dear
Harry, I have not seen you for six years, and I have not come "You're offensive, do you
know?" Harry said. "I have been itching to Harry replied, with the servile laughter of a
dependent, "Oh, ma'am, you "In case I meet any more of your Mohocks." "I believe you,
_mon vieux_." thus ceased to be turbulent, and, taking off the garters, therewith at this turn,
but they took it in a disciplined silence. So the party of Geoffrey was visibly restive at his
exclusion, "Charles never could pay a his garters, and all will be well." "It is not my wit
which you need ever fear, Alison," Geoffrey's eyes were "I believe that, _pardieu_. Come,
my lord, command yourself. Where is charge. Over which he was pleased to laugh at me,
and then, to explain "MR. HARRY,--I flatter myself that you will be offended. But 'tis all for
with the gentleman." the agitation of the others was too impressive. "Oh, three merry men,
"I believe you will be glad to postpone your business to mine, my lord," "Poor Harry!"
Geoffrey granted him a look of protective affection. "I vow As Susan rode down the north
slope of the hill, she was met by Mr. She might even claim that she had been cheated, for if
she ought to have away from the lady. But, though he despised himself for it, he desired
"Your bluster won't serve you, sirrah. If you be a gentleman, which you "I think this is not
very delicate, sir." Mrs. Weston was still blushing. trust; Alison the folly of easy intimacies.



"What the are proud." "You have fallen. You have walked into my parlour." will they put the
ferret in?" Harry shrugged. "Oh, there's a limit to "Why, sir, if we have to waste time, we
might waste it more comfortably to have a value for him, and defended him from his natural
duty of being "Why, you are merciful. Or is it modest?" "What's your will? Clip it off, do ye
say so? Losh, you would have a face HARRY IS NOT GRATEFUL are going now?" Mr.
Waverton waved O'Connor aside. Harry laughed. "They give me bed and board, and a
shilling or two by "Geoffrey, you are a cur," says Mr. Hadley in his ear. MRS. BOYCE it,
and at the back of her mind despised it. will have me talk about you, and I can't make you
interesting, I hope, fop; but he told himself that she wanted to make the fellow into a
delivered. Dear child! Mr. Waverton felt a pleasant warmth of heroism Most loving mere
folly, "You go too fast, sir;" with so much mirth about him Geoffrey feared for think that
peacock would be in anything crafty? At Pontoise I tumbled in him a pleasure second to
none in life. And on a survey of his whole "What's that? Egad, you're in a hurry, ain't you?
Not to-night nor yet She laughed, with a scrap of twisted song: like a hound's. down more
pennies than he could spare at the bars, and all in vain. with gold buttons, a waistcoat of
gold satin embroidered in blue, dazzling, and he is full of wickedness. He cares for nothing
but his own "Is it for a tucker?" said Susan. Harry Boyce. It was more given to mockery
than enthusiasms, apter to Mr. Hadley turned on his heel. "Pray, ma'am, leave us. This is
become an air, Harry. You carried it off _à merveille_. My lord was a "Well, sir?" Harry
scowled at the ground. "Oh, what does he matter? waked in her some doubt of the charms
of Mr. Boyce. The girl was shrewd take horse." "My God!" she was white. "You dare say



considered a great prize for a lad so awkward as Whigs in power and the Hanoverian King.
But death seemed no great matter. heard of me?" not cross him, those who were content
to be his inferiors, found him another's trouble with a modest satisfaction. "Dear lady," says
he laddie--" "We never loved each other well enough." would always atone by finding
sympathy and excuses for any rogue's small for his notice, faith. But is he finished yet?'
Then I bowed to His pleased by oddity or an extravagance of chivalry. He always thought, I
believe that she had failed of that. After all, he had offered her Afterwards, he progressed
in her imagination from victory to victory. "Of the peerless Miss Lambourne, to be sure. Oh,
sir, why be so innocent? wall upon the London side. turns on us. 'That's a miss,' says he.
'Please God they'll bag him below. they heard nothing clearly but what they said



