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Pref ace by Lutheran Li brar ian

In re pub lish ing this book, we seek to in tro duce this au thor to a new gen- 
er a tion of those seek ing au then tic spir i tu al ity.

JOSEPH HOCK ING (1860-1937) was a Cor nish nov el ist and United
Methodist Free Church min is ter. Like the Amer i can Pres by te rian min is ter
Ed ward Roe, Hock ing’s nov els com bine rich char ac ters with grip ping sto- 
ries. Joseph Hock ing pub lished more than 100 books and was greatly re- 
spected as a fic tion writer. Hock ing passed this life in 1937.

The Lutheran Li brary Pub lish ing Min istry finds, re stores and re pub lishes
good, read able books from Lutheran au thors and those of other sound
Chris tian tra di tions. All ti tles are avail able at lit tle to no cost in proof read
and freshly type set edi tions. Many free e-books are avail able at our web site
Luther an Li brary.org. Please en joy this book and let oth ers know about this
com pletely vol un teer ser vice to God’s peo ple. May the Lord bless you and
bring you peace.

A Note about Ty pos [Ty po graph i cal Er rors]

Please have pa tience with us when you come across ty pos. Over time we
are re vis ing the books to make them bet ter and bet ter. If you would like to
send the er rors you come across to us, we’ll make sure they are cor rected.
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Book One: The Good For tune of
David Bar ing

1. Two Young Men

“IT’S A BIT HARD, David.”
“It is, old man. You’ve down right hard luck. I’m sorry for you; and yet I

don’t know.”
“What do you mean?”
“Well, look here, Cyril, sup pos ing this smash had not taken place: sup- 

pos ing you had taken your place in the coun try, as a squire with a for tune of
a few thou sands a year, and had set tled down to the life which you thought
had been marked out for you, it would have been a sort of liv ing death.”

“Yes, but it would have been a jolly pleas ant death.”
“No death can be ex actly pleas ant to a fel low of two-and-twenty.”
“No, I sup pose not. All the same it’s an aw ful dis ap point ment. Here am I

just sit ting for my de gree, and look ing for ward to an easy, happy life, when
a let ter comes telling me that in stead of pos sess ing a for tune, I am a pau- 
per.”

“Not ex actly that, old man.”
“Well, only a few pounds a year. Any how, I shall have to work for my

liv ing.”
“So shall I.”
“Yes, but you ex pected it. You came here to Cam bridge with the idea of

earn ing your liveli hood. That makes all the dif fer ence.”
“I sup pose it does.”
“Of course it does. I came here be cause—well, it was the right thing to

do. It is true I have done fairly well, and I think I shall take a good de gree,
but I looked for ward to an easy life. I pic tured my self spend ing half of each
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year in trav el ing, and hav ing my own yacht: I thought that dear old place
down in Sur rey was ab so lutely mine. Well now—but you know.”

“Yes, but hang it, Cyril, you aren’t an id iot nor a crip ple.”
“Oh, no. I mean to rub along some how; but it isn’t only of my self that

I’m think ing. I be came en gaged to Eve lyn with the idea that I was—well, in
a po si tion to marry.”

“But you are young, and she’ll wait.”
“Oh, yes, of course she’ll wait; but it’s jolly dis ap point ing for all that.”
“Lang ford would say that this is the best thing that could have hap pened

to you.”
“Oh, but Lang ford is a So cial ist, a fol lower of Tol stoy. He does not be- 

lieve in wealth; in fact he be lieves in noth ing.”
“It was a clever lec ture he gave the other night; and, ’pon my word, his

state ments seemed unan swer able.”
“It’s all very well for such as Lang ford to talk. In my opin ion, it is al- 

ways those fel lows who are pen ni less who spout such wild no tions.”
“Yes, but he said that prop erty—per sonal prop erty was a curse. You re- 

mem ber how he tried to prove that it made life sor did, ma te rial. That the
sys tem of pri vate own er ship meant that the best and truest things in life
were sold to the high est bid der. He ar gued that ge nius was by this means
crushed un der the weight of money-bags, that even love was de graded by
gold, un til both men and women were sold to those who had the big gest
bank ing ac count.”

“Oh, I know; but it’s all bosh, David. Of course, money is a great ne ces- 
sity, and like all ne ces si ties, it is some times re spon si ble for a great deal of
hard ship. But Lang ford is wrong. Why, take my own en gage ment; do you
mean to say that I was drawn to Eve lyn be cause of her money; do you think
she ac cepted me be cause she thought I was the owner of three or four thou- 
sand a year?”

“I would not like to say so, Cyril. Only—but there. I have been read ing a
lot of stuff lately and it has set me think ing.”

“Well,” said Cyril Pen rith, ris ing from his seat, “I have to face facts. I
am poor, and I’ve got to make a for tune. Oh, I mean to do it. I did not think
my Uni ver sity life would end like this; but it can not be helped. I am young,
I am healthy, and I am not, I hope, quite a fool. What oth ers have done, I
can do, and re mem ber ing that I have a good true girl wait ing for me, and
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know ing that my fu ture de pends on my own ex er tions, I shall work like a
gal ley-slave.”

“Yes, we are both in the same box, only, in my case, I have no girl wait- 
ing for me. I never saw the one that I could care much about, and even if I
did, I should never have had the pluck to ask her to be come en gaged to me.
You see I am an or phan. But for a dis tant rel a tive, who, I sup pose, is well
off, I should never have come here at all. It’s funny, isn’t it? But for a man I
never saw, I might have been a joiner, a brick layer, or, pos si bly, a la borer.”

“But then, you see, you have the prover bial rich un cle.”
“I don’t know that I have. I’ve never had a home since I was a child. I’ve

spent my va ca tions with an old woman, who, from all I can gather, was paid
to keep me. All I know about my self is that I am the child of a man and
woman who died when I was ten years of age—and—”

“Do you re mem ber them, David?”
“Oh, very well. My fa ther was a chemist, who died a poor man. Oh,

there’s no mys tery about my life in that di rec tion. There has been a lit tle
mys tery since. A lawyer, who has an of fice in Chancery Lane, tells me that
a dis tant rel a tive has paid for my ed u ca tion, and he also says that on com- 
plet ing my course here at Cam bridge I shall re ceive the sum of three hun- 
dred pounds.”

“That smacks of the fairy god mother.”
“Noth ing of the sort. I am to re ceive noth ing be yond the three hun dred

pounds. When I leave here my fu ture de pends en tirely upon my self. Af ter
hav ing qual i fied my self to plead at the bar, I shall have to look out for
briefs, like scores of other poor beg gars, and in the mean while starve in a
gar ret.”

Both were silent for a few min utes, then David Bar ing broke out, “Life’s
a funny busi ness, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” replied Cyril Pen rith, “it is; but I don’t think I shall mind so much
when I get used to my new cir cum stances. You see I am not so dreamy as
you are. I am not car ried away by Lang ford’s schemes.”

“Oh, I am not al to gether car ried away by them, but af ter all we are sur- 
rounded by huge anom alies. And say what you will, money rules the world.
Here am I at this mo ment re moved from the farm la borer by money.’ I have
spent my three years here in Cam bridge be cause some dis tant rel a tive, un- 
known to my self, has money, and de cided to spend a few hun dreds of
pounds upon me. As a con se quence, too, I have ac quired cer tain tastes and
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habits. Who and what has done this? Pri mar ily money. Then, to go fur ther,
if I fall in love, most prob a bly it will be with a girl who has tastes and
habits sim i lar to my own; but my want of money will pro hibit my speak ing
to her. If pri vate own er ship in money were abol ished now, then ev ery man
would have the same chance, and we should all—”

“Hang it, old man, that’s enough. I don’t be lieve in your wild, hare-
brained the o ries. I’m poor, but I be lieve in get ting on: I must, in fact, for
Eve lyn’s sake.”

“Have you seen her since the true con di tion of your af fairs has been re- 
vealed?”

“Yes, just for a few min utes, but I was so stunned at the time that I was
hardly able to tell her about it. Poor girl, she was aw fully sorry for me, she
could hardly speak. Still, she’s a brave girl, and—ah, there’s the post man.”

There were let ters for both David Bar ing and Cyril Pen rith, and both for- 
got their con ver sa tion in read ing them.

Presently Cyril rose from his chair with a strange look upon his face.
“Bar ing, will you go for a stroll?” he said, but the other was ev i dently

en grossed in his let ter. He did not hear a word his friend said.
“Did you hear me, David?” re peated Pen rith, “this room is as hot as a

fur nace, won’t you come out with me for a walk?”
“I don’t know,” said the other in a dazed sort of way.
“Well, if you won’t I must go alone, it’s sti fling here. I’m sim ply chok- 

ing.”
“Oh yes, I’ll go with you.”
The two young men walked away to gether, nei ther speak ing a word;

both were ev i dently deep in thought. Presently they reached the open coun- 
try, but still they were both silent. Nei ther had spo ken for more than an
hour.

“I say, Bar ing.”
“Yes.”
“You were right.”
“Oh no, I was all wrong.”
“You were right.”
“Not a bit of it.”
“You are jolly com pan ion able, aren’t you? You sym pa thize deeply, don’t

you? For a pal now—”
“What in the name of heaven am I to do?” ejac u lated David Bar ing.



12

“Read this let ter, old man.”
“Let ter! let ter! Have you had a let ter? Oh yes, I for got, who is it from?”
“Read,” said Pen rith.
David looked into his friend’s face, and the ex pres sion he saw there

brought him back to the re al i ties of life.
“More bad news, old man?”
“Read,” re peated the other, dryly.
David took the let ter from Pen rith’s hand, and read it. At first he seemed

con fused, and he re-pe rused it.
“I say, old chap, I am sorry,” he said presently.
“Beau ti ful, isn’t it?”
“It’s—it’s—”
“Oh, don’t try to find an ad jec tive. It can’t be put into words. You were

quite right. It’s all money. You see what she says. Her mother thinks as
there is such a change in my prospects, that it would be un wise for the en- 
gage ment to be con tin ued, there fore—” and the young man laughed bit terly.

Again the two young men walked on in si lence.
Men are dif fer ent from women in this re spect. They are more self-con- 

tained, more re served; they do not, at the mo ment they re ceive im por tant
news; rush to tell their friends, and when they do at length com mu ni cate
what is in their minds, they gen er ally use but few words. I once knew two
men who had been the clos est of friends dur ing their boy hood, in deed, up to
the age of twenty-one. Then they were sep a rated. One went to Africa, the
other re mained in Eng land. Af ter thir teen years, the one who had gone to
Africa came home, and the two ar ranged for a meet ing. Each rec og nized the
other at the rail way sta tion. They shook hands as though they had parted the
day be fore.

“Well, Bill,” said one, “how are you?”
“All right, Tom, I’m glad to see you,” replied the other, and that was all.
Women would have acted dif fer ently. They also would have acted dif fer- 

ently un der the cir cum stances I have been de scrib ing. There would have
been many words, sobs, and pos si bly hys ter ics, but in all prob a bil ity they
would not have felt so deeply.

“Yes,” said Cyril af ter a time, “it’s a mat ter of money. It makes one be- 
lieve in Lang ford. This sys tem of riches and poverty is of the devil.”

David Bar ing laughed; but there was no mer ri ment in his laugh ter, it,
was sim ply the ex pres sion of a puz zled man.
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“What would you do if you were a mil lion aire?” asked Bar ing presently.
“Mil lion aire?”
“Yes.”
“Don’t laugh at me, old man. It may be fun to you, but it’s jolly se ri ous

for me. It’s like ask ing a starv ing man what he would do if he were in vited
to a king’s ban quet. Be sides, what’s the use of such a ques tion?”

“Oh, none at all, only I fancy I am—well, a sort of mil lion aire.”
“You! why you told me an hour or so ago that you were—”
“I’ve re ceived a let ter, too,” in ter rupted David Bar ing.
“Oh yes, I for got. What self ish beg gars we all are. We think only of our- 

selves. But, a mil lion aire! what do you mean?”
“Read,” said Bar ing, pass ing a let ter to the other.
Cyril Pen rith read it through care fully. He rubbed his eyes, then he ut- 

tered an ejac u la tion more ex pres sive than el e gant. Presently he re turned the
let ter to his friend, and they walked on for some time in si lence.

“I for got to con grat u late you, Bar ing,” said Pen rith presently. “I be lieve I
was stunned a lit tle bit. You are jolly lucky. Well, I’m glad, I con grat u late
you.”

“Life’s a topsy-turvy busi ness, isn’t it?”
“Topsy-turvy! It’s a raf fle, a box of dice, a game of cards!”
“Yes, I hardly know whether I’m on my head or my heels. I’ve been like

a man in a dream these last two hours.”
“Let’s look at the let ter again. It’s from a lawyer, I see.”
“Yes, it’s from that man in Chancery Lane. For twelve years now I’ve

had oc ca sional let ters from him. They’ve all been headed the same way, al- 
ways writ ten in the same curt, busi ness-like style, and all signed ‘John Jay’
in the same pe cu liar hand.”

“This is ev i dently the rich un cle I spoke about,” said Pen rith presently. "
You see I was right."

“Yes, but I never knew of his ex is tence.”
“Your mother’s brother,” he says.
“Yes. Poor old chap, he’s dead. I am sorry, al though I never saw him.

Read the let ter aloud, Cyril, I can hardly be lieve it’s true.”
“Oh, it’s all right. John Jay is a well-known Lon don so lic i tor. It’s all for- 

mal and in or der. Yes, I’ll read it aloud to you. I wish my own let ter was as
pleas ant.”
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"DEAR SIR,— is my duty to in form you that your late mother’s only brother, David Bar ton,
Esq., died yes ter day at his res i dence, Mal pas Tow ers, Sur rey. As by his lat est will you are
his sole heir, I shall be glad if you can make it con ve nient to at tend his fu neral on Thurs day
of this week. It is my plea sure to state that the prop erty which you in herit is very con sid er- 
able, and I shall be glad to re ceive your in struc tions con cern ing its ad min is tra tion at your
con ve nience. I may fur ther add, that if you can call at the above ad dress on Thurs day morn- 
ing at 10 o’clock, I shall deem it an honor to ac com pany you to the res i dence of your late
un cle.

  “Con grat u lat ing you on your good for tune,     ”I am, dear sir, yours faith fully,

"JOHN JAY.

“DAVID BAR ING, Esq.”

“You will go, of course.”
“Oh, yes, I shall go. I can not do other.”
“It seems like a fairy tale.”
“It does to me; al though I sup pose things like this hap pen of tener than

we think.”
“Your un cle must have been a pe cu liar man…”
“Why do you think so?”
“Ev i dently he cared enough for you to leave you his en tire prop erty, and

yet he never, dur ing his life time, made him self known to you.”
“No, it’s very funny. Still, I dare say Mr. Jay will tell me a great many

things when I see him. I say, old man, I am abom inably self ish.”
“Why?”
“This let ter has driven your sor row from my mind. Here are we talk ing

of my good for tune, while you—you, well—things are all the other way
with you.”

“I had al most for got ten about my self. I think I am more ex cited about
your prospects than you are. What are you go ing to do with it all?”

“That’s the ques tion. I don’t know. It’s all so sud den. I can not ac cus tom
my self to the idea that I am a rich man. I have al ways had to con sider my
poverty. But, I say, Cyril—I—I, that is, you shall have a share in it.”

“I?”
“Yes, of course. That’s it. There’ll be more than I shall want. I tell you,

old man, you shall have a grand time.”



15

“Stop, Bar ing. No, that’ll not do.”
“But why?”
“Well, you see,—but, I say, it’s time we got back.”
The two young men walked to wards Cam bridge to gether.
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2. In Which Two Char ac ters Are In tro duced
Whose Im por tance Will Be Seen As The
Story Pro ceeds

NEI THER David Bar ing nor Cyril Pen rith spoke a word dur ing their walk,
their minds were too full for words. Both wanted time to think over the new
con di tions un der which their lives had to be lived. The day had marked an
epoch in their ex is tence. Both had re ceived news which had shaken their
lives to the very cen ter. They had in many re spects changed places. A few
weeks be fore Cyril Pen rith had re garded him self as free from worldly care.
He thought he pos sessed a for tune suf fi cient to en able him to marry the girl
he loved, and live his life in com par a tive ease. To day he re al ized that he
was poor, and that the girl to whom he had plighted his troth had jilted him.
David Bar ing, on the other hand, had been brought up with the idea that he
was poor, and had sud denly found him self a rich man. Such ex pe ri ences
may not be com mon; but they some times hap pen, nev er the less, and they of- 
ten change, for weal or for woe, those whom they con cern.