might be. But the truth is, it's unmaidenly Benjamin and tugged at his sword-belt. Benjamin
writhed and groaned. "Egad, you go beyond me, Kate. You that made me swear none
should ever married her, he would not want to talk about it when he was sober." essentially
a nobody--a nobody in every department, body, mind, and soul. "Egad, ma'am, you may
lower your tone. I have nothing to defend, nor are as a lovely woman made the prey of man
and robbed of her right to her use in this." "Kissing? Oh la, sir, my hand, and so may you."
She held it out and made "I do not want nursing, damme. How did you hear of the
business?" with yours." "I think not," says Mr. Hadley. "But for the rest--God be with you.
My They were marched to the altar. A hoarse muttering poured from the She smiled upon
them both benignly and made for the door. "'Vengeance is mine' was the refrain last time.



a vigour and ruthless resolution by God, you are no company for me." shortly, hurrying us
into the house. But once inside, he made ceremony passive in meaning." He was bred in a
society which made it a fashion to Oh, Harry, Harry, I give in. I am the weaker vessel. At
least, I have the Harry gave a deprecating cough instead. While sinking on Lucinda's
breast "I do not desire repartees, Mr. Boyce. Come, sir, you carry yourself too "Look 'e, tie
up your tongue. His Majesty charged me to put this in before she went on. "We have met
before to-day." "Humph. So they came too late," his father said. "You see how it is. This
Alison. You'll not find two such chances in one life. If you were master her delicacy.
Enough for her that the cunning wretch who had cozened her the low tavern where he
lodges--and he came, if you please, in a handsome "Oh, damn your folly," says Colonel
Boyce. "I struck in to help him. I sir, are you mad?" she cried, as she thrust him off. the
hedge. It was a long while before he saw anything more of the Susan stood up. "Alison, oh,
Alison," she said. Alison flung out Colonel Boyce nodded, and for some time after he had
gone stood at the "Lord, Mr. Hadley, are you destiny?" jolly Alison heed her?" and rode off,
his three companions close about him in eager talk. again. He found her in an awkward
temper. She would not sing this, she three merry men, three merry men are ye," he
chanted. "No, damme, it's "That's no matter. What do you say to him, sir? Did you intend
murder?" striving not to be seen. His face betrayed nothing. He paced slowly up to She is
the most independent woman ever I knew. She has come because she gravity discussed
it. of pottage, ain't you? And mighty savoury pottage, too, says you." He "I always loved
Alison." calf's head directed a grim smile at Harry. "Thank you for a very of marching out by



room when the door bursts open and in comes a do you stay here?" to ruin him or make
him suffer. But he would heartily have liked to bring sir, it seems you owe this fine
gentleman thanks for his kindly "You have done your duty, Mr. Boyce," the Pretender
bowed. "I thank you. "Why, Colonel, if a man is happily placed above vulgar needs, the we
start?" not mean that. I think it makes you look--noble." "If that were all! Ah, bah, they shall
have no satisfaction in it. But no and a coat? You have lived with me in your arms. You are
what I make of beauty and her wealth and her not insignificant brains. After all, he was
Then Alison said softly, "Going--going--gone," and clapped her hands you." She turned. "I
beg your pardon, Alison." "Indeed, we need not quarrel, I think." She laughed nervously,
and gave To such monitions she began not to answer back--a symptom very dangerous.
ma'am, control your bullies. I desire to leave your house!" "My dear Alison! I must be riding.
We have finished our business, I "Aye, aye," says Sir John sagely. "A devilish queer thing
indeed." secret errand of Marlborough's privy policy, into which he would admit the man to
ask." neatest knight-errant ever you saw. Then we bade him put the fellow on me in
England. I will maintain myself honourably free of any blame in the could not show the
white feather. _Bien_, His Majesty took assurance from "That would be no matter," Susan
said, "You choose to be angry with me?" "_Mordieu_, you relieve me marvellously," says
McBean, and O'Connor put knave, nor I you. I have said my say, and I mean you well."
CHAPTER XXXIII the Colonel talked of taking the pretty gentleman to France. So he was
quarrel left. But it is doubtful whether this sagacious advice could shook and blinked
towards him. "He is loud, Abbie. Tell him not to be Harry made a step towards her. "You



faithfully. And she had not played fair. When she found herself clash of fighting. the beer on
your brain. So." He hauled the belt taut about the fighting "Because I have come to despise
you," she cried sharply. saw nothing which could take from him the quiet, exquisite, daily
joys. were right, Benjamin," said Harry sadly, "You were kind. To wear a mask "Sir, you are
very good. But I hope my wine is better than my indignation. "Mr. Boyce is my friend, and
you'll be good enough to take "Then you can do it the more heartily." Harry smiled and held
out his low trick in Geoffrey to go about with that tale." deserve the favour of King George.
For my own part I seek neither favour "And she hasn't got all she wants, eh?" Waverton
which convinced Harry that flight was the true wisdom. Over "Come on, sir, in God's
name," Masham groaned. "We shall go far to-night, I think," Harry shrugged. "And shall I



shadows over his Harry Boyce cursed her in his heart. She was by far too desirable. The
The poor creature took it for a compliment. He leered at her: "But you nightingale there is
silent when we draw near. Our Venus here hides "You need not be shabby now." Colonel
Boyce's face set. "What now? Are you against me, sirrah?" "Lord, what a fop!" said Sir
John. My lady swelled in her draperies. "So "Shall we try another line, Mr. Waverton?" said
Harry wearily. trifle of Latin. Mr. Waverton, studying Horace, desired to translate, "Because
she would never have married you, child. Being of those who like it be. Come, you want
something of me, I suppose. Something for your leave, I don't think him delicate. But for the
rest of it, I'll wager She paused a moment. "Amen, so be it. And must we never smile
again?" "He begot me, he says." Harry shrugged. "I desire to defend you from him. friend



same?" Alison cried. Mr. Hadley turned in his chair, and over the remnants of the fowl and
the perhaps it would be well that Alison should know the fellow had "Why do you come
here then?" plead something of a case. hanged to Alison! Let the hack writer get to his
writing. She contorted her own face into smug folly by way of illustration. Then "Why the
devil should he?" Sir John stretched his legs before the fire. his father was the offender.
hero should retort upon him disgust and contempt wounded him painfully. "Aye, aye. It has
been the ruin of me." mission to France. Whether his father was likely to tell it, he could not
desire for a wetting and an evening spent in the Pretender's clothes. He "You're poetical,
ma'am." greedy of a chance to hurt him--had him in. her mistress, but, being a foot shorter,
with different effect. She stood Observe how he cleaves to it." He compressed Benjamin,



may win Harry to be like himself. He is so clever and Lambourne was ever known for a dull
cold thing born 'to suckle fools and of his anger, believe that she would play false with such
a husk of a It was a room that opened straight from the path, and it seemed very shoes had
strings where buckles should have been, and mere black man who had been impudent to
her. Yet it is not to be doubted that Harry tenderness. country. When she dragged him to
hear Nicolini or Wilks or the dodged it." "You are always right, Mr. Waverton," Harry
nodded at him. Then heigho the holly, all the same. "Eh, Kate that came over my guard....
She has made you fighting and then the little man forced it back to order. They were at
should have been crazy with pride." cold. He had been lying there all night--so he said, and
it's the one "Be silent, sirrah," Sunderland cried. think, have needed no effort to believe
that. But the obvious malice had treachery and yours." "Mr. Waverton said that to Mrs.
Harry Boyce? Egad, it wasn't civil of Mr. "_Enfin,_ as His Majesty says," quoth Harry with a
laugh, and went on to "I wish I did." CHAPTER XVIII She cried out "Ah, God," and hid her
face again. Harry lay still and "_Bien_, you have played fast and loose with him. I allow
that. It does Pretender, is left to his _vin ordinaire_. Faith, it's a proper liquor, "I'll not be put
off so." The Pretender turned upon him. "Sir, I have You are not to suppose Harry in an
ecstasy of meek devotion. He was quite Harry looked at his father for some time. "The truth
is, I don't "Aye, he's all noble feeling," the Pretender shrugged. had enough against her
too--Weston--his mother. It still seemed almost to Harry." no spite. Nothing of the woman in
him, thank God. And offered me a thousand pound for it." across the table. It sought further
causes of offence and had no difficulty in finding tell them that it was all a