On reach ing Cam bridge, both of them found their way to Bar ing’s room.
“Got used to it, old man?” asked Pen rith.
“Not yet; but I shall by de grees. I ex pect by to mor row I shall feel as

though I had been rich all my life. And you, Cyril, I hope you will soon be
able to re gard to day’s dis ap point ment with out much pain.”

“’Pon my word, David, I don’t think I was very deeply in love. The girl’s
ac tion has made me feel in dig nant— an gry, rather than any thing else. You
see, I had ide al ized Eve lyn. I had be lieved her in ca pable of be ing in flu- 
enced by poor and sor did things. I thought she loved me, re gard less of my
po si tion; but I was mis taken. The feel ing which pos sesses me is a kind of
mad ness, that a girl, pro fess ing what she did, should have thrown me over
so eas ily. You see, she quotes what her mother said as the rea son for break- 
ing the en gage ment, but she has the hon esty to say that she quite agrees
with the ac tion which that lady has ad vised her to take. The per fect
barefaced ness of the busi ness sim ply de stroys re spect. But there, it’s no use
talk ing.”
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The young fel low laughed bit terly. Pos si bly he felt his dis ap point ment
more deeply than he cared to ex press.

“By the way,” said Bar ing presently, “I don’t wish any of the fel lows
here to know any thing about the dif fer ence in my prospects.”

“Why?”
“Oh, well, I don’t, that’s all. You see, I know very lit tle as yet, and I’d

rather the mat ter should re main un known un til—well, ev ery thing is set- 
tled.”

“Just as you like. But I say, what about your ideas con cern ing the evil of
wealth and the curse of pri vate prop erty?”

“I don’t know,” replied David qui etly. “My mind is too con fused to un- 
der stand any thing yet.”

“But you are known as pretty much of an ide al ist; you’ve de claimed
very of ten against the sys tem un der which we live. You’ve made strong
speeches about the im moral ity of men pos sess ing wealth for which they
never worked. These things are re mem bered.”

“Would you mind my not dis cussing the mat ter just now?” said Bar ing.
“Hon estly, I am not ca pa ble of do ing so; but if this for tune of mine turns out
a re al ity, well—you must come and see me down at Mal pas Tow ers, and we
can talk about the whole busi ness qui etly.”

Pen rith laughed im mod er ately. He was much ex cited, and he tried to per- 
suade him self that re cent events did not worry him. “You look solemn as an
un der taker,” he said presently. “Things are all wrong. I ought to be solemn,
while you should be gay; whereas it’s all the other way. Come, cheer up. A
po ten tial mil lion aire should be as merry as a lark.”

“I was just think ing,” said David, with a dis tant look in his eyes.
“That’s noth ing new for you; but of what are you think ing?”
“Whether I am hap pier now than I was a few hours ago.”
“Non sense.”
“It’s not, I as sure you. But I am all un set tled, and I’m poor com pany too.

You ought to have a more cheer ful com pan ion than I. Look here, Pen rith,
you’ll not be of fended, I know; but I wish to be alone. I—I don’t quite un- 
der stand my self, and my head seems like a seething caul dron. Good
evening.”

For a few sec onds Pen rith was on the point of be ing of fended, but when
he looked at David Bar ing’s face his ir ri ta tion van ished.

“Both of us will be the bet ter for be ing alone,” he said kindly.
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An hour later David Bar ing had in ter views with some of the col lege au- 
thor i ties, and soon af ter went to bed. The fol low ing morn ing he left Cam- 
bridge early, and on foot. He might be the pos ses sor of un told wealth, but
he had very lit tle ready money. More over, the habit of past years was
strong; he felt that he must econ o mize. Be sides, he en joyed walk ing, and he
made up his mind that he would tramp most of the way to Lon don. It was a
de light ful June day; the air was warm, but a breeze fanned the leafy trees
and made his ex er cise a joy. He had fas tened a small knap sack on his shoul- 
ders, and be ing un en cum bered with any other lug gage he was able to move
his limbs freely. By nine o’clock sev eral miles lay be tween him and the
quiet old Uni ver sity town, and he be gan to feel hun gry.

“I am glad I brought a few sand wiches with me,” he thought, “for there’s
no sign of a town or even a vil lage where I might find an in. But then, I’ve
not kept to the main road.”

He took a map from his pocket and stud ied it for a few min utes. “Yes,
I’m all right,” he re flected, “I’ve done well, too. I’ve kept up nearly four
miles an hour. If I pos sessed a bi cy cle now I should have cov ered three
times the dis tance. But there, I haven’t; I’ve been too poor to buy one.”

He laughed mer rily, and started walk ing again. “I’ll go on un til I come to
a cot tage or to a spring of wa ter,” he thought, “and then I’ll eat my sand- 
wiches.”

He tramped on for a few min utes, then he took from his pocket the let ter
he had re ceived on the pre vi ous day, and read it again. He knew the con- 
tents by heart, but still there was some thing as sur ing in the writ ten words.

“It must be true, I sup pose,” he thought, “and so I am very fool ish to be
trudg ing along like this; but why not? I en joy it.”

And doubt less he did. Like most of the healthy young men be long ing to
our Uni ver si ties he loved ath let ics, and na ture hav ing en dowed him with a
fine physique, all bod ily ex er cise was plea sure to him. There was some thing
re fresh ing in his ap pear ance too. Clothed in a light tweed suit, which fit ted
his well-knit body per fectly, and pos sess ing a well-formed, ruddy face,
which was lit up with merry, yet earnest, grey eyes, there was some thing
pos i tively charm ing about him. His laugh, too, was free and frank and
hearty, and his ev ery move ment be trayed the fact that he be longed to the
best class of our young Eng lish gen tle men, and that is very high praise in- 
deed.
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“I won der what kind of a man my un cle was,” he thought at length, “and
how it is I never heard of him. Of course, the means whereby I got my ed u- 
ca tion is ex plained now. If he was such a rich man my ex penses at Cam- 
bridge would be noth ing to him. Still, I am glad I car ried a valu able schol ar- 
ship from the Gram mar School.”

He strode on, whistling gaily, and now and then hum ming a re frain from
a pop u lar song.

“Poor old Pen rith,” he broke out presently. “It’s jolly hard for him. I ex- 
pect he’ll think it was funny of me to come away like this; but I could not
help it. The mood was upon me, and I had to yield. Ah, here is wa ter!”

He stopped by the road side where a lit tle spring burst forth. A lit tle fur- 
ther along the road it formed it self into a pond.

Ly ing flat on the green bank, he took a long drink from the clear, pure
wa ter.

“It’s lovely,” he cried, and then he sat down and be gan to eat his sand- 
wiches.

Away in the dis tance he heard the sound of a mow ing ma chine in a hay- 
field, and the gay laugh ter of the men and women who worked there. All
around the birds were singing blithely, con vert ing the whole coun try side
into a vast con cert-hall.

He took off his hat, thereby re veal ing a mass of wavy brown hair. There
could be no doubt about it, David Bar ing was a hand some fel low. All
healthy young fel lows of two-and-twenty are in ter est ing; but when you find
one who is tall, well built, hand some, cul tured, and earnest, he is worth
look ing at a sec ond time.

Presently David gave a start: he heard the sound of wheels. A few min- 
utes later a car riage passed him. It was an open con veyance, and in it sat
two peo ple, an old man and a young girl. The for mer was stout and florid
and pompous; he looked what he was, a coun try squire who owned two or
three parishes, and thought he had the right to rule over them. The girl ap- 
peared to be a good rep re sen ta tive of the ed u cated girl whose lot is cast
among the coun try fam i lies of Eng land. She might be twenty years of age,
and seemed to pos sess a will of her own. She had a some what haughty ex- 
pres sion on her face, and her eyes sug gested the fact that she had a tem per.

Per haps there is no En glish man who pos sesses more au to cratic ideas
than the coun try squire. It is also gen er ally the case that those brought up in
a coun try house im bibe the owner’s views. This is nat u ral. No ru ral land- 



20

lord, who spends his time on his own do mains, can help re gard ing him self
as a per son of im mense im por tance. His will is in most cases law, and the
ten ant farm ers and la bor ers, as a mat ter of course, pay him much homage.
As a rule he does not care much about Lon don. His pres ence is of no im por- 
tance there; he is not no ticed in the great busy throng. A man may be a king
in a coun try parish, and a nonen tity in the me trop o lis; and most men pre fer
be ing king. The man who gets homage be cause of his po si tion, looks upon
it as his right, and he gen er ally thinks him self badly treated if any one re- 
fuses to pay it. He can not un der stand the com mon peo ple re gard ing him in
any other way than as their su pe rior. That is why such men are an gry at the
new ideas which are spread ing so rapidly.

The man in the car riage was of this or der. He owned the parish in which
he lived, and thought he had the right to rule over all who were in it. When
he saw David Bar ing sit ting on the bank, there fore, he felt per fectly free to
ask him ques tions, and could not have un der stood any ob jec tion which the
young man might have had to such a course of be hav ior. The young girl by
his side had been molded by the same in flu ence. Un der other cir cum stances
she would prob a bly have been a gen tle, unas sum ing girl, but be ing reared in
an at mos phere of adu la tion, she re garded homage from com mon peo ple as
her right, and would be sur prised at any op po si tion to her will on their part.

The girl held the reins, and guided the horse with ev i dent skill, while the
old man sat con tent edly in the car riage.

“I think Duke wants to drink,” he said, as they drew near the pond. “Pull
him up, Grace, my dear.”

There was no ne ces sity to do this, for the horse went straight to the wa- 
ter, and tried to drink, but ow ing to the fact that the reins had be come
caught in the har ness, he was un able to do so.

“I’ll get out and un fas ten them, Un cle,” said the girl; “hold the reins, will
you?”

“No need, my dear,” said the old man. " There is a young fel low who
will do it for you. I say, young man!"

David rose and went to wards them. “Can I do any thing for you?” he
asked.

“The reins have caught in the har ness, un fas ten them, will you?”
“Cer tainly,” said David, and he obeyed the old gen tle man’s bid ding.
“Thank you,” replied the Squire, look ing at him steadily. “It’s very

warm,” he added.
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“Yes, it’s very warm; but lovely weather all the same.”
“Oh, yes, very nice. You—you are rest ing on your jour ney, I see.”
“Yes, the spring at tracted me, and it made my sand wiches all the

sweeter.”
The Squire tried to guess what the young man’s po si tion might be. It was

ev i dent that he was not a me chanic or any thing of that sort; on the other
hand the fact of his walk ing alone with a knap sack on this back seemed to
prove that he did not be long to his own rank in life. Prob a bly he might be a
school mas ter, or pos si bly an artist who was too poor to pay his train fare.

“Trav el ing far?”
“Yes, I’m go ing to Lon don.”
“Walk ing all the way?”
“Prob a bly.”
“Not to day, surely?”
“No, I hope to get as far as Hat field tonight, and then go on to mor row.”
The Squire was an in quis i tive man, and, while not wish ing to be rude, he

had a de sire to know who David was. As a rule, those who live in coun try
places have but few in ter ests, and thus ev ery new face is in ter est ing. Be- 
sides, the young man be fore him puz zled him some what, and he saw no rea- 
son against en ter ing into a con ver sa tion. Ev ery one in the parish was will ing
to tell him his busi ness, in deed, they seemed proud that he had suf fi cient in- 
ter est in them to lis ten to them. No doubt, there fore, this young fel low
would be will ing to talk. Still, it was not easy to ask ques tions freely, David
was dif fer ent from those he met day by day.

“It’s rather a slow way of trav el ing, isn’t it, young man?”
“Yes, rather; but it’s na ture’s own way,” laughed David.
“True, but in these days young fel lows ride a bi cy cle, and leave even—

that is, they leave car riages be hind. I don’t be lieve in the pesky things my- 
self. I should be glad if they were put a stop to.”

“I don’t pos sess a bi cy cle my self,” replied David.
“Oh, you don’t be lieve in them, I hope. Sen si ble fel low!” and the old

gen tle man smiled pa tron iz ingly.
“Oh, I don’t know about that; I’ve not been able to get one—that’s all.”
“Ah, you’ve wanted to spend your money in bet ter ways, no doubt.”
“I sim ply haven’t had it to spend,” replied David.
“Ah!” replied the old man, scru ti niz ing the young fel low from head to

foot, “then—then you are not both ered with much of this world’s goods?”
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The words came out awk wardly. He had an im pres sion that he was per- 
haps over in quis i tive. The young man did not be long to his parish, there fore
he had no right to make in quiries. Still the habit of long years, and the will- 
ing con fi dence of the peo ple made his ques tions nat u ral.

“No, I have not been trou bled with too much money,” laughed David.
“Per haps you are go ing to Lon don to get work now it—”
“No, I’m not go ing to get work.”
“Oh,” and then an awk ward si lence en sued. The horse had drunk its fill,

and was now stand ing lazily, with its fore hoofs in the pond, show ing no de- 
sire to con tinue the jour ney. The girl who held the reins sat watch ing David,
and lis ten ing to the con ver sa tion.

“You know Lon don, of course?” con tin ued the old gen tle man presently.
“Only a lit tle.”
“I sel dom go there. It’s a Baby lon, that’s what it is. A Baby lon. The

Almighty will de stroy it one day, just as He de stroyed the other Baby lon.
Noth ing is re spected there. The work ing peo ple are scorn ful and in de pen- 
dent. They are full of rev o lu tion ary ideas, and have no re spect for the things
which the Almighty has ev i dently or dained.”

“That is very sad,” replied David.
“It is, in deed. Well, Grace, my dear, drive on. Good morn ing, young

man, I hope you will be suc cess ful in Lon don.”
“Thank you,” replied David. “I hope I shall.”
“He did not seem to be will ing to talk much, did he, Grace?” said the old

gen tle man as the horse jogged along the coun try lane.
“No,” replied Grace qui etly.
“What do you think about him, my dear?”
“I think he was laugh ing at you, Un cle.”
“What!”
There was anger, con ster na tion in the ex cla ma tion. He could not con- 

ceive of any one laugh ing at him—John Win field, of Win field Hall, and
owner of three parishes.

“If I thought he was, I’d—I’d—” but he did not fin ish the sen tence.
The next morn ing at ten o’clock David Bar ing walked down Chancery

Lane, Lon don, and knocked at the of fice door of Mr. John Jay, so lic i tor.
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3. The Con duct Of Mr. John Jay, So lic i tor

THE YOUNG MAN was com pletely meta mor phosed in ap pear ance. The
tourist’s suit was dis carded, and in stead his stal wart fig ure was at tired in the
con ven tional black frock coat. He wore a silk hat too, al though it was not
made ugly by the black band which has be come a sign of mourn ing. He had
ar ranged for his lug gage to be sent to an inn at Hat field, and re al iz ing the
pur port of Mr. John Jay’s let ter he had deemed it wise to ap pear be fore the
lawyer in a fit ting man ner.

Mr. Jay wel comed him to his of fice very qui etly. He was a lawyer of the
old school. His prac tice was largely of a con veyanc ing na ture, and he pre- 
ferred mak ing a re spectable in come in the or tho dox way, to be com ing a
mil lion aire by float ing com pa nies.

“Good morn ing, Mr. Bar ing. It’s a nice morn ing, isn’t it? Even in Rus sell
Square, where I live, it looks like De von shire. You don’t mind my look ing
at my let ters for a few min utes, do you? I shall be at your ser vice in about a
quar ter of an hour. Here is the Times if you would like to look at it.”

David ac cepted the Times, but he did not read it. He read Mr. John Jay
in stead, for the man was far more in ter est ing than the news pa per. He might
be any age be tween fifty and sev enty, for in some re spects he ap peared a
well-pre served gen tle man in the prime of life, and in oth ers he looked
weary and old. He was dressed en tirely in broad cloth, which had the
supreme qual ity of look ing nei ther too new nor too old. He wore the kind of
col lar gen er ally worn by Mr. Glad stone and around it was care fully placed a
neat black tie. He had no beard, ex cept a small fringe un der the chin. His
face was free from wrin kles, and yet his skin looked like parch ment, it was
so dry and col or less. His eyes were al most hid den by the large over-hang ing
brows and bushy eye brows, his hair was iron-grey, and very thin on the
crown of his head.