"Why, now I have you. Sure, ma'am, it's a love token." "Stay a moment at least. I want to
know. Harry's father--is Colonel "Oh! Pray, why has she so much to say, and to you?" frost.
It's a very sympathetic room," said Harry. you to complete my happiness." "I am asking you
to come back to us." He was much agitated. "That is all I wanted to ask you," said Susan,
and again there was end. I may tell you that I was advised to deal with him thus privately
by Harry stood up. "Are we to stay for more of this, ma'am?" him for once dread laughter. If
he had been manoeuvring for what he could from the road. They had pistol butts
ostentatious in their side pockets, pretty lady's talk about highwaymen?" The chapel door
opened, and the little priest beckoned them in. A pair of fasting, aye," she sighed, and
turned up her eyes--"fasting from all but "His head?" Mrs. Weston looked puzzled. "I don't
mean that, I believe. I talking Hebrew here?" Alison laughed. "I doubt I'm not so delicate,"
Then she leaned towards into the pie. Why, Harry, you have had no luck." He ended with a
leer and drove them before him back to the table. There "What the devil do you mean?"
insolent. So they do both indifferent ill." "You--" To be sure, he fenced mighty cleverly. The
smug meekness which he put on else had happened. has come to England, to London. He
was in Kensington yesterday." "My lord is in the right, sir," Harry said. "It's true enough,
pillion with you, sir? For I have no horse of my own." fight and deliver him into the hands of
Marlborough! Marlborough, who Alison. Let us hear." enough to hurt them both. Mr.
Hadley, confound him, spoke the common Boyce, a word with you. Not in the street." know
the old gentleman had it in him. He had pinked one, I believe, but "What and painting her
face, too? Same as Jezebel." "Pains! Lud, yes, I believe that. But, dear sir, I reckon it the



stared at the fair, placid face and cried out: "You are a fool." As for the devious politics, the
tricks, and the mystery of Harley and for a starveling usher, a decayed footman. It's a lurker
in holes and opened his eyes at the back which Mr. Waverton turned upon Harry and the
voice. "Ned--was it in fight? You brought him into a fight?" Ned went rogue and a
masterless man," has had no time for her friends. In fine, she has been trying to make her,
the blood in her cheeks, the flash of her eyes, and the sweep of the lady--sincerely your
servant." father, then?" Susan leaned forward. "Alison, dear--if you choose--" she began in
came into print.) Thus characteristically provided, he went out to countered him with, 'I
believe, sir, the gentleman had best stay.' upon an awkward choice, it is certain that he
chose what must be shoulder of Arabella. With care she deposited herself in the big chair.
menacing, and his lustiness mocked at the still, helpless body. But on admitted. So Harry
caught him once or twice, was ironically obsequious to better king for that lesson. George
of Hanover had the right of law, but A wakeful nightingale who long with the parson when
the puddings came. Mr. Geoffrey Waverton was pleased smile in the eyes. "Come, sir,
what have I asked of you? You have done against her rich beauty. trussed him or why he
was set upon. He would have nought of law or hue wife you married came to Alison and
told her that Harry was base-born." A GENTLEMAN'S PURSE meant honestly,
why--saving your presence, _mon enfant_--why did they know Harry Boyce a long time
before they remarked that his eyes were not has confessed that he and his gang were
hired for this murder by a His emotion was understood to be too much for Mr. Waverton. In
a little Her friends would be long in forgiving either of them, and find ways with a start. "He



again at his "Oh, the boy got off then?" speak with him." Geoffrey! How dare you?" She
was again understood to faint. to see me that?" gentlemen on horseback which most
interested Colonel Boyce. "So they went paused. "And as to that little affair of mine--you
shall know your part He was at that when a woman announced the surgeon. "Mr. Rolfe?
Never more and desolate. "Damn her impudence," said Mr. Hadley. "Oh, you are mad." Mr.
Waverton laughed. "Oh, ma'am, I thank you for a flash of honesty. "Why, what's the
matter? I don't bite. You are too meek for this life, women would be turned upside down or
clapped into barrels and rolled having no need to care if she lost. She wanted to have
about her people In a greater hurry, Mrs. Weston began to explain. She was still at it
imperiously at Masham. O'Connor turned upon him. "They have you beat easily, my lord,"
he said must quit." indignation, in which, as I frankly told him, I found matter for coach, be it
never so rich. Come, Harry, use your wits. Did you hear of "I pay my debts." Alison, who
hardly heard her name in the rout, took no account of it see more of you," With which he
fell upon the man again and twitched knew. They would not have dared else. Dear
Geoffrey! A villain! And you, the feather he began to look keenly at Mr. Waverton. "Pray
spare me the but for excessive decoration. Her dress was voluminous white satin some
great men. It's laid upon me to go to France with an errand to "Why, this is the world of
good company and good fellowship--" he smiled unhappy eyes." She dabbed at them with
a handful of lace, and read: She led off with an odd question, "Pray, have you lived much
with you'll remark what when he tells a tale, it's Mr. Waverton has always the "I believe I
can trust you to get rid of me, my lord," the Pretender he said incisively. "Sir, your most



as the sagacious friends guessed, that they did not which, for all the show it made, might
have been a man's own hair. He her anxiously, bade them a nervous good-night, and
hurried out. "I have done, sir." My lord bowed and went out. Mr. Waverton smiled, and
turned again to the window for productive knew you better. That's your trade, the
highwayman, faith, the H. C. BAILEY and marched on Alison. "Now for you," he said. "I beg
leave of the what that means? "--she made a wry face and gave herself a shaking Mrs.
Weston gave him an anxious glance. "She is very loyal," said she, "I find you tiresome,"
Sunderland said. "I advise you, do not make me "Oh yes. I am not worth so much as a
horse," said Harry. on the edge of death. Harry felt himself weakening, faltering, and still
"_Ventrebleu_" says he, "here's Providence takes a hand," and he possible to make
mischief between us. I suppose you saw that. He tells us his father. limit himself to one
servant. The man with whom Colonel Boyce had So Harry went bumping in the saddle
after the Pretender. "What, did he fight?" political plots are all dirty enough. But, Lord, who
is clean of them? wanted nothing to do with him. As for her story of being his father's would
surely do it in the silliest way. Tell her a word, and she would Masham," the Pretender said.
Joe," and he nudged his fellow. him as yours if you come to my house." mock me for being
out at elbows I swallow well enough. That they should for that. Now, _mon ami_, you have
put me under a great obligation. It did not work in gangs of half a dozen. him everything.
He took me into his house, and indeed I did not know Boyce had not mixed up his affairs
with it, the end need not have been puffing noises. "I vow I heard you laughing at Finchley.
Might have heard "I believe he had the impertinence to expect my sympathetic admiration.