No one could doubt Mr. Jay’s re spectabil ity, and ninety-nine out of ev ery
hun dred would de clare him to be an ex ceed ingly pros per ous man; all the
same, that same per cent age would feel un com fort able in his pres ence. He
was a man who was not easy to un der stand, he al ways ap peared to have a
dou ble mean ing, even when mak ing the most sim ple state ments. He seemed
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to be on the con stant look-out for se crets, as though he sus pected the hon- 
esty of ev ery man with whom he came into con tact.

Even while he was ex am in ing his cor re spon dence he gave oc ca sional at- 
ten tion to David, and the move ments of his keen, deep-set eyes were sharp,
sus pi cious, and be wil der ing.

“I never thought Mr. John Jay was like this,” thought the young man. “I
won der how my un cle got on with him?”

In less than a quar ter of an hour Mr. Jay was at lib erty. One of the se crets
of his suc cess in life was that he al ways ful filled more than he promised. If
he gave his word that cer tain work should be done in a month, it was sure to
be com pleted in twenty-seven days. If he told a client he would have to wait
an hour for him, that client might be sure that in fifty min utes Mr. Jay
would be ready to give him his at ten tion.

“Well, I think I can be free un til four o’clock,” said the lawyer, ten min- 
utes later. “It is now three min utes past ten. I have or dered a han som for ten
past; we can get to Vic to ria Sta tion by half-past. Our train leaves at twenty-
five min utes to eleven, and it takes just an hour to reach Mal pas Sta tion. A
car riage will be wait ing, which will take us to Mal pas Tow ers by twelve
o’clock, the time I have ar ranged to be there.”

He re peated these items as if for the pur pose of re fresh ing his own mem- 
ory, rather than from any de sire of im part ing in for ma tion to David.

“Would you mind telling me some par tic u lars about my un cle?” asked
David rather stam mer ingly. “You see, I know noth ing about him. In deed, I
was ig no rant of his ex is tence un til I re ceived your last let ter.”

“Oh, cer tainly,” was the lawyer’s re ply. “Your un cle was a very pros per- 
ous man; and, by the way, Mr. Bar ing, you will need a hat-band. Doubt less
in your hurry you have for got ten it. My own hat ter has a place not far from
the bot tom of the lane, and as the cab will doubt less be wait ing, we may as
well start at once.”

Plac ing his own well-brushed hat on his head, and tak ing an ebony-han- 
dled um brella from a rack, he led the way to the door where a pri vate han- 
som stood. He gave a few words of in struc tion to the driver, and the two en- 
tered the con veyance to gether. The mat ter of the hat-band oc cu pied only a
few min utes, and they ar rived at Vic to ria Sta tion three min utes be fore the
lawyer had said. Dur ing the jour ney David had again asked ques tions con- 
cern ing his late un cle, but again, while ex press ing his will ing ness to give
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full par tic u lars about the de ceased, David Bar ton, Mr. John Jay had drifted
to the ques tion of hat-bands.

“You see, Mr. Bar ing,” he said, “the ser vants would have no ticed it, and
while I care lit tle for ex ter nals my self, I al ways be lieve in con sid er ing the
fads of other peo ple; don’t you?”

The train swept over Grosvenor Bridge, and passed in view of the streets
of Bat tersea, and again David asked the lawyer ques tions.

“You say by my un cle’s will I am his sole heir?” he said, ques tion ingly.
“I hope my let ter was per fectly plain?”
“Yes. Of course you were his so lic i tor?”
“I had that honor.”
“What kind of prop erty do I pos sess?”
“Oh, var i ous kinds—var i ous kinds. I al way main tain that, from a busi- 

ness point of view, it is bad pol icy to con fine in vest ments to one class of
prop erty. House prop erty, now, is re garded as safe. Take Bat tersea. Look at
these houses; not pleas ant to look at, are they? And yet a street such as the
one we see would be worth, well, at least a thou sand a year. All the same, if
I had an in come en tirely de rived from house prop erty, I should, al though
ev ery house was let to a re spectable ten ant, sell three-quar ters of them, and
in vest the cap i tal re al ized, in var i ous ways. You know the old proverb about
hav ing all one’s eggs in one bas ket.”

“Then my un cle had var i ous in vest ments?”
“Oh yes.”
“In what way did he in vest?”
“Oh, var i ous ways. Take land, now. There’s great skill re quired in buy- 

ing land. What one has to think about is the pos si ble value of land in ten
years. A man has to think for the fu ture. Why, think of Bat tersea. Fifty
years ago, Bat tersea was fields. It went by the name of Bat tersea Fields, and
could be bought for a song. Now, land is as dear as saf fron. Why, sup pose
your fa ther as a young man bought a hun dred acres there, to day you would
be a rich man from that source alone.”

“Was my un cle ever mar ried?”
“Re ally, I never asked him. Mar riage, you know, is a very se ri ous mat ter.

Mark you, I never de nounce mar riage, like some men. Why should I? A
good wife is a trea sure; but what I ad vise young men to do is to take time.”

The train passed through Wandsworth, Streatham Com mon, Croy don,
and presently left all sight of city life be hind. Again and again did David
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put ques tions to his lawyer, who al ways pro fessed great will ing ness to give
him all the in for ma tion he pos sessed, and yet when they reached the end of
the jour ney the young man re al ized that he knew no more con cern ing the
na ture of his prop erty, than when he en tered Mr. Jay’s of fice in Chancery
Lane hours be fore.

Mal pas Sta tion was al most de serted as the train swept in. A cou ple of
porters shouted the name as loudly as if it were an im por tant junc tion where
a hun dred pas sen gers had to change; but only David and the lawyer
alighted. Very few houses were to be seen, and these were nearly all hid den
by the huge trees which abounded. The coun try side was rich and loamy,
flow ers bloomed ev ery where, Na ture had clothed her self in her most beau ti- 
ful gar ments.

“I stand by it,” said Mr. Jay, “that Sur rey is the most beau ti ful county in
Eng land. Some pre fer Kent, oth ers again choose ei ther De von shire or Corn- 
wall; but give me Sur rey.”

“This is in deed very lovely,” said David. “To whom does the land
around here be long?”

“Oh, the owner of the land around here for many gen er a tions has al ways
been a Muswell. The Muswells are an an cient race; they claim to have pos- 
sessed land here in the time of Eliz a beth; I sup pose they came by it in a
rather pe cu liar way; but that was noth ing un com mon in the six teenth cen- 
tury.”

“And where is the Muswells’ coun try house?”
“Oh, not far from here. Have you ever con sid ered, Mr. Bar ing, that our

House of Lords is not what might be strictly called hered i tary? The old fam- 
i lies die out, and then new peers have to be cre ated.”

They were by this time seated in a con veyance which lum bered slowly
along the coun try lane.

“Is Mal pas Tow ers pleas antly sit u ated?” asked David presently.
“I think you will be pleased,” replied the lawyer, “but ev ery thing in this

life seems rel a tive, doesn’t it? Take the ques tion of scenery and weather,
now. We Eng lish peo ple com plain of the rain we get, and yet we could not
get these lovely col ors with out rain. Why, Italy, which boasts of such a glo- 
ri ous cli mate, looks grey and bar ren be side Eng land. I do not say that Italy
is not finer than Eng land—by that I mean grander; but for beauty now, real
rus tic beauty, Italy is sim ply placed in the back ground.”
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“What is the mean ing of all this?” thought David. “He will tell me noth- 
ing. Ev ery time I ask a ques tion he an swers me by go ing off at a tan gent,
and ut ter ing some plat i tude which is of no in ter est to me. He makes me
think that I am the sub ject of a hoax, and that my dreams about a big for- 
tune are all ground less. Ah, but this is a lovely coun try. I never saw such
beauty in my life! My word! what a mag nif i cent av enue of trees. I sup pose
they lead up to some big house. I ex pect it will be the home of the
Muswells.”

A minute later, how ever, their own car riage passed along the av enue,
and mounted a gen tle slope.

Presently the lawyer looked at his watch.
“Plenty of time, plenty of time,” he mur mured as sur ingly, “ev ery thing is

per fectly ar ranged. By the way, Mr. Bar ing, there is rather a fine view from
here. Driver, stop a few sec onds, will you?”

It was in deed a lovely sight that met the young man’s gaze. Per haps
Mr. Jay was right when he said that Sur rey is the most beau ti ful county in
Eng land. De von shire and Corn wall may have their pe cu liar at trac tions, but
for per fect rus tic love li ness Sur rey is un ri valed. And they were in the most
beau ti ful part of the county. On ev ery hand the coun try side spread it self out
be fore them, hill and dale ris ing and fall ing like huge bil lows. All around
them in the park where the car riage stood were gi ant trees, the growth of
many gen er a tions, while in the dis tance they could see quaint farm steads
nestling among the trees. Ev ery thing, more over, was in the sum mer of love- 
li ness. Ev ery field was green, ev ery tree was cov ered with fo liage. No
sound nor sight marred the beauty of the day.

“Very fine, isn’t it?” asked the lawyer, as the horse started into a trot
again.

“It is sim ply mag nif i cent,” replied the young man, and then a per plexed
look came into his eyes. “We are on our way to my un cle’s fu neral, I be- 
lieve, are we not?” he added.

“Yes,” replied the lawyer. “Surely, I did not omit to give you full par tic u- 
lars in my let ter?”

“Oh no, only I was won der ing why—why—”
“From here you have an other view,” broke in Mr. Jay sud denly. “Do you

like it?”
Be fore him stood a fine coun try man sion, sur rounded by lux u ri ant gar- 

dens and mag nif i cent trees. In front of the main build ing, per haps half a
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mile away, was a lake, across whose bright wa ters the shad ows of many-
col ored leaves fell.

“What is the name of the house?” asked David.
“That is ‘Mal pas Tow ers,’” replied the lawyer qui etly. “You see it is true

to its name, and those two tow ers give it an im pos ing ap pear ance. It is sev- 
eral hun dreds of years old, I sup pose; but I do not speak with au thor ity. I
haven’t had time to study the his tory of the coun try houses.”

“But do you mean to say that—”
“I think ev ery thing will be in or der,” broke in the lawyer. “Still, I hope

you will ex cuse my not be ing able to an swer fur ther ques tions just now, as I
am re spon si ble for ev ery thing. Af ter to day, well, ev ery thing will be dif fer- 
ent,” and he looked steadily at the young man’s anx ious face.

A lit tle later the fu neral of David Bar ton took place, a fu neral which sur- 
prised his nephew very much. David Bar ing had imag ined an im pos ing cer- 
e mony. He had pic tured the gath er ing of many friends, of a church filled
with mourn ers, and of much sup pressed ex cite ment. In stead, ev ery thing
was of the sim plest na ture. No friend nor re la tion be yond Mr. Jay, the doc- 
tor, and him self were present. No prepa ra tions of any sort ap peared to have
been made. It is true that a man, who looked like a clerk, and who took his
or ders from Mr. Jay, seemed to have an un der stand ing with the un der taker,
and took the man age ment of mat ters gen er ally; but noth ing sug gested the
fu neral of a rich man.

“Had my un cle no friends?” thought the young man, “or was he a miser
—a man hated by his neigh bors?”

Noth ing in the ap point ments of the house, how ever, sug gested miserly
in stincts on the part of the late owner. Ev ery ar ti cle of fur ni ture was in ac- 
cord with the spa cious rooms. All were in per fect taste, and ev i dently cho- 
sen with great care. More over, ev ery thing sug gested a woman’s su per vi- 
sion, and David con stantly ex pected to hear the rus tle of a woman’s gar- 
ment. But ex cept the ser vants he saw no one.

“Ev ery thing is mys te ri ous,” thought the young man. “Be yond what was
con tained in the let ter I re ceived at Cam bridge I have been left com pletely
in the dark; but if I am heir to all this I shall know par tic u lars presently.”

The fu neral ser vice was read in a lit tle church some dis tance from Mal- 
pas Tow ers by the vicar of the parish, an old man who was ev i dently un in- 
flu enced by the new spirit which has crept over the Es tab lished Church. He
read the Psalms and the chap ter in Corinthi ans quite nat u rally, while the
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clerk ut tered the re sponses like an au tom a ton. Had it been the fu neral of the
hum blest cot tager there could not have been less os ten ta tion.

When the vicar pro nounced the Bene dic tion at the grave side, Mr. Jay put
on his hat, and hur ried to his side. A few min utes later the four men—the
doc tor, the cler gy man, the lawyer, and David—drove back to the great
house to gether. Scarcely an hour had passed since the body of David Bar ton
had been taken from the great cham ber in which it lay.

A sim ple lunch had been pro vided, to which they sat down with out cer e- 
mony. Nei ther the vicar nor the doc tor paid any heed to David. Ap par ently,
they knew noth ing of the let ter which he had re ceived from Mr. Jay. Per- 
haps they took him for some friend of the lawyer.

“I sup pose the whole prop erty goes into Chancery?” said the doc tor.
“Why?” asked Mr. Jay.
“I am told he hadn’t a sin gle re la tion, and that he made no will. Per haps

some dis tant cousin may turn up. But, of course, you know; you have con- 
ducted his busi ness af fairs.”

“Yes,” replied the lawyer dryly. “How thank ful gen tle men of your pro- 
fes sion should be that you are not wor ried by busi ness mat ters! Well, well,
we all have our place. Mr. Jen nings here tries to cure peo ple’s souls; you,
Dr. Wells, care for their bod ies, while I look af ter their money. Have you
fin ished your lunch? Ah, then I must not de tain you. Be sides, I have an en- 
gage ment in the City.”

When the doc tor and the cler gy man had gone, Mr. Jay turned to David:
“I am now at lib erty, Mr. Bar ing, to have an hour’s con ver sa tion with you,”
he said.

“Thank you,” said the young man. “So far, I have been ut terly con fused
by the day’s pro ceed ings. I shall be glad if you will ex plain mat ters.”

“Per haps we had bet ter go into the li brary,” re marked the lawyer.
“Thank you,” said the young man, fol low ing him with a trou bled look on

his face.
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4. How David Bar ing Took Pos ses sion Of
Mal pas Tow ers

THE LI BRARY formed a part of the old est por tion of the house. The ceil ing
was some what lower than that of the other rooms in which David had been,
but the out look from the mul lioned win dow was fair be yond words. The
smooth, well-shaven lawn sloped down to the river, which fed the lake on
the other side of the park. Through the trees he could see the gleam of its
swiftly-run ning wa ter— he could hear it rip pling over its stony bed. Al- 
though late in June, the white thorn trees were laden with white and red
blos som, the rhodo den drons were re splen dent with lux u ri ant fo liage, and
roses bloomed ev ery where. He knew that the care of many gen er a tions had
been be stowed on the grounds; knew, too, that the late owner must have
loved beau ti ful things, for noth ing was left ne glected. Ev ery flower-bed was
ablaze with color, ev ery part of the lawn had been care fully tended.

The li brary, too, gave ev i dence of cul ture, of taste, and of love for
beauty. The heavy oak shelves were laden with books, while scat tered
around the room were ob jects of art, some of which were of great value.

David no ticed all these things at a glance, but for the mo ment he was too
much in ter ested in what the lawyer might tell him to pay them much at ten- 
tion.

“You are rather sur prised at the pro ceed ings of to day?” re marked the
lawyer.

“Very,” replied David.
“Yes, I dare say you are,” and Mr. Jay rubbed his chin thought fully. “I

dare say you are, but ev ery thing was done ac cord ing to in struc tions. At
least, only one mis take was made.”

“What was that?”
“I ought not to have in formed you that you were heir to your un cle’s

wealth.”
“I see. Then I am not—”
“I did not say that,” in ter rupted the lawyer. “My mis take was in send ing

that let ter.”
“I do not un der stand,” said David rather im pa tiently. He felt that the

lawyer was play ing with him—that he was the sub ject of a fool ish joke.



31

“No, you can not be ex pected to un der stand,” re joined Mr. Jay; “ev ery- 
thing has come upon you sud denly.”