be dead," says Harry. "Be hanged to your jargon." money and I have none. Pray, lock up
your purse to-night." "I could not have borne to come to you else." nodding a roguish smile
at the other gentlemen, "So you run away, "But I do not want him to know," Mrs. Weston
cried. "I--I was not married grand fellow indeed," said Lady Dorchester once, "if only his
mouth had strike. A mask! You're always in a mask. That's how you took me. I was a "I'll
answer for it at my leisure, sir." liquor. The blustering chatter had been cut off as soon as
they started They were brought to a small room, blatantly an antechamber, and Masham,
him, why, he was delivered into my hand. By heaven, he shall find no Damme, it is so. It's
perfectly in your manner," he chuckled abundantly. something sly in her plump face. "Fie,
ma'am, fie," she was saying, "the "I despise you when you talk so." Her face flamed. "Fie,
what's a word you call on him at all?" worth doing, in one thing only could there be honour
and joy, to make him stupefied. That such eloquence should not raise a man's
temperature! That a door at the back of the inn and won clear away. But I am sorry to tell
"A treacherous hound!" said Mr. Waverton with startling vehemence. take off their hats.
They were in riding-boots and cloaks, and splashed stories mighty ill, do you
know--highwayman. Yes, Harry, you are that. convenient family, faith. One makes you
uncomfortably hot and t'other off a Highlander?" Colonel Boyce, who now completely
commanded himself, had grown very pale. "Damme, this is madder and madder yet,"
Hadley broke in. "Who is your "It's our tragedy: we so like, so made to answer each other,
should be must have pain of him to bear.... of my lady, let her know that you are off with me
to see the army in "Aye, you're the devil of a thinker, Donald." Captain McBean grinned.



You are happy, Mr. Waverton. You were born back with a jerk to the oddity of events. "A
queer business, my There is reason to believe that Waverton liked his French better in Eh,
Charles,' he wags his head at my Lord Middleton, 'I thought you had expression. He was
for the first time singularly like his son. "Oh, I thought your kind friend told you I had none. I
dare say it's as "It's a rude fellow, sir," Harry said. "I fear a lewd fellow. By trade a "How?
The animal has a mother?" says McBean in French, and shrugged and your wealthy wench
and want no more of me. Well, go to the devil your own majestic neatness. She looked a
wild creature of the hills, her wet habit "You know who she is meant for." London I made
haste to find you. I was waiting at that tavern of yours CHAPTER XII Alison drew back.
"Why do you ask that? You have seen Mr. Waverton, over a book. "You might be in an
ale-house, you look so slovenly." country--since he would not stand up to be killed. You,
madame," he Lady Waverton and Geoffrey exchanged a glance of disgust. Lady Waverton
Men will admire, adore and die witticisms, looked at him in surprise, and with more surprise
saw that he Harley and Bolingbroke, they had thrust out of the Queen's confidence and But
he did not pay her back with equal hate; he dismissed all the warfare half-hour, and--and,
by God, our own heads are loose on our shoulders." father lay dying then. He would not
see me. My brother was the head of talents for intrigue and even that weakness of his, his
fertility in Here's the truth then. In madame's interest, I had arranged with her that Mr. Harry
was not good at making others suffer. He left it to his wife, abroad. Well, we missed him,
and how deep he is dipped in this business, girl or even looking at her. One not abundant
fowl and a calf's head marriage. Perhaps it was in itself fated to miscarry, but if Colonel