“I shall be glad of your ex pla na tion now,” said David.
“Per haps I had bet ter ex plain my mis take first,” replied Mr. Jay, “and

then you will be in a po si tion to un der stand what may fol low. When I re- 
ceived the com mu ni ca tion in form ing me of your un cle’s death, know ing
that you were his heir, I felt it my duty to in form you of your good for tune
with out de lay, but on com ing down here im me di ately af ter wards I had this
let ter given me,” and he passed a piece of pa per to the young man.

David un folded it, and read these words:

“I de sire that any one who is con cerned in any thing I may pos sess may be kept in ig no rance
of same un til af ter my fu neral.——DAVID BAR TON.”

“The sig na ture is not in the same writ ing as the let ter,” re marked David.
“True,” said the lawyer. “The let ter was dic tated to an old ser vant, but

Mr. Bar ton signed it him self. You can judge from it that your un cle was a
man of strong char ac ter. It is true the hand shook while he wrote, nev er the- 
less ev ery let ter is bold and well formed.”

“Still, I do not un der stand,” said David.
“Your un cle was—well, let us say a man of some in di vid u al ity,” said the

lawyer. “He was not a copy of other peo ple; he had his own way of act ing,
and he al lowed no one to dic tate to him. Your own his tory shows that. As
you will have guessed, it was he who ed u cated you— it was he who gave
me in struc tions con cern ing you.”

“Yes, I un der stand that.”
“It was by his wish that you were brought up with the idea that you

should have only three hun dred pounds when you left Cam bridge. In deed,
for a con sid er able time he in tended giv ing all his pos ses sions away to char i- 
ties; but, hear ing good ac counts of you, he was led to change his plans.”

“May I see the will?” asked David.
“Cer tainly,” replied Mr. Jay; “but at present I think it will be bet ter if you

will al low me to give you a few ex pla na tions. The will was made about a
year ago, when your un cle’s health be gan to fail. It was wit nessed by two of
my clerks. No one knew any thing about it around here. In deed, as you may
have sus pected from the re marks dropped by the doc tor at lunch, he gave
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that gen tle man to un der stand that, hav ing no chil dren, he did not in tend
mak ing a will.”

“I see.”
“Well, be yond an an nu ity to the old ser vant who wrote that let ter, you

are his sole heir. Oh, you need have no fear. Ev ery thing is in per fect or der.
Al low me to be the first to con grat u late you.”

“Still, I am con fused by this day’s pro ceed ings. You told me that my un- 
cle was a rich man.”

“Oh, yes, I think I was safe in say ing that.”
“Then what am I to in fer from the ev i dent lack of re spect to day? Not a

sin gle soul was at the fu neral be yond the doc tor and your self. Surely a man
oc cu py ing the po si tion which must have been his, ought to have re ceived
—”

“My dear sir,” in ter rupted the lawyer, “as I told you, your un cle was
some what ec cen tric. He did not care for so ci ety, and it was his ex press wish
that no one but the doc tor and par son should be in vited to the fu neral; he,
more over, told me, not long be fore he died, that he did not wish more than
twenty pounds to be spent on his burial. I think,” laughed the lawyer grimly,
“that we are well within the mark. The fu neral has been quiet and cheap.”

“Then no one here knows I am my un cle’s heir?” asked David anx iously.
“Ab so lutely no one.”
David looked thought fully out of the win dow. He seemed to be liv ing in

a land of dreams, and at that mo ment he would not have been sur prised if
he woke up to the fact that he was poor again.

“Did—did my un cle live here long?” he asked presently.
“Only about two years.”
“Two years. And be fore that?”
“Be fore that he lived in Lon don.”
“Oh, I see. Then I sup pose he bought this house?”
“This house be longed orig i nally to the Muswell fam ily, but, like oth ers

of a sim i lar de gree, they be came strait ened for money; the whole es tate fell
into the mar ket, and your un cle bought it. The gen eral im pres sion is that he
got it cheap, es pe cially as much of the fur ni ture is very rare and costly.”

“Then these things orig i nally be longed to——”
“The Muswells? Yes.”
“But did he not make friends among the peo ple in the county?”
“No,” replied the lawyer grimly, “he made no friends.”
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“Why?”
“Well, I think I told you that he was a man of strong per son al ity, and had

his own way of—of—well, liv ing. Now, is there any thing more I can tell
you, my dear sir, be fore I leave?”

“Why, yes,” cried David, “I know noth ing at all yet —ab so lutely noth- 
ing. For ex am ple, I should like to know what prop erty I pos sess. How large
is this Mal pas es tate? What in come do I re ceive from it? Is there any thing
else be sides these Mal pas lands which be longs to me?”

“Af ter the pro bate of the will all this will have to be gone into,” re- 
marked the lawyer blandly. “This Mal pas es tate is large and en tirely free
from en cum brances, and there are other sources of in come. Mean while, my
dear sir, you will, of course, de sire money. Un til ev ery thing is for mally set- 
tled I shall feel hon ored if you will draw on me for any sum you may re- 
quire.”

“Of course, I hope you will con tinue to man age the es tate,” said David.
“Cer tainly, if you wish it,” replied the lawyer.
“Then, for the present, there is only one other mat ter for me to at tend

to,” con tin ued Mr. Jay presently. “The ser vants are nat u rally very anx ious to
know what is to be come of them, and who is to be their fu ture em ployer. I
will, there fore, call them in here, and ex plain how mat ters stand.”

“Thank you,” replied David ner vously, “but I should like to see—that is
—the will, my un cle’s will, be fore you do this.”

“Oh, yes; I an tic i pated such a de sire on your part; it is very nat u ral—
very nat u ral. I, there fore, brought a copy of the will with me. The orig i nal
is, of course, in a safe place. Here, my dear Sir, here it is,” and Mr. Jay took
a doc u ment from his bag and handed it to David.

Like all le gal doc u ments, it was full of tech ni cal phrases, but David un- 
der stood it per fectly. Be yond a hun dred pounds a year given to an old ser- 
vant, Martha Hayes by name, David was heir to all his pos ses sions.

“Of course, my iden tity will have to be proved,” re marked David.
“Oh, yes, but ev ery thing is in per fect or der—ev ery thing. There will be

no dif fi culty in that di rec tion—not the slight est. You see, I have been in
com mu ni ca tion with you for years, and there fore there is no mys tery. And
now I will ring for the ser vants.”

He touched a bell as he spoke, and a man-ser vant came into the room.
“John,” said Mr. Jay blandly, “will you kindly tell your fel low-ser vants

to come in here at once?”



34

“All of ’em, sir?”
“Yes, all, John. I have an im por tant com mu ni ca tion to. make to them.”
“Yes, sir,” said the man re spect fully, and left.
Three min utes later all the ser vants ap peared at the li brary door. On the

face of each was a look of won der and cu rios ity. Ev i dently Mr. Jay’s mes- 
sage had raised their ex cite ment to the high est pitch.

“Will you come in?” said the lawyer pa tron iz ingly, look ing to wards
David as he spoke.

They filed into the room awk wardly, but still with ev i dent en joy ment.
The day marked an epoch in their lives. The old mas ter was dead, and their
ea ger ques tion ings con cern ing the fu ture would be an swered. They knew
that Mr. Jay was their late mas ter’s lawyer, and that he had taken charge of
ev ery thing since his death, but be yond that they knew noth ing. Who their
new mas ter was to be they knew no more than the cat tle in the fields.

David looked at them steadily. They were ev i dently well-con ducted ser- 
vants; all were well-fed and well-dressed. As far as he could judge, the ar- 
range ments of the house were sim ple; there was only one man-ser vant be- 
sides the coach man, and there were very few women-ser vants. The young
man felt very ner vous as they stood wait ing for Mr. Jay to speak. The ex pe- 
ri ence was so ut terly new— so ut terly un ex pected. He felt far more ill-at-
ease than those who would call him mas ter. Their life would be but lit tle
changed; his, on the other hand, would be ut terly rev o lu tion ized. Be sides, it
was ev i dent that they had no idea of the news in store for them. If they
thought of David at all, it was sim ply as one of the lawyer’s as sis tants. This
was what the doc tor and the cler gy man had thought. In deed, the for mer, on
leav ing the house, had spo ken of him to his friend as Mr. Jay’s ju nior part- 
ner. The truth was, David had been so mod est—so dif fi dent—that no one
had dreamed of him as the heir to one of the finest es tates in Sur rey, and,as
the lawyer had re frained from giv ing the slight est hint as to the true con di- 
tion of af fairs, he was al most en tirely ig nored.

“I have asked you to come here,” said Mr. Jay, look ing at them very be- 
nignly, “for the pur pose of telling you some thing about the new con di tions
un der which you will live here. You will nat u rally be anx ious to know what
those con di tions will be, and from whom you will have to take your or ders.
Your late es timable mas ter has left you, I trust, for a bet ter world, and now
you who re main be hind, will doubt less serve your new em ployer as faith- 
fully as you served the old, for whose de par ture you all grieve sin cerely.”
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Mr. Jay was fond of mak ing speeches, and al though his mode of ad dress
was very hes i tat ing, and some what painful, he looked upon him self as an
or a tor; thus. at this point, he looked care fully at his au di ence to see the kind
of im pres sion he was mak ing. Ev i dently he had no cause to com plain in this
di rec tion, for their at ten tion was al most breath less; in deed, it was a long
time since they had en joyed any episode so much, and the lawyer’s speech
would, doubt less, form a sub ject for con ver sa tion dur ing the com ing weeks.

Af ter hav ing made his pre lim i nary re marks, the lawyer thought fit to
come to the point at once. He knew that the way to make an im pres sion,
was to make an un ex pected state ment sud denly.

“It is, there fore, my duty,” said the lawyer, “to in tro duce to you your
new mas ter, Mr. David Bar ing—the nephew of the late lamented owner of
Mal pas Tow ers— whom, I trust, you will serve as faith fully, and as cheer- 
fully, as you served your late mas ter.”

Here Mr. Jay bowed to David, and then marked the look of con ster na tion
and as ton ish ment which rested on the face of ev ery one be fore him. So as- 
ton ished were they that none of them could speak a word. Not one of them
had dreamed of such a thing. Like the doc tor and the cler gy man, they had
an idea that ev ery thing would ei ther go into Chancery, or be given to some
char ity. In deed, one or two had gone so far as to take steps to ob tain new
sit u a tions, as they imag ined they would no longer be re quired at Mal pas;
and now to be brought face to face with their new mas ter, with out a mo- 
ment’s warn ing, was, as the cook re marked af ter wards, “like hear ing the
cuckoo sing at Christ mas.”

“I am sure,” said David qui etly, “I hope you will con tinue to be very
happy here; I do not think you will find me a hard mas ter, and if you do
your work cheer fully and will ingly, there is no rea son why we should not
get on well to gether.”

There upon the young man rose to his feet, and shook hands with them
all round. He did not know whether he was do ing what was right, but it
seemed nat u ral. He saw, more over, that his ac tion greatly pleased them, and
that they were dis posed to look fa vor ably upon the new or der of things.

“Well, I never!” said Mrs. Job son, the cook, when they had all re tired to
the kitchen. “It ’as fair took my breath away. All the same I couldn’t wish
for no think bet ter.”

“He’s a per fect gen tle man, ther’s no doubt about that,” re marked John
Bas set, the man-ser vant. “He’s werry dif fer ent from the ole man. In my
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opin ion the ole man weren’t a gen tle man at all; I ex press my opin ion freely,
’cause I think I ort ter know what a gen tle man is—but this is a per fect
gent.”

“And ain’t ’e ’an some!” said the head house maid en thu si as ti cally. “Did
you no tice what lovely ’air and eyes ’O ’as? I’m sure it’ll be a per fect plea- 
sure to serve ’im.”

“It’s my opin ion,” vol un teered Mr. John Bas set, “that we shall soon ’ave
changes ’ere, and I for one shall be werry glad. Per son ally, I am fond of so- 
ci ety, and for two years we ain’t ’ad a bit of so ci ety so ter speak. The ole
mas ter sawr no body but the lawyer from year’s end to year’s end. The fam i- 
lies around just avoided ’im. Even the paw son didn’t py ’im no proper at- 
ten tion; but this young gent’ll mike changes. You’ll see. Ther’ll be gaw den
par ties, and house par ties, and we shall have gents bring ing their valets, and
ladies a-bring ing their maids. Oh, you’ll see.”

“Any how,” re marked the cook, “it’ll give us some thin’ to live for. And
it’ll be a joy to cook a din ner for a young gent as knows ’ow to ap pre ci ate
it.”

“But what I want to know,” said the head house maid, “is, where will
Mrs. Hayes come in? She didn’t come in with the rest on us; and ever since
the ole mas ter’s death she’s hardly left her room. Of course, we all ’ad to
take our or ders from ’er; who shall we have to take ’em from now?”

“She isn’t a lydy, nei ther,” re marked Mr. Bas set, de cid edly.
“I ain’t a-goin’ to bother about ’er,” re marked the cook. “Mr. Bar ing’ll

know wotto do with ’er. He’ll ’ave things changed all round. Per haps ’e’ll
pen sion ’er off.”

While David was be ing dis cussed in the kitchen, the young man ac com- 
pa nied Mr. Jay to the door, where a con veyance awaited the lawyer’s plea- 
sure.

“You’ll hear from me in a day or two,” said the lawyer. “There will be
no dif fi culty, be cause ev ery thing is straight for ward. And now I will leave
you to your new pos ses sions. By the way, I for got to men tion it, but there is
a plan of the Mal pas es tate in the drawer of the li brary ta ble. I dare say
you’ll want to look at it. Good day, Mr. Bar ing; let me con grat u late you
again. We un der stand ev ery thing per fectly, don’t we?”

The lawyer drove away, and David watched the con veyance un til it was
out of sight; then he turned and walked back to the li brary like a man in a
dream.
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5. Martha Hayes, The House keeper

“I HARDLY KNOW even yet whether I am awake or dream ing,” said David to
him self as he stretched him self on a chair in the li brary. “I can’t be lieve that
I am the pos ses sor of all this, and yet, I sup pose there can be no doubt. Here
is the copy of the will,” and he read it through very care fully.

“No, there can be no doubt about it,” he re peated presently. “Mal pas
Tow ers is mine. and heaven knows what be sides. But I can’t make my self
be lieve it. Ev ery thing is so strange—so un ex pected. Ev i dently my un cle
was an ec cen tric old man, and he re quested Mr. Jay to take a. cer tain course
of ac tion con cern ing me.”

He opened the win dow, and stepped on to the lawn.
“All mine,” he mused, as he wan dered to wards the river. “Woods, park,

gar dens, lake, farms, and good ness knows how much money—all mine. Did
ever a for tune come to a fel low so cu ri ously? I am here all alone amidst my
pos ses sions; there is no one to dis pute it all; no one to share it. What am I to
do? How am I to act? I am as help less as a baby!”

He came to the river and saw a re flec tion of him self in the clear wa ter.
“Silk hat, frock coat, patent leather shoes,” he said, shak ing him self im- 

pa tiently. “I must get out of these; I must have some clothes sent to me.”
With out hes i ta tion he started to walk to the vil lage of Mal pas. “There’s

sure to be a tele graph of fice there,” he mused, as he strode rapidly along.
He did not re al ize that he had ser vants wait ing to do his ev ery bid ding, and
that they would have been proud to have been hon ored by his com mands.
The truth was, he had been so much ac cus tomed to wait upon him self, that
the thought of send ing one of them never oc curred to him. Be sides, he was
still in a state of be wil der ment; he could not ac cus tom him self to his new
sur round ings. And yet David Bar ing was not the kind of fel low to lose his
head. Rather, he was self-con tained, cool, col lected. When he re ceived
Mr. Jay’s let ter he did not, as we have seen, take the first train and rush to
Chancery Lane. In stead, he did a hard day’s walk ing, seek ing all the while
to work out the new prob lem set be fore him. All the same he had been be- 
wil dered by the course of events. He had not been able to un der stand the
be hav ior of the lawyer; he was con founded by the kind of fu neral given to
his late un cle; he was be wil dered by the ex pla na tions of fered by Mr. Jay af- 
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ter the de par ture of the cler gy man and the doc tor. Noth ing seemed real to
him. Al addin, in the pres ence of the Ge nie who of fered to serve him as the
slave of the lamp, was no more as tounded than David Bar ing as he be held
the wealth that was his, to dis pose of as he pleased. Had there been a big
dis play at David Bar ton’s fu neral, had a host of needy rel a tives gath ered to- 
gether hun grily wait ing for the few crumbs which might fall from the rich
man’s ta ble, and had the will of the late owner of Mal pas Tow ers been read
be fore the as sem bled guests, he would have felt dif fer ently. He could then
have sym pa thized with the needy men di cants, and formed plans for help ing
them, and he would have ac cepted the con grat u la tions of the sur round ing
gen try with a cer tain amount of com pla cency. But there were no ex pec tant
re la tions, there were no con grat u la tory speeches, ex cept those of the lawyer
who ut terly con fused him. Be sides, he was all alone. He would have to
sleep in that great house with out a friend. There was no one with whom he
could con verse. Had he known some thing of his un cle, his po si tion would
not have ap peared so strange. But he knew noth ing about him. He had not
heard of his ex is tence a few days be fore. How he made his money he did
not know; he had only the vaguest idea of how it was in vested. The knowl- 
edge of these things would come later.