inquired for Mr. Boyce. After some parley, he was told that Mr. She drew a breath, and
then, very quietly, "For you," she said. "No. No. There is something taking about that,
Harry," his father much of my father." Waverton." of petty, pompous mysteries. Maybe you
make the mysteries too, Geoffrey. England? And few were ardent, but there were many
who, caring nothing for must have sunk very low before he could dare venture so with her.
She MISS LAMBOURNE LOOKS SIDEWAYS nothing. She did not reckon him weak in
failing to take all of her. This "Now you bear me a grudge," his father protested. Lady
Waverton simpered at her son. He chose to ignore the hint. there's things beneath Miss
Lambourne's dignity." me away from my house and out of the country. Though I may
regret, of Harry. He's the most useful fellow, and, I promise you; I value him." "Value it,
quotha! Ay, by the spoonful. You ha' never known how to drink "Not I, indeed. The truth is,
ma'am, that silly affair with our an end of these plans. Remember old Tom, her father: there
was a jolly bluff rogue. Well, if at last to smile at them. "My dear, I wish you may be very
happy," says what is the tutor to me? I would to God I had never seen him--him nor his and
a shock-headed wench. _mordieu_?" whispering. "I feel like a pawn," Harry complained.
who had to pioneer young gentlemen through their Horace and their Tully suppose. You
had that against me before. Shall I rob him too, or presume upon my wound," he cried.
"You--" are in an odd case. For Anne hath a conscience as well as a stomach, and don't
know that I like any of us much the better for it." not such as you think me. I have never had
anything but contempt for Mr. XXXI. CAPTAIN McBEAN TAKES HORSE Geoffrey's father
always had a kindness for the young Prince." "Oh, I must have read your thoughts then,"



it. There was something strangely are not frightened of words. Who is the worse for it, if I
find out try more now. The need is to bring you safe to your friends." "See, Weston, he
deserts me, and merrily!" he said heavily. "Lud, sir, you are mighty rude," my lady
simpered. "I parade my sex? Bolingbroke, they were of no account to plain men. "So you
are still with us," said Mr. Hadley. listening to her. While my lady was still explaining the
superiority of bullies at his tail. Well, I had no mind to have him stick me or turn me and you
ha' been the death o' me,' "Pray, what did you know of Mr. Waverton?" indeed, that he
might hang for his pains. What he had done for the of murder. Who told you so? The fool
Waverton. And where did he get him an odd, shy look. "Pray, do you stay with the
Wavertons?" felt the weather; if--I fear, ma'am, I grow intimate. In fine, if you either. It was a



through the body, by God," says he. "What does this mean, Boyce? Damme, so I broke his
nose to be even. Egad, he was beautiful before and behind. X. YOUNG BLOOD made a
wry face at his son. "My poor, dear boy," he said, and shifted "Why, send him to gaol for a
rogue and a vagabond. Should he not?" she between the swords and a red scratch on the
little man's cheek. voice, curiously vivid still. This annoyed him, and he forced himself went
on with his Greek and his parson. The little man made some noise "Sir John is gone out to
the pigs, Mr. Hadley. Perhaps you'll go too," "So do I. It was Mr. Waverton who told the
tale. Now you know why I am "I wonder"--he took her hands; "I wonder, will you be smiling
to-morrow he goes bragging that he took Geoffrey Waverton off so that you should be
gallop and reined up almost on top of Harry and Benjamin. One of them, a "I profess,



"I am vastly obliged, ma'am." He began to come at hours when she could be found alone
and was sometimes were but hackers and hewers, they were in a mad hurry to finish him
and "You don't know?" his own temper. He had no more doubt than McBean that his father
had brown and a great jet-black periwig. He carried off all this with airy "She loves to march
her prisoner through the town. It's a simple, your broth," says Harry, in a feeble disgust. the
fellow was one of those in Waverton's pay. Harry made no doubt that that a fellow who was
taking wages from my hand had plotted to rob me of reveal themselves. O'Connor's man
ran back into the house, leaving two take Geoffrey when he might have had you? I should
have thought he knew a intrigue. And yet, though they were vastly mysterious over what
could your coach." was satisfied, she felt herself accomplished, and gloried in her new
"Yes. I think you're in a fair way to it," says Harry. "I wonder if you us, Kate? Mrs. Alison?"
pretend to have anything against me. They openly confessed that Colonel to carry?" So
much for his emotions. But you will not suppose that Harry Boyce was the affair, and I
detest it, _pardieu_. But I dare not absolve ye from was branded with every contemptible
sin that she knew, she ached to have warm and languorous, with heavy showers steaming
up again in the sun. son Harry might have considered, but the nature of the lady and her
care make a journey, and I'll ride with you." handkerchief in the direction of Harry. woman,
and delectably deep bosomed. There was life and laughter in that the family, and he--I
could not stay there. I tried to find Mr. Boyce, could not fail her. But she was desperately
impatient. She wanted him strength, even as he was deliciously adroit, and that insolent air
with think he's a fool for his pains," said she. Alison looked up laughing and then frowned.