All these thoughts passed through his mind as he tramped to the vil lage.
No one no ticed him as he went to the post of fice; ap par ently the vil lagers
had not the slight est idea that he owned the houses in which they lived—
that he was the heir to one of the rich est men in the county.

Hav ing tele graphed for his be long ings to be sent to him im me di ately, he
wan dered back to wards the house. Catch ing sight of the lake, how ever, he
went close to its banks, and sat un der the trees.

“It’s a per fect par adise,” he mur mured. “I never dreamed of any thing so
lovely. And it’s all mine. I can’t un der stand it!”

He heard a sup pressed cough, and turn ing, saw John, the man-ser vant.
“Please, sir, what time would you like to dine?”
He had for got ten all about time, and had not thought of din ner. He

looked at his watch; it was af ter five o’clock.
“Oh, it scarcely mat ters, John. Just at the con ve nience of—” he stopped

sud denly and re mem bered him self. “Say at seven o’clock,” he added
hastily.

“Yes, sir.” The man waited.
“Any thing else, John?”
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“Beg par don, sir; but we in the kitchen, sir, are, what you might say, in a
lit tle bit of a fog, sir.”

“How? What do you mean?”
“Well, sir, the ques tion is, who are we to take our or ders from, sir? The

cook—that is, you see, sir—” the man stam mered awk wardly and then
stopped.

“From whom have you taken your or ders?”
“Mrs. Hayes, sir; that is, we in the kitchen have, sir.”
“Mrs. Hayes! Who’s she? Oh, I re mem ber now. But have I not seen

Mrs. Hayes?”
“No, sir—that is, not that I am aware of, sir.”
“How is that?”
“She was house keeper, sir, in Mr. Bar ton’s days; but since he died she

’asn’t left ’er room.”
“Oh, I see. Well, you’ll take your or ders from me un til I see

Mrs. Hayes.”
“Yes, sir. Thank you, sir. There’s noth ing you wish at present, sir?”
“No, noth ing, ex cept that din ner shall be ready at seven o’clock.”
The man walked back to the house, David fol low ing him slowly.
“Start ing house keep ing on this scale is no joke,” he laughed. “Fancy

hav ing all these ser vants to wait on poor me. But I shall get ac cus tomed to
things presently.”

When he ar rived at the house he sent for Mrs. Hayes. “Ask her to oblige
me by com ing into the li brary,” he added, for he was al ready be com ing at- 
tached to the quaint old room.

A few min utes later a woman of about sixty years of age knocked at the
door and en tered.

“Is this Mrs. Hayes?” he asked kindly.
“Yes, I am Mrs. Hayes,” an swered the woman.
Her face was pale and set; her eyes looked as though sleep had not vis- 

ited them for many hours, but she ap peared cool and col lected.
“I sup pose you have sent for me to tell me to leave the house,” she said

qui etly.
“I cer tainly had not thought of it,” replied David with a smile; “rather, I

hope you will be able to help me.”
“I can’t help you, nor such as you,” an swered the woman sternly. “I hear

you are straight from col lege. You will have your own ways of do ing things,
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and they’ll not be mine. With David Bar ton all was dif fer ent; we knew each
other—we had known each other for forty years. I was house keeper to him
be fore he came here. He was a plain man, and liked plain things; he had no
busi ness to come here at all. We was far hap pier in our lit tle house in Bat- 
tersea than we have been down here. Peo ple called him a hard man, but I
thought he would have—”

The woman ceased sud denly, as though she found her self say ing more
than she had in tended.

“I served him faith fully,” she added presently.
“I am sure you did,” replied David.
“I knew noth ing about grand ways—nei ther did he- but I kept things as

well as I could, and, con sid er ing ev ery thing, I kept the ser vants straight. We
didn’t want so many ser vants, but ’tis a big house.”

The woman did not raise her voice, but her tones were hard, and some- 
what bit ter.

“I hear ev ery thing is yours,” she con tin ued af ter a few sec onds’ si lence.
“Well, I sup pose you’ll make the money go.”

“I hardly know what I shall do,” replied David, “but I do not pro pose
mak ing any al ter ation yet. That is, if you will stay and con tinue for a lit tle
while as my house keeper.”

A new light shone in the woman’s eyes, but she an swered in the same
tones. “I am a plain woman, and I know but lit tle of the ways of peo ple who
call them selves gen tle folk.”

“That does not mat ter. You can con duct the house as it has been con- 
ducted?”

“Yes, I can do that, but—”
“But what?”
“You can not un der stand—how should you?”
“Per haps I can if you care to tell me what you mean.”
“I don’t grum ble,” said the woman. “I have enough to live on. He gave

me very good wages, and I saved nearly all of it. But to die with out say ing
any thing, with out re mem ber ing me in any way—”

“Didn’t you know? Haven’t you heard?” said David.
“Heard what? I have heard noth ing.”
“Didn’t Mr. Jay tell you that he had left you an an nu ity?”
The whole as pect of the woman changed in a sec ond. Her voice was al- 

tered, too; it had in ter est, ea ger ness, hope, life in it.
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“An an nu ity?” she cried. “Did he leave me any thing? You are sure you
are not de ceiv ing me?”

“Oh, no, I have a copy of the will; let me read you the clause about your- 
self. Mr. Jay told me that ev ery thing would be legally set tled in a day or so.
I sup pose he did not in tend to tell you un til all for mal i ties were com plied
with. Lis ten. ‘I give to my trusted house keeper and true friend of many
years, Martha Hayes, the sum of one hun dred pounds per year dur ing her
life, and it is my de sire that my nephew, David Bar ing, shall ren der her any
ser vice that she stands in need of.’”

The woman sat down; dur ing the pre vi ous part of their in ter view, in spite
of re peated en treaties on David’s part, she had re mained stand ing. For a few
sec onds she strug gled to over come her emo tion, but presently her lips trem- 
bled, and she burst into tears.

“Thank God, thank God,” she said, presently. “It was not the money I
wanted; but for him to die with out think ing about me, with out re mem ber ing
—when years ago we were—”

The woman ceased sud denly, and mas tered her emo tion.
“I am very glad,” she said qui etly, af ter awhile. “very glad. I wish I

could have known this be fore he died, so that I might have thanked him.
Still, it is best as it is. He al ways did things in his own way, and sel dom
asked any one’s ad vice. But I am glad he thought of me so kindly.”

“You knew my un cle a long while?” said David.
“Yes, we were young to gether.”
“In deed! Would you care to tell me any thing about him? I never knew

him. In deed, I was not aware that he ever ex isted un til a few days ago.”
“No, I sup pose not. That was just his way. I never knew his plans, or his

de sires. He was a close man; some called him a hard man, but I do not be- 
lieve it. His bark was worse than his bite.”

“You used to live in Bat tersea, you say?”
“Yes, un til he bought this place. I was much hap pier there; so I be lieve

was he; but he never said any thing— not a word.”
“Did you live in Bat tersea a long time?”
“No, not very long. Be fore then we lived in Whitechapel. It was there he

made his money.”
“In deed, how did he make it?”
“He told me very lit tle; but he made it in many ways. He had a lot of

shops, and he em ployed hun dreds of men and women to make clothes and
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things; then he had a brew ery, and bought I don’t know how many pub lic-
houses.”

David’s eyes fell.
“He was not a drink ing man him self,” said the woman, not ing his ac tion.

“In deed, there’s scarcely a drop of wine or spir its in this house now, ex cept
the ser vants have smug gled it in.”

“Then he was a brewer, and a shop keeper in Whitechapel?” queried
David.

“Yes,” replied the woman, “he gave him self over to mak ing money. He
bought shop af ter shop, and em ployed hun dreds of peo ple. Then, I reckon,
he kept a sort of bank.”

David’s eyes bright ened.
“Oh, a bank!” he cried ea gerly; “that’s bet ter. Do you re mem ber the

name of it?”
“No, I know very lit tle about it. He never told me any thing, for, as I said,

he was a very close man. But one day I heard two men talk ing, and one said
to the other that he could bor row as much money as he liked from David
Bar ton’s bank if he would agree to the in ter est.”

“And that is all you know?”
“Yes, that’s about all, ex cept that—that peo ple didn’t like him down at

Whitechapel, and he said he was tired of it, and we moved to Bat tersea.”
“I see,” said David qui etly; “and did he still con tinue in busi ness at Bat- 

tersea?”
“Yes; he went to the City ev ery morn ing; but, as I say, he never told me

any thing, un til one day he came to me and said that he was tired of money-
mak ing—that he’d bought an es tate down in the coun try.”

“I see. He meant this place?”
“Yes. He said that the owner had squan dered away the place, and that he

had bought it just as it stood—fur ni ture and all. I don’t know all the par tic u- 
lars, but I be lieve that the fam ily of Muswells lived here, and that ev ery- 
thing had to be sold to pay their debts. Any how, David Bar ton said he had
made enough to en able him to set tle down as a coun try gen tle man.”

“And then you came here?”
“Yes, but he was never happy here. He told me that he had given up

busi ness, sold all his shops, and his brew ery, and washed his hands from his
old life, and was go ing to be free from all care and worry. But it wasn’t
good for him. You see, he had al ways been an ac tive man, and he loved to
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make money. The ways of a big house like this did not suit him; you see, he
was never used to it. He used to sit for hours and brood, and brood; and
then I saw that he wouldn’t live long.”

“And did not the peo ple around call to see him?”
“They did at first, but I am told that he in sulted them; but if he did, I am

sure he served them right. Any how, no one came af ter a bit, not even the
cler gy man;—and that’s about all. Peo ple used to call him bad names, but
they were un just. He re mem bered me, didn’t he!”

“Mrs. Hayes,” said David presently, “I wish to live a quiet life, too, for
the present. Will you con tinue to be the house keeper?”

The woman, whose de meanor had al to gether changed since the news
about the an nu ity, soft ened still more. “I have no home,” she said, “and I
am an old woman now. I am not like I was when he—that is—if you will be
con tented with what I can do, I will do my very best.”

That night David had his din ner all alone, and, as he ate, he thought of
all the old woman had told him. Af ter wards he wan dered through the house
look ing at the rooms, and won der ing at what he saw. Even yet he could not
re al ize his po si tion, nei ther could he as he went to bed in a great cham ber,
which was quaintly, but richly, fur nished.

“It is all so strange—so very, very strange,” he thought, as he fell asleep.
“A week ago, if any one had told me that I should be here as mas ter of Mal- 
pas Tow ers I should have told him that he was mad.”

Next morn ing when he awoke, how ever, his for tune seemed more real;
the sun shine streamed through the win dows, dis pelling not only the gloom
from the room, but the shad ows from his mind. He looked across the park
and saw the gi ant trees stand ing, while away in the dis tance he could just
see the placid wa ters of the lake.

“It’s like a dream still,” he said, “but it is be com ing more real, and more
beau ti ful ev ery hour. I won der now— I won der if my un cle—” but a cloud
rested upon his brow at the thought of the man to whom he owed his for- 
tune, and he dressed in si lence.

On en ter ing the li brary he found a copy of The Times on the ta ble. The
first para graph which caught his eye re ferred to him self. It briefly de scribed
the fu neral of the late David Bar ton, Esq., of Mal pas Tow ers, and then said
that his nephew, David Bar ing, Esq., who had just com pleted his course of
stud ies at Cam bridge, was the sole heir to his un cle’s es tates, and had en- 
tered into pos ses sion. It fur ther stated that the busi ness of the es tate was
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con ducted by Mr. Jay, of Chancery Lane, and con cluded by con grat u lat ing
the young heir upon his good for tune.

A few hours later a car riage drove up to the door, and a ser vant brought a
card to David. Then Colonel Storm was an nounced.
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6. David Bar ing’s Good For tune From Dif fer‐ 
ent Points Of View

COLONEL STORM was a per fect spec i men of the old type of a re tired mil i tary
of fi cer. He was tall, stout, ruddy, and ev i dently of a cho leric dis po si tion. He
had the man ner of the cen tu rion who said to this man “go,” and to that man
“come.” He shaved in mil i tary fash ion, walked in mil i tary fash ion, and
spoke as though he was on pa rade.

“Ex cuse this un cer e mo ni ous call,” he said, in a loud voice, “but on read- 
ing The Times this morn ing I dis cov ered that you were a near neigh bor of
mine. I, there fore, lost no time in com ing to con grat u late you on—on— that
is, your good for tune.”

“Thank you,” replied David qui etly.
“You must for give a blunt old sol dier’s way of putting things,” con tin ued

Colonel Storm, “but I have spent a great deal of my life in In dia, and—and
—but there, I am sure you un der stand me.”

“It is very kind of you to call,” re sponded David. “As you see I am all
alone, and ev ery thing is strange to me.”

“Yes, yes, of course. I was much sur prised on see ing the no tice in The
Times; the truth was, it was be lieved that—that there was no re la tion, and
that as a con se quence ev ery thing would go into Chancery, or to char i ties. I
was, there fore, de lighted to know oth er wise. I see you have just come from
Cam bridge. Did you know your—— that is, your late un cle, well?”

“No, I never saw him.”
“Ah!”
There was some thing very sig nif i cant in the ex cla ma tion—some thing

which did not please the young man. He felt like re sent ing his vis i tor’s call,
and he men tally protested against the cool way in which he spoke. The
Colonel ev i dently noted the change in his face, for he rose as if pre par ing to
de part.

“We shall hope to see you at Green Lawn, Mr. Bar ing,” he said. “You
may not know it, but I am one of your ten ants.”

“In deed,” replied David. “I know noth ing about such mat ters at present.
Ev ery thing has come upon me sud denly, and it will take me some time to
ac quaint my self with my du ties.”
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“Of course, of course. The Muswells were my for mer land lords. A very
un for tu nate fam ily—very.”

“I am sorry.”
“Yes, of course you—you will know noth ing about their his tory?”
“No, noth ing. I never heard of them un til yes ter day. In deed, un til a very

few days ago I did not know of the ex is tence of this place.”
David was a very young man, and did not re al ize that the Colonel was

de voured with cu rios ity con cern ing the new owner of Mal pas Tow ers. Nei- 
ther, of course, did he know that that gen tle man had come very largely at
the be hest of his wife and daugh ter.

“You don’t say so!” cried the Colonel. “How very ro man tic. Then the
news came to you at the Uni ver sity?”

“Yes.”
“Ah, in deed! Yes, well the Muswells were a fine fam ily; but they were

ha rassed with debt. And Roger Muswell, he—he went the pace, and got into
the clutches of—that is, he got into the grip of a money-lender, and so—
well, ev ery thing had to be sold.”

“In deed, and where are they now?”
“Oh, Roger is dead; it killed him. The son had a com mis sion in the army,

but he left his reg i ment. I hear he lives in Lon don—by his wits. The daugh- 
ter, as sweet a girl as ever lived—I don’t know where she’s gone.”

“And are these the only mem bers of the fam ily?”
“Yes, that is, of that branch of it which lived here. Mrs. Muswell died of

a bro ken heart. Happy re lease! But there, it seems the fate of these old fam i- 
lies to die out. Strange, isn’t it?”

“It’s very de press ing,” said David po litely.
“Still, it’s no use griev ing, and it’s very wrong of me to—to cloud your

sky, so to speak. I am sure I con grat u late you heartily, and I wish you much
joy of your good for tune. No doubt you’ll make Mal pas Tow ers a scene of
re joic ing?”