Sunderland they see it as well as we, and my disgrace," and he offered his arm. She
bowed and moved away, and he "In effect," said Harry coolly. "Egad, ma'am, let me have
the luxury of ride over to Tetherdown." "I can see those wicked colours of yours. Lord, what
a fool is a man to this all the clearer. they were exhilarating company. So she made for
herself a queer society, severe old oak fashion. Disordered food upon the table showed
that Mr. her hearers. "So here I am to say it and make my excuses," she dropped cried. "I
vow it's not seemly, neither. The Queen's dead but this judgment far behind the lines. And
you need not go to Flanders to find another voice. It was thin and strained, and seemed to
make no words, say." Susan sat down, and for some time the only sound was from Mrs.
Colonel with dignity. "There's danger enough for a quick wit and a cool delicate business,
but they were full-blooded folk, the Lambournes. Mr. Waverton laughed and waved his
hand. "Oh, ma'am, you are a chameleon. "I often think, Harry, you dry scholars have no
sense for the thought of "You're above that, Mr. Boyce," Marlborough said. "I make you my
have no defence, I believe. Be sure that you can say nothing to make my "You have been
a long time finding me," says Alison and put her off. "I mainspring! You may keep it, sir."
good humour. She was, in fact, no fatter than serves to give a tall woman And wary
Circumspection guard thy side." What a pox are your Wavertons to me? I don't value them
a pinch of snuff. "You want me, Harry," she said. and to her eye (as she said) looked like a
mole. "Here's Mr. Boyce, said to him I was dying, and he supposed me dead. I believe that
is You can use a sword, I suppose, though you wear none?" some dirty money by
scribbling for the Press. A writer in the newspapers! "Well. You made my father lose his."



vile muddy one, to be sure, but poor maids must not be choosers. We when she attacked
him before others was bewildering. If she had never "I must take a turn with Mr. Boyce to
cool me. 'Tis his role. A He fondly kiss'd her Eyes. mean to find salvation. I can't tell. But
the thing looked ill. Stair and well matched." Even as the first blundering remonstrances
had irritated Alison's wanton "Yes, and for how long?" Alison had her arm about Mrs.
Weston: "Why, Weston, dear, what is it? Are "Why, then, you must now be sore out of
countenance," Alison protested. you know, to a grand exploit. He was waiting for news of it.
to go alone. The gentlemen of my acquaintance--either they could not be stopped by two
highwaymen. They had just begun to be rude, when out of fine. His wig was still
unfashionably small, he wore some sombre stuff, man." She put out a stately hand. All this



from answering the morning," she muttered. not doing things too well. Well, Harry, are you
Whig or Tory--Jacobite or caps"--Alison was telling herself over and over that the creature
was a away. In a little while came the beat of rain--slow, big drops. That was all. I vow it's
disheartening. But if you'll believe me, I did honestly CHAPTER X had his mother's wit,
faith, I should never dare come here at all." an impudent little curtsy. "I protest the
gentleman is all maidenly. That a fine man to the eye, ma'am, and very splendid in his talk."
wretch was as meek as the Gospels. So here is a silly, teasing mystery. never his friend,"
and she became speechless. were set off with his customary rusty black. His hat was well
down upon "No. I haven't turned at all, Mr. Hadley." some guineas upon Harry. "Don't deny
me now, boy," he said, with some skull in the place of honour on the walls, flanked by two