There was a tone of in quiry in his last re mark which David did not an- 
swer.

“You will find the peo ple very neigh borly in the dis trict,” con tin ued the
Colonel, “very neigh borly. There’s the Wilmouths, of Beech wood; the Ter- 
rys, of Terry Hall; the Bent leys, of Bar wood; be sides what are called the
lesser gen try. All are ex ceed ingly kind, neigh borly peo ple, who will, no
doubt, call on you. I sup pose none of them have called yet?”
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“No, you are my only vis i tor.”
“Ah, I am very glad—very glad. I like to be the first to of fer my con grat- 

u la tions to a for tu nate man. Ah, my dear Mr. Bar ing, for tune smiles on you.
You are young— you are, that is—you will have the county at your feet.
Ex cuse a rough old sol dier’s free dom, but the peo ple are very neigh borly.”

“My un cle’s fu neral yes ter day gave no ev i dence of it,” re marked David.
“Ah, that was very sad—very sad; but no one knew it was to take place

yes ter day. Many thought it would have been to day. Still, we were all in ig- 
no rance. I hear it was your un cle’s wish. I have no wish to say a word
against him. No doubt he was, let us say, a man of great busi ness mer its; but
from a so cial stand point he was quite im pos si ble—quite im pos si ble. I am
very sorry, but it was so.”

David was silent. He knew no good of the man whose for tune he in her- 
ited; nev er the less, he re sented the Colonel’s words.

“Well, good-day; we shall hope to see you at Green Lawn shortly,” con- 
cluded the Colonel, as he stepped into his car riage. “You may be as sured of
a hearty wel come from my wife and daugh ters.”

When he was gone David re flected that he had not re ceived the
Colonel’s greet ings with much hearti ness. He had been civil and that was
all. Still, he felt no warmth to wards the man, and he was too un so phis ti- 
cated to say what he did not mean.

“The young man is very hand some,” re marked the Colonel to his wife
and daugh ters when he ar rived at Green Lawn. “He is, with out doubt, a
gen tle man. But I can’t make him out. He seems very much older than he
looks, and I am sure he thinks more than he says. He’s the kind of fel low
from whom strange things may be ex pected.”

“Is he any thing like his un cle?” asked Laura Storm.
“Not the slight est—not the slight est. He is a quiet sort of fel low, and he

has what the nov el ists call the speak ing eye. He does not say much, but
any one can see that he is one of those de ter mined fel lows who will stop at
noth ing when he makes up his mind.”

“How hor rid,” said Emily Storm.
“Well, he’s squire of Mal pas,” said the Colonel, “he’s young, he’s hand- 

some, and he’s a gen tle man, and we must do our best to make him wel come
in the dis trict.”

“Would it not be sweet of him to give a re cep tion at the Tow ers, just to
cel e brate his ad vent there?” said Laura Storm.
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“It would be very nice of him, no doubt,” said the Colonel, “but we must
wait a lit tle. We must not judge him too soon.”

Dur ing the next few days David Bar ing was very busy. He had sev eral
in ter views with his so lic i tor, who be came very com mu nica tive about ev ery- 
thing ex cept the char ac ter of his late un cle. He gave him full in for ma tion
con cern ing the source of his in come. He owned sev eral streets of houses in
Whitechapel—houses which brought him a large rental. He owned a coal
mine in Lan cashire, and he had shares in a num ber of com pa nies, all of
which stood on a sound fi nan cial ba sis. These, added to the Mal pas es tate,
made up a mag nif i cent to tal, such as he had never dreamt of. Truly he was a
rich man. When he asked Mr. Jay how his un cle had amassed such a for- 
tune, how ever, that gen tle man be came de light fully vague. He also re ceived
vis its from the rep re sen ta tives of neigh bor ing fam i lies, all of whom wel- 
comed him with great warmth, but im me di ately froze at the men tion of his
un cle. Ei ther they knew noth ing about him, or they thought it best to re frain
from telling what they knew. More over, he could not tell why, but all his
call ers seemed to dwell in an at mos phere dif fer ent from his own. They
looked at things from a dif fer ent stand point—they lived in an other world.
Dur ing the time he had been at Cam bridge he had be longed to the read ing
set; he had made but few ac quain tances, and had not en tered So ci ety. For
one thing he was too poor, and he con stantly re al ized the fact that he had his
own fu ture to make un aided by any one, af ter his Uni ver sity course was
ended. Per haps this was the rea son why there was a bar rier be tween him self
and the peo ple who called on him.

“Upon my word,” thought David, as he re viewed the five days he had
been at Mal pas Tow ers, “I doubt if I’ve been any hap pier since I’ve been
rich than I was be fore.”

Still, the strange ness of the sit u a tion in ter ested him; he was con stantly
find ing new trea sures in the house, while the grounds were for ever re veal- 
ing new beau ties, On the fifth day af ter he came into pos ses sion he was de- 
lighted to re ceive a call from a man he knew at Cam bridge —one who ex er- 
cised con sid er able in flu ence over his life.

“Lang ford,” he cried, “it is good of you to look me up. You are as wel- 
come as the flow ers in May.”

“Thank you, Bar ing,” replied the other, look ing around him with an ob- 
ser vant eye. “I saw an ac count of your new state of af fairs in one of the pa- 
pers, and thought I’d just give you a call.”
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He was an un com mon-look ing fel low, this Lang ford, and would be
noted wher ever he went. First of all, he was a gi ant in stature, and per fectly
pro por tioned. David Bar ing, who stood six feet high, looked small be side
him. Al though quite a young man, be ing only about twenty-eight years of
age, he wore a large beard, and al lowed his hair to grow long. His clothes
were cut af ter the most un con ven tional pat tern, their chief pe cu liar ity be ing
that they were made en tirely on the prin ci ple of giv ing com fort. Richard
Lang ford wore noth ing that ad mit ted of starch; he hated starch, he said, in
what ever way it ap peared. He lived an ex ceed ingly sim ple life, and spent
noth ing on su per fluities.

“Well, now that you’ve come, I hope you’ll spend a few days with me,”
cried David. “I’m all alone in my glory, and have been long ing for a fel low
like you to come and see me.”

“All right! Well, I sup pose you’ll do the cor rect thing and show me
around.”

“Cer tainly,” said David. “We’ll look at the grounds first, and then we’ll
go over the house.”

Two hours later they en tered the li brary, and sat down.
“Well, Bar ing,” said Lang ford, “I sup pose you think you are a lucky fel- 

low.”
“I sup pose so; why?”
“Be cause I pity you.”
“Pity me; why?”
“Oh, I pity any man who has come into a her itage of care, anx i ety,

worry.”
“I sup pose I must put up with that,” replied the young man, look ing

across the brightly col ored flower gar den.
“I am afraid you will,” said Lang ford, “I am afraid you will. By the way,

there are some fine books here. Have you read them?”
“No, I have had no time.”
“And yet you were a hard stu dent at Cam bridge, and I re mem ber you

telling me that you in tended do ing a good deal of read ing dur ing the va ca- 
tion.”

“Yes, but just con sider my po si tion,” cried David. “I have been sim ply
over whelmed since I came into all this. I have had nei ther time nor in cli na- 
tion.”
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“Just so,” said Lang ford. “The cares of this world have kept you from
good work. May I ask you when you in tend tak ing that course of read ing on
mod ern ju rispru dence in the light of the ba sic needs of hu man ity?”

“I am afraid it will have to be de ferred. You see I have come into ev ery- 
thing sud denly, and there are so many things to un der stand.”

“From what one can judge, then, your in crease of riches will not en rich
your in tel lec tual life?”

“No—that is, not at present. By-and-by I hope to have more time.”
“Of course, of course,” re sponded the other with a laugh. “Could you tell

me the per cent age of rich men who are stu dents?”
“I am afraid it is very small,” replied David, like one mus ing. “But what

are you driv ing at, old man?”
“Oh, I am sim ply ex press ing my feel ing of pity for you. I sup pose the

peo ple who have called on you re gard you as a most for tu nate man?”
“Yes, I sup pose so.”
“Well, I, on the other hand, re gard you as one of the most un for tu nate. I

am afraid that I do not suf fi ciently thank the Almighty for His good ness,
but one thing I do thank Him for, is, that He has not en dan gered my soul by
giv ing me riches. Why, man, I trem ble for you.”

“Come, come, old chap.”
“I do, Bar ing, upon my soul I do. I sup pose you haven’t read the New

Tes ta ment since you be came a mod ern Dives?”
“Not much, I’m afraid.”
“‘How hardly shall a rich man en ter the King dom of Heaven,’” said

Lang ford. “‘It is eas ier for a camel to go through the eye of a nee dle than
for a rich man to en ter the King dom of God.’ Be sides, haven’t you con sid- 
ered what an im moral life you have en tered upon?”

“Im moral, Lang ford?”
“Im moral. Yes, grossly im moral. It’s im moral for any one to be come a

part of a sys tem which dwarfs his in tel lec tual and moral life. And, look
here, Bar ing, would you tell me by what right you live in this house?”

“Right? Yes, my un cle—”
“Your un cle left it to you. Of course, legally you are safe enough; but I

am think ing of the right and wrong of it. What right have you, that is,
morally speak ing, to all this? What have you done for it? A week or so ago
you did not know that such a man as David Bar ton ex isted; now you are the
pos ses sor of his sav ings. How he got it I don’t know; but from what you
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told me, he be gan life as a poor man, and so he must have made it out of the
toil and moil of oth ers. But that is not the ques tion just now; what right
have you to it? You never saw this land a week ago; you did not even know
of its ex is tence. You never turned a shov el ful of earth; you never planted a
flower—a blade of grass. And yet you come here to take the earn ings of the
farm ers, the la bor ers, the toil ers of many gen er a tions.”

“True, but that is true of most landown ers.”
“Many blacks do not make a white. Be cause an im moral sys tem is taken

ad van tage of by oth ers, it is no rea son why you should take ad van tage of it.
David, when you were at col lege a few rays of the light of God had pen e- 
trated your heart—the el e ments of hon esty were within you. Now an swer
me: Do you be lieve be fore God that you have any right to all this?”

“What would you have me do with it?”
“That’s not the ques tion just now. By pure chance all this has fallen into

your hands; what moral right have you to it?”
“From your stand point, none at all, I sup pose,” an swered the young man.
“Well, even that ad mis sion speaks well for you. How many ser vants did

you say you had? six or seven, wasn’t it?”
“It’s a big house,” said David, “and I sup pose it is un der staffed. But I

don’t think you un der stand, Lang ford, old man.”
“I hope not; but think again, David; think of the ter ri ble moral ef fect all

this flunkey ism and adu la tion must have upon you. You told me that the
rep re sen ta tives of all the lead ing fam i lies around here had called on you.
Why did they do it? Why didn’t they call on you when you were poor? Sup- 
pose you came here as a poor la borer, car pen ter, jour nal ist—any thing—
would they have called on you? Not they. They came out of re spect to your
money, and not that they cared a fig for you. And do you think, my boy, that
if by any fluke of for tune you lost all this, they would pay their re spects to
you then? Would they call on you then? Not they; they would cut you
dead.”

“I ex pect they would,” ad mit ted David.
“Of course they would. And, be sides, how mis er able your life will be.

You can never be sure that you have a friend who will care for you, for
your self. And you can never be sure, even if you marry, that your wife cares
for David Bar ing.”

“I say, Lang ford!”
“I re peat it, David; but, I say, you are not en gaged, are you?”
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“No,” said David.
“Are you in love with any one?”
“I—I hardly know,” replied David.
“But at Cam bridge you were heart-whole.”
“I am still, I sup pose. That is, I hardly know—I don’t mind telling you,

Lang ford, be cause you are an old friend, but—but—”
“You have been struck by one of the Squires’ daugh ters here, have you?”
“No, not that—but—but——”
“Come, old chap, I have the in ter est of an old friend.”
“Well, I saw her at church on Sun day morn ing. Yes, come in.”
A ser vant en tered. “If you please, sir, there’s a man at the door who

wishes to see you.”
“A man; what kind of a man?”
“He looks like a work ing man, sir.”
“I’m busy, John—but did he state his busi ness?”
“No, sir; he said he wanted to see you par tic u lar.”
“Well, ask him to tell you his busi ness, and then I shall know whether it

is worth while my see ing him.”
The man left, and the two friends were alone again.
“I am sorry we are in ter rupted, Lang ford,” said David. “Of course, I’ve

heard you say a great deal of this kind of thing be fore; let me see, what was
I telling you?”

“You were telling me about a girl you saw at church on Sun day. I sup- 
pose you fell in love with her.”

“No, not that, but still—”
“Please, sir, the man said he worked un der your un cle,” said John, re- 

turn ing, “and he would like to speak to you about him.”
“Show him in,” said David. “Don’t go, Dick; the busi ness won’t be pri- 

vate, I ex pect, and there’s no need for you to leave.”
A minute later, a brown-faced, shock-headed man, who looked as though

he might be a su pe rior me chanic, en tered the room.
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7. A Dream Of Ar ca dia

“WHAT IS YOUR NAME, my man?” asked David Bar ing, as his vis i tor en tered
the room. “George Jenk ins,” replied the man.

“And why do you wish to see me?”
“I’m from Whitechapel, I am, and—and—well, I was once a fore man for

your un cle; that is, I take it that you are the one what is come into all the ole
man’s money— the nephew what was sent to col lege?”

“Well, what of that?”
“Only this: as I said, I was once fore man for David Bar ton, that is well-

nigh twenty years ago. That was be fore he made the bulk of his money, that
was; al though he had a long stock ing then, and he told me many a time that
he just meant to rule the trade of Whitechapel. He never done that, but he
made a mint of money, and he— he—well, I’ll tell you presently, and then
you’ll see what you’ll care to do.”

The man spoke with but lit tle hes i ta tion, as though he were in the habit
of ex press ing his views freely be fore work ing-men’s clubs and the like.
David ex am ined his face more closely be cause some thing in the man’s
man ner in ter ested him. Both his nose and his lips be trayed a sen si tive ness
al most ap proach ing re fine ment, while his eyes were bright and large and
earnest.

“I shouldn’t have come,” he con tin ued, “but I met a man yes ter day who
said he knowed you. He is a par son in Cam bridge—not a Church par son but
one of the bet ter sort of them as preaches in chapels—Mr. Wal ters, you may
re mem ber.”

“I’ve met Mr. Wal ters, and have just spo ken to him, but that is all.”
“I don’t have much to do with par sons my self, but this is one of the bet- 

ter sort. A great scholar, too, I sup pose, and might have a rich church if he
would preach to please the big swells; but that isn’t nei ther ‘ere nor there.
Well, it so ’ap pened that I was at a meetin’ in Lon don, and we was speakin’
about old David Bar ton’s money, and ’ow a young chap ’ad come into the
whole lot. I was in ter ested be cause I knowed old David, and Mr. Wal ters
was in ter ested be cause he said he’d met you, and he told me that you was a
good, kind-’arted fel low, and ’eld rea son able views ’bout things. That’s
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what made me make up my mind to come and see you. I thought you’d be
will ing to hear the truth.”

David nod ded. He was in ter ested in the man; his earnest ness. im pressed
him, and he spoke as though he had some thing of im por tance to say.

“Say on,” said the young man. “Tell me quickly what you have in your
mind.”

“Wal ters said you was a young fel low with a con science,” con tin ued
George Jenk ins.

A cloud came over David’s face.
“Mind you,” said Jenk ins, “I don’t come beg gin’ nor nothin’ of that sort,

and what I tell you is God’s truth.”
“Well, tell me God’s truth,” said David, “and don’t waste time in pre am- 

ble.”
“I will,” an swered Jenk ins. “As I said, I was fore man for old David Bar- 

ton when he lived at Whitechapel. He didn’t live in a house like this then, I
can tell you, but that don’t mat ter. He had a big busi ness as the peo ple’s
cloth ier. He kept ev ery thing—men’s clothes and women’s clothes, and ev- 
ery thing was ready-made. He said he would beat the Jews of the East End
on their own ground, and un der sell any man in the neigh bor hood. He did;
ev ery thing was dirt cheap—dirt cheap, that’s what it was, and like all cheap
things, it was made of the flesh, and skin, and bone, and blood of the men
and women what worked for ’im.”

A wild light shone in his eyes as he spoke, and he ut tered each word
with a ter ri ble in ten sity.

“I won’t tell you the prices he paid for dress makin’,” went on the man.
“I won’t tell you what he paid per dozen for makin’ the shirts he sold, or
how much the women got for makin’ suits of cheap clothes; you wouldn’t
un der stand, you wouldn’t; no body can un der stand till they see these things
for their selves.”

“Well, what has this got to do with me?” asked David.
“I thought you might think it ‘ad, seein’ you are re ported to have a con- 

science,” replied the man, "but I’ll go on with my story. I was fore man, I
was, I gave out the work, I paid the women and the men, I knowed the work
they ‘ad to do, and I knowed ’ow they lived. I knowed, too, what David
Bar ton was makin’, and I was a man with a lit tle feelin’. You see, I knowed
the peo ple that worked twelve, four teen, fif teen ‘ours a day, for about as
many pence; I could see their blood dry ing up, bit by bit; I could see the life
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leavin’ ’em, lit tle by lit tle, and I ’ad to hear their sto ries, and—and, well,
other peo ple may get used to it, but I couldn’t stand it. I went to David Bar- 
ton, and I asked him to pay a bit bet ter price; but would he? Not he; he’d
got to feel the grip of it all, and he said that I was a fool.

“I stood it as long as I could, but presently I couldn’t stand it no longer,
and ‘avin’ saved up a few pounds— ‘avin’ a savin’ wife and no chil dren—I
took a shop my self, and put all my lit tle cap i tal into it, makin’ up my mind
that I would try and give the poor crit ters what worked for me a liv ing
wage. David Bar ton didn’t for give me for leavin’ ’im, and so he took two
shops close be side me, and he un der sold me, crip pled me, and I lost my ev- 
ery penny, and what is more, I was left in debt. Any body as knows what
busi ness is will un der stand me. The blow was ’ard enough for me, but it
killed my wife—killed ’er.”

“Since then I ain’t a-bin the same man my self—some times my feelin’s
get too much for me. But, mind, I don’t ask noth ing from you—not a penny.
I have paid ev ery penny I owe, and I can still earn enough to keep body and
soul to gether. But when I see in the pa per that David Bar ton had left ev ery- 
thing to his nephew, and when Mr. Wal ters told me that the nephew ‘ad a
con science, a sort of voice, or feelin’, or in flu ence come to me, and said, ’
go and tell ‘im yore story, George Jenk ins,’ and I just come.”

“The man is mad,” thought David, “mad!” And yet his words im pressed
him strangely.

“What do you ex pect me to do?” he asked, look ing into the wild eyes of
Jenk ins.

“I don’t know, but I’ve just told you—oh, only a lit tle. David Bar ton got
richer and richer. He be came a money len der and a brewer; he bought lots of
pub lic-houses, and ev ery thing brought him money, money! But I ain’t goin’
to en ter into that. I’ve just told you my story, and I feel bet ter now, for
Mr. Wal ters said as ’ow you’ve got a con science. Well, I’ve kept you long
enough, aand I’ll go. If ever you want to see me again that ad dress will-find
me,” and he gave David an en ve lope, which had ev i dently come through
the post.

“The man is cer tainly crazy,” said David to Lang ford when Jenk ins had
gone.

Lang ford laughed as though some one had re lated an amus ing joke, but
he made no other an swer to his friend’s re mark.
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“Such a fel low makes one feel un com fort able,” con tin ued Bar ing
presently. “One does not like to think that one’s money is as so ci ated with
the suf fer ing and poverty of oth ers.”

“Most money is,” said Lang ford. “When one gets down to the bed-rock
of prop erty, it all rests on the moil and sweat of the men and women who
work with their hands. Just con sider a mo ment: The great sources of in come
in this or any other coun try are the fruits of the soil, and the com modi ties
which lie un der the soil. On the one hand you have food, cot ton, wool, and
so forth, and on the other, you have min er als of var i ous sorts. Well, all these
have to be ob tained by means of man ual la bor. Then, when you come to the
man u fac ture of na ture’s prod ucts, the same truth ob tains. It is all la bor, my
friend—all la bor. And the la borer is the worst paid in di vid ual un der
heaven.”

“I won’t talk with you about it,” replied Bar ing with a laugh. “I am not
in the hu mor just now; be sides, you are a spe cial ist on the ques tion, and I
am not. What is the use?”

“Just as you please, my dear fel low,” laughed the other, “just as you
please. Well, let us go back to that love af fair of yours. Who is she?”

“Oh, I don’t think I am in love, only—Well, I was rather struck on Sun- 
day.”

“Just so; well, who is she?”
“She is the daugh ter of a neigh bor ing squire—a Miss Brent wood.”
“Wealthy?”
“No, I be lieve not. I be lieve her fa ther is strait ened for money. There is a

large fam ily, too.”
“Just so. Good-look ing—well ed u cated?”
“Oh yes, she is very pretty, very. As for ed u ca tion, I hardly know. I have

only just met her. I imag ine, how ever, that she will have had the or di nary
ed u ca tion of a young Eng lish lady.”

“That is, she can read nov els, strum on a pi ano, paint atro ciously, and
mur der two mod ern lan guages.”

“You are re veal ing a new trait in your char ac ter, Lang ford. You were
never noted for be ing satir i cal.”

“Well, I’m not satir i cal, but I—now look here, Bar ing; will you prom ise
me some thing?”

“I don’t know. I will if I can.”
“Good. Well, I will as sume that you are go ing to pro pose to this girl.”
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“I—I don’t know. I don’t think I’m quite so far gone as that.”
“Well, if you do, I want you to prom ise me some thing.”
“Go on.”
“Test her love be fore you take the fi nal step.”
“What do you mean?”
“Just this. Make sure that she loves you. You see you are heir to all this

wealth, and as a con se quence you will be re garded as a good catch. Money
will buy any thing, in clud ing love, or the prom ise of it. Your great dif fi culty,
when you are mar ried, will be to know whether the girl mar ries you for
your self, or for your money.”

“Non sense!”
“You know it is so, Bar ing; and there is no more pitiable thing out side

the bot tom less pit than a woman who is bought. Of course, the af fair may
be made re spectable by the bless ing of the par son, but, as you know, mar- 
riage with out love is not mar riage.”

“Well, go on.”
“If you dis cov ered af ter you were bound for life that the girl you mar ried

cared not for David Bar ing, but for Mal pas Tow ers, and all that is as so ci- 
ated with it, you would live in hell. You would, David. I know your sen si- 
tive na ture, and when the glamor of your new ex pe ri ence is gone you will
feel it more keenly than you do now. I tell you, my lad, you will be re garded
as the le git i mate vic tim of half the mar riage able girls for miles around.”

“Come to the point, Lang ford.”
“I thought I had. All I say is, test the girl’s love-”
“But how?”
“How it That’s for you to de cide. You are not a fool. Use the sense that

your pros per ity leaves you, and be cer tain about the mat ter. Will you prom- 
ise me that?”

“I don’t be lieve in your sus pi cions, or in your low es ti mate of life, Lang- 
ford.”

“There fore you are safe in promis ing me.”
“Well, I prom ise.”
“That’s good. I would ask you to ap ply the same test to all your new

friends; but I am afraid it would be too much for you. As I said just now,
be fore that man came here, my be lief is that all this adu la tion which you are
re ceiv ing just now is the di rect out come, not of the peo ple’s re spect for you,
but of their wor ship of your po si tion. If David Bar ing were a clerk go ing to
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an of fice in the city ev ery day, and work ing for three pounds a week, well,
none of these peo ple would take the trou ble to speak to this same David
Bar ing. Now, friend ship is a sa cred thing. For my own part, I wish for no
man as my friend who does not care for me for my self—Dick Lang ford.”

“Just so.”
"Well, you are a good fel low, David. As yet the canker of wealth has not

eaten far into your soul. At Cam bridge you had a few friends who liked you
for your self, and were glad of your so ci ety be cause they re ally cared for
you. Now, as you know, all is dif fer ent, and so, if I were you, I would just
test these new-found ac quain tances of yours. You re mem ber Polo nius’ ad- 
vice to Laertes. No doubt Shake speare looked upon Polo nius as a weak old
fool, who went around spout ing moral plat i tudes, but he made him say
some wise things to his son.

"The friends thou hast, and their adop tion tried,
 Grap ple them to thy soul with books of steel;
 But do not dull thy palm with en ter tain ment
 Of each new-hatched un fledged com rade.

Par don me for quot ing po etry, old man. I know it is bad form, but I am
think ing of your good."

“Well, to please you, I’ll prom ise to test my friends as well—there, now.
You see what re spect I have for your opin ion. But that is enough about me;
what are you go ing to do, Lang ford? What are your plans for the fu ture?
What are you go ing to do with your life?”

“I am go ing to try and make the most of it, David.”
“But how? You are not rich; and be sides, if you were, I have heard you

say that it is a sin for any man to be a par a site on so ci ety.”
“Yes, I hold to that.”
“Well, then, I as sume you will do some thing. What pro fes sion are you

go ing to adopt?”
“As you un der stand it, none at all.”
“No; why?”
“Be cause I do not be lieve in the pro fes sions.”
“Not that of a doc tor, or a par son, for in stance?”
“Both are no ble pro fes sions, my boy, if the ques tion of money did not

come in. To give one’s life to the cure of bod ily dis ease and pain is a no ble
thing, sec ond only to that of giv ing one’s life to try ing to cure dis eases of
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the soul, and lead ing men to live no bler lives. But di rectly money comes in
—di rectly pro fes sion al ism comes in—then—well, it be comes a mere trade;
it means low er ing the stan dard of one’s life.”

“Then what will you do—go into busi ness?”
“That is worse still. That would mean a con tin u ous strug gle to get the

bet ter of some body else. It would mean spend ing one’s en er gies on the
poorer things of life. Life is for the de vel op ment of one’s best self.”

“But one must live.”
“Yes, one must live; at least, there seems a prej u dice in fa vor of liv ing,

but the ques tion is how?”
“Well, what are you go ing to do?”
Lang ford was silent for a few sec onds. He seemed to be think ing deeply.

Then he rose to his feet, and walked around the room.
“I have come to the con clu sion that the sys tem of which we form a part,

is ut terly im moral,” he said presently. “This test ing of things by worldly
suc cess—this race for wealth—is sap ping the best life of the na tion.”

“So I’ve heard you say at Cam bridge; but what are you go ing to do? It is
easy to call names, easy to find fault with the ex ist ing state of things. But
the fact is we are born into them, and our civ i liza tion is the out growth of
hun dreds of years of strug gle. We are what the forces sur round ing our ex is- 
tence have made us, and as far as one can see we are ut terly de pen dent upon
a huge sys tem over which we have lit tle or no con trol.”

“True in a sense, David, per fectly true. Still, for all that, a man has some
lit tle in di vid u al ity.”

“You have, cer tainly. Well, what are you go ing to do?”
“I have made up my mind to live a nat u ral life.”
“It sounds well; but how?”
“I am also de ter mined to live among men and women who have spir its

akin to my own.”
“Very fine, my friend, very fine; but again I ask how?”
“You will, of course, think me mad. Per haps I am, I hope I am in the true

sense of the word; be cause ev ery man who has ever done any thing in life
has been mad, from the worldling’s stand point. Bud dha, John the Bap tist,
Paul, Savonarola, Luther, Wes ley—the whole lot of them have been called
mad. This is what I am go ing to do, David. I am go ing to leave so-called
civ i liza tion, and I am go ing to join a few friends of mine who have ideas
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and tastes sim i lar to my own. and live on the prod ucts of the land that we
shall dig and plant for our selves.”

“Whew!”
“Yes, of course you say that, but I shall be do ing right; I am go ing to live

a nat u ral life. I am go ing to be un tram meled by con ven tions. I am go ing to
be freed from the ‘nar row ing lust for gold,’ as Ten nyson calls it, and I shall
en deavor to live a healthy, sim ple life, away from the quar rel ings and bick- 
er ings of men, and away from the con tin u ous grind for the poor and the sor- 
did.”

“Tell us about it, Lang ford,” cried Bar ing, who had be come strangely in- 
ter ested in what his friend was say ing.
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8. A Dream Of Love

“THERE IS BUT LIT TLE TO TELL,” said Lang ford; “very lit tle in deed. You know
my thoughts; you’ve heard me ex press them at Cam bridge scores of times. I
took a good de gree, as you know, and have qual i fied for the med i cal pro fes- 
sion be sides, but when I came to think how I should spend my life—well, I
was un able to de cide. I stud ied the meth ods and re quire ments of most of the
trades and pro fes sions, and—well, I could not adopt any of them. I sim ply
couldn’t. Presently, I heard that a fel low whom I had known years be fore,
and had lost sight of, was liv ing such a life as I de sired down in Corn wall,
on the south coast, not far from Fal mouth. He owned a small farm there,
and he de ter mined that he would live as far as pos si ble on the farm prod- 
ucts. He told a few oth ers of his in ten tions, with the re sult that dur ing the
last few months a colony has grown up on his farm.”

“A colony; what do you mean?”
“Oh, about thirty men and women, who de sire to live as they be lieve

God would have them live, have been drawn to gether. The soil is rich,and
the cli mate is warm. They have but few wants, and they live as broth ers and
sis ters. Each serves the other and tries to cul ti vate the higher life. Food is
but a sub sidiary thing; it is re garded sim ply as a ne ces sity of ex is tence, and
thus men and women have leisure to think of no bler things. There is no
mas ter, no ser vant—all are equal. Ev ery one is es ti mated at his true worth;
money and so cial po si tion are not thought of. There is con ge nial so ci ety,
and the life is sim ple, healthy, and pure.”

“A kind of So cial is tic com mu nity?”
“Oh, no; not as So cial ism is un der stood. The ques tion of prop erty, of

pos ses sion, never en ters into their con sid er a tion. So cial ism is a move ment
to make prop erty equal; in this colony it is not con sid ered.”

“And what is the pur pose of it?”
“It is to show that life is more than rai ment; it is to make men re al ize that

the true life is not an eter nal strug gle af ter place and po si tion, but just to
live as broth ers. It is to lead men to see that if we would be happy we must
be free from sor did cares. And the hope is, that it will be’ a lit tle leaven,
that, like the king dom of heaven, will in time leaven the whole lump of so- 
ci ety.”
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“But give us some de tails of the life there.”
“I can not. I know noth ing about them.”
“Then you are go ing on trust?”
“Ab so lutely; that is, ex cept just what I have told you.”
“And how do you know so much?”
“It was told me by the man I men tioned just now. I met him some time

ago, and he told me what I have just re lated to you. It is the idea of the thing
which charmed me, or per haps I ought to have said ‘the ideal,’ and that is
all.”

Both men were silent for some time.
“When do you go?” asked David Bar ing presently.
“I start to mor row morn ing,” was the re ply.
“No, no, Lang ford,” cried Bar ing. “You must stay a few days with me

here.”
“Thank you, David; but I have ar ranged to com mence my jour ney to- 

mor row. It will take me a week to get there, any how.”
“A week?”
“Yes, I am go ing to walk.”
“I say, Lang ford.”
“Why not? The weather is glo ri ous. I am young, healthy, and strong. Of

course, if some one feels dis posed to give me a lift on the road, well and
good ’oth er wise, I shall walk the whole dis tance.”

“But why walk at all?”
“Be cause it is pleas an ter, health ier, and—well, I shall not be par tic i pat- 

ing in the abom inable sys tem of money-giv ing, and money-tak ing. In short,
I am go ing to adopt na ture’s method.”

David felt like laugh ing, but when he looked at Lang ford’s face the
laugh died on his lips. His friend might be a dreamer—an ide al ist—but
there was noth ing in his pres ence to call forth laugh ter.

“Have you heard any thing about the rules and cus toms of your new
mode of life?” asked Bar ing presently.

“There are no rules.”
“No rules?”
“No. Ev ery one does as he likes.”
“But, sup pose some one be haves like a vil lain?”
“Oh, then ev ery ef fort is put forth to make him ashamed of him self.”
“How can that be done?”
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“Just by be ing kind to him, and show ing him, by a pure life, the right
way of liv ing.”

“Then he would not be pun ished in any way?”
“Pun ished! Of course not. When ever did pun ish ment do good?”
“Then—does your com mu nity set up as re form ers?”
“We shall set up for noth ing at all. We do not be lieve in the ex ist ing

modes of liv ing. We do not be lieve in prop erty. We do not be lieve in char- 
ity. We do not be lieve in la bor ing for re ward. Nei ther do we be lieve in force
of any sort, save the force of lov ing ser vice. But we do be lieve in liv ing a
sim ple, nat u ral, healthy life, free from all the wor ries and cares of money-
mak ing. We are be ing drawn to gether, not by any ex pec ta tion of gain, but
by affin ity of ideas. We be lieve that if ever the world is to be re ally saved, it
will be saved by the prac ti cal ex po si tion of ideas. Hence there will be no
preach ing, but there will be liv ing—and, well, I think that is all. Bar ing,
will you give me a bed? I be lieve I feel sleepy.”

When Lang ford had re tired, David Bar ing sat up a long time, think ing of
what had been said. At all events there was some nov elty about his friend’s
ideas, and as a con se quence they charmed him. But the more he thought
about them the more im prac ti ca ble did they seem.

“I sup pose it is just an other fad,” he said presently. “I have al ways had
an idea that I pos sess fairly lib eral opin ions, but all this is mad ness—pure
mad ness. Well, I’ll go to bed too.”

The next morn ing Lang ford left him, and he was again left alone in the
great house. The nov elty of his po si tion had not yet passed away, and he
con tin ued to roam around his lands, not ing again and again with sat is fac tion
the beau ties of hill and dale, of wood land and of meadow—all of which he
could call his own.

Dur ing the next few months his life was a con stant round of plea sure.
Ev ery house for miles around was thrown open to him. He was in vited to
ev ery kind of func tion, and be ing young and free from care, he was able to
en joy him self to the full. He had more money than he wished to spend, he
had as many friends as he de sired. On ev ery hand he was féted and flat- 
tered. Bright eyes be came brighter when he ap proached, warm words of
wel come were al ways sound ing in his ears. Moth ers ar ranged to leave their
daugh ters in h’m so ci ety, fa thers flat tered him on his man age ment of his es- 
tate; young men voted him a jolly good fel low, al though a tri fle slow;
young women be stowed their bright est smiles upon him.
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If he was not spoiled it was not the fault of his neigh bors. He was made
the lion of ev ery gath er ing, and he was made to feel in a thou sand ways that
no as sem bly was com plete with out him.

And yet he did not quite lose his head. He did not do any thing fool ish.
He left the whole of his busi ness ar range ments with his lawyer, and so did
not make fool ish in vest ments; he did not gam ble; he did not in dulge in ex- 
cesses. Per haps this was ow ing to the fact of his for mer mode of life, or it
might be the re sult of the sub stra tum of se ri ous ness in his na ture.

But more than this, he had not be come en tan gled by any mat ri mo nial en- 
gage ment; he had spent a great deal of time in the so ci ety of young women,
but he had en tered into no se ri ous flir ta tion. And yet he was not quite heart-
whole. Per haps it would be wrong to say that he was in love, but he fan cied
him self in love with Miss Nora Brent wood, the girl whose name he had
men tioned to his friend, Dick Lang ford. In deed, the fancy which had en- 
tered his mind dur ing the first week of his stay at Mal pas Tow ers had con- 
tin ued to be come stronger dur ing his so journ in Sur rey, un til he had come to
be lieve that she was es sen tial to his life’s hap pi ness.

Thus it came about that, the Feb ru ary af ter he had en tered into his prop- 
erty, he had made up his mind to of fer her his hand. The truth was, his con- 
tin u ous round of fes tiv i ties was be gin ning to pall on him, and he be gan to
long for some thing of the quiet ness of his for mer life. He wanted thought ful
com pan ion ship, too. It was true he could choose his friends, but he felt that
the young men among whom he was cast breathed an at mos phere dif fer ent
from his own. They had been trained in a dif fer ent school of thought, and
he of ten felt that they had no com mon stand ing ground.

He had prac ti cally for got ten his prom ise to Lang ford, and even if he
thought of it, there seemed no rea son why he should seek to ful fill it. The
truth was, while he had made many ac quain tances he had made no friends.
He had no one to whom he could un bur den his soul, and tell the dear est de- 
sires of his heart.

He thought of all these things as he sat alone one morn ing in Feb ru ary.
He was suf fer ing a slight re ac tion af ter a con tin u ous round of win ter fes tiv i- 
ties, and he felt chilled, and some what dis con tented. There seemed no rea- 
son why this should be so. Mal pas Tow ers was still beau ti ful. As he looked
out from the li brary win dow he saw a pic ture al most as beau ti ful as that
which met his gaze when he first vis ited it in com pany with Mr. Jay. It is
true the flow ers were not bloom ing, nor were the trees cov ered with fo liage.
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On the other hand, how ever, the ground was cOv ered with hoar frost, and
the ice crys tals which hung on the trees shone brightly in the light of the
win ter’s sun. No man could de sire a more beau ti ful prospect, and yet he
was not con tent.

“Yes, that is it,” he mused. “I will get mar ried. At any rate, I will ask her
to share my name and home. She will drive away all lone li ness; she will
make this old place ap pear in a new light,” and as he sat back in his chair he
pic tured Nora Brent wood as he had seen her last.

Presently he rose from his chair, took a pho to graph from the man tel- 
piece, and looked at it steadily, while a smile wreathed his lips, and a bright
light shone in his eyes.

Doubt less it was a hand some face which he saw por trayed. It could not
be called beau ti ful, but it was hand some. It was the face of a girl about
twenty-three years of age. She had great lan guish ing eyes, and the fea tures
were cast in a rather large mold. The chin was rather square and de ter mined
for a girl of twenty-three, while the lips were a tri fle thick and some what
sen su ous. But’ these things were not sug ges tive of blem ish to the young
man—rather, they fas ci nated him. Be sides, the crown of wavy black hair
was ar ranged in a way which showed to the best ad van tage the strik ing
qual i ties of the face.

There was noth ing diminu tive about Nora Brent wood. Rather, she was
tall, and more than or di nar ily de vel oped; in deed, she was usu ally de scribed
as “a very fine young woman.”

David looked at the pic ture a long time, and presently laid it down with a
sigh.

“She is a very hand some girl,” he thought; “quite the belle of the county
—black hair and eyes, bril liant com plex ion. She is a good dancer; she
skates well, rides well, walks well. She looks well un der ev ery cir cum- 
stance. She plays fairly, sings—well, a lit tle; can talk well, and be longs to
an”old fam ily. Yes, I’ll ask her." And then he sighed again.

“She is not the girl I dreamed of as a boy,” he thought, “but what of that?
One’s youth ful dreams are never al to gether re al ized, and there’s no doubt
about it, I am very fond of her. I won der whether she cares for me.”

He called to mind the words she had said to him, the looks she had given
him; and then he smiled.

He looked at his watch. The hands pointed to eleven. He put on his hat,
and strode down the drive.
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“She said she was go ing to skate on my lake this morn ing,” he said, with
height ened color. “If she is alone I’ll ask her this very day.”

The air was very cold, al though not a breath of wind stirred. It was freez- 
ing hard, even in the sun; but it was in vig o rat ing weather, and David felt a
healthy flow of blood through his veins.

“I won der how old Lang ford is get ting on,” he thought presently. “Poor
old Lang ford! He’s a good sort, al though he is an ide al ist and a dreamer.
My word! though, didn’t he talk to me that night. He made me prom ise that
be fore I en gaged my self to any one I should—”

He stopped sud denly, and presently went on more soberly.
He had not gone far when he heard the sound of skates, and the pleas ant

mur mur of voices, and soon a dozen forms skim ming over the ice were re- 
vealed to his view.

“You see we have taken ad van tage of your in vi ta tion, Mr. Bar ing,” said
some young men and women as he came up.

"He made a laugh ing re ply, then he cast his eyes over the lake. Yes, there
she was, skat ing alone. There could be no doubt about it, she was a very
hand some girl. Her closely-fit ting gar ments re vealed her well-de vel oped
fig ure to per fec tion, and her move ments were per fectly grace ful.

“Are you not go ing to skate, Mr. Bar ing?” she asked, as he came up.
“No, I would rather walk in the woods if you will come with me,” he

said. “Will you?”
“I am afraid I should dis turb your thoughts,” she an swered. “You look

very se ri ous this morn ing.”
“Rather, you will help me; be sides, I want to ask you some thing—some- 

thing of very great im por tance to me.”
“You frighten me,” said the girl, with height ened color. “What in the

world can you wish to say to me? Still, I sup pose I must come, only you
must un fas ten my skates.”

He took the skates from her well-fit ting boots, and threw them against
the root of a tree, and the two walked away to gether. They were, doubt less,
a fine-look ing cou ple. David Bar ing was a hand some fel low, stand ing six
feet high, and Nora Brent wood looked very lit tle shorter.

“And now, what does your royal high ness wish to say to me?” she asked,
while her eyes flashed dan ger ously.

They had reached the woods, and were quite alone. Above them the tall
trees tow ered, their branches laden with rimy frost, while all around a great
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si lence reigned.
David turned and looked at the girl, and noted the bright ness of her eyes,

the bril liancy of her com plex ion. Yes, she would make a splen did mis tress
for Mal pas Tow ers, and yet the young man hes i tated.

“Will you take my arm?” he said presently.
"She took his arm, and her touch made the blood tin gle through his

veins. Yes, he felt sure that he loved her, and yet he knew not how to breach
the sub ject that was in his mind.

“Do you care for me?” he asked at length.
“What?” asked the girl.
“Do you care for me?” he re peated, awk wardly; “that is, do you re ally

care for me very much?”
She chose to take his words as a joke, for she laughed mer rily. “I told

you you looked very solemn,” she said. “Why, you al most frighten me.
Don’t I look fright ened?”

“No,” said David, “you don’t look fright ened. It is I who am fright ened.
I want to tell you some thing; may I?”

“What is it; some thing ter ri ble?” she asked, and she looked at him
stealth ily.

“Per haps it is for me,” he said. “It may be ter ri ble —very ter ri ble. It all
de pends on the an swer you give. I love you very much—very much. Will
you make me happy?”

“I make you happy?” and her great lan guish ing eyes rested on him.
“Yes. Will you, can you?”
“I will if—if you think I can,” she said. It was rather pret tily spo ken, but

some how, David could not tell why, the words did not bring warmth to his
heart. Per haps it was be cause at that mo ment he re mem bered Lang ford’s
words. Still, he spoke ex cit edly.

“Then—then you love me, Nora?” he said. “Do you, re ally?”
“Should I have said what I have said, if I didn’t—— David?” she replied

coyly.
No one was near. No sound was heard save the chirp of a black bird. If he

had kissed her no one would have seen, and per haps she ex pected some
such ex pres sion of his af fec tion, but he walked qui etly on with out speak ing.

“What is it, David?” asked the girl. “Is there any other ter ri ble thing you
have to say to me?”
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Un wit tingly she had en abled him to say what Lang ford had put in his
mind months be fore. He had care lessly promised to test her love be fore the
fi nal step was taken. He was al most afraid it had been taken, but her words
en abled him to keep his prom ise to his friend. He would test Nora Brent- 
wood’s love for him self.
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9. Pluto

FOR A FEW MIN UTES they walked to gether in si lence, David won der ing how
best to put his thoughts into words, the girl look ing furtively at him, as
though ex pect ing some demon stra tion of his af fec tion. She had not been at
all sur prised at his con fes sion—she had no ticed for a long time his ev i dent
pref er ence for her so ci ety. Her mother had no ticed it, too, and had told her
daugh ter that she was a lucky girl.

“He’s the finest catch in the county,” Mrs. Brent wood had as sured her
daugh ter, “while Mal pas Tow ers is de light ful. Of course, up to a few
months ago he was a mere no body, but in spite of his lack of pol ish, he is a
gen tle man. On the whole you couldn’t ex pect to do bet ter, my dear.”

Still, as she walked by his side af ter his con fes sion, she could not help
feel ing dis ap pointed. He did not speak as warmly as she ex pected, nei ther
did he ac cord with her ideas of how a lover should act. Nev er the less, he had
told her that he loved her, and she had re sponded as warmly as she thought
wise. And so, al though she was not quite con tent, she had no fears for the
fu ture, and she pic tured the sen sa tion that would be cre ated when it went
forth that she would be mis tress of Mal pas Tow ers. She was very am bi tious,
and be fore David spoke again, her mind had flown to a house in the neigh- 
bor hood of Park Lane or Berke ley Square, where she hoped she would have
the ti tle of Lady Bar ing.

“I have some thing more to say,” said David presently, “but whether
you’ll think it ter ri ble or not I don’t know.”

“It’s noth ing about your health, is it?” she said ten derly. She knew he
looked well and strong, but the ques tion seemed ap pro pri ate.

“Oh, no, I’m all right,” cried David. “Are you sure you love me, Nora?
Re ally quite sure?”

“Oh, you silly boy, of course I am. Should I have told you What I have
else? I am afraid you don’t love me.”

“Don’t love you! How can you say so?”
“Be cause you are cold, and—and you frighten me.”
There was a tremor in her voice, and David thought he saw that her eyes

were tear-dimmed. For a mo ment he al most de cided to cast aside Lang- 
ford’s ad vice as worth less. Of course, the hand some girl by his side loved



70

him, and he longed to take her in his arms and kiss her. Had he done this, I
doubt whether I should have ever thought of writ ing this his tory, for the
sim ple rea son that there would have been noth ing of im por tance to write
about.

Any how, the man’s life would have been al to gether dif fer ent. But at that
mo ment he re mem bered the ex pe ri ence of his friend Cyril Pen rith.

“I am so glad you love me,” he said ten derly, “for I love you very much,
and I need some one to cheer me— to com fort me.”

“And do you think I can do this?”
“Of course you can. And could you love me if I were a poor man?”
“Of course I could. What ever makes you ask such a fool ish ques tion?”
“Be cause—be cause, well, I may soon be a poor man.”
“What ever do you mean?” The girl’s voice had hard ened, and there was

a fright ened look in her eyes.
David saw this, and hes i tated be fore re ply ing. He felt that he must carry

his project through now, and he won dered what he could say in or der to
con vey the thought in his mind with out telling a false hood.

“It is pos si ble I may be called upon to give up my wealth,” he said eva- 
sively.

“How? Why?” asked the girl. “Is there any doubt about your un cle’s
will?”

“I’ve al ways had my doubts about it,” replied David, with per fect truth- 
ful ness, “and, as you know, there seems noth ing more un sta ble than money.
Of course, I don’t sup pose I shall be come ab so lutely pen ni less, but—there,
you’ll not mind, will you, Nora? You love me—rich or poor?”

“David, you don’t mean this?” she asked; “you are jok ing with me?”
“No,” said David, “I am not jok ing.” Again he spoke with per fect truth- 

ful ness, for the look on her face had made him very se ri ous.
“Do you mean to say,” she asked, “that you may be called upon to leave

Mal pas Tow ers, and—and—”
“Yes, that may come to pass,” he said qui etly.
A cold feel ing bad crept into his heart. He scarcely knew why, but some- 

how the girl was dif fer ent.
“But you will stand by me, won’t you, Nora? Poverty and riches make

no dif fer ence to our love, do they? We can have the fu ture to gether, can’t
we?”
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Nora Brent wood made no re ply. She walked qui etly by the young man’s
side, with a far-off look in her eyes. But the lan guish ing ex pres sion had
gone. She was twenty-three years of age, and old for her years. She was not
one who would be ac cused of do ing what the world calls fool ish things. She
was very sen si ble, and very busi ness-like in all her ar range ments.

“Of course, all this is very hard for me to say,” he went on, “very hard
in deed. But I felt it my duty to say—— what I have said. All the same, I
love you for your self, and you, Nora, you love me, don’t you?”

He looked into the girl’s face, and watched the chang ing ex pres sion in
her eyes. He saw doubt, anger, in de ci sion, and won der, all por trayed.

Presently she broke into a loud laugh. There was nei ther mirth nor mu sic
in it, but it sounded like the laugh of a woman who had made up her mind.

“How se ri ous we have been in our fool ing, Mr. Bar ing!” she said. “We
have been sen ti men tal, heroic, con fi den tial, and al most af fec tion ate. We
have al most come to a flir ta tion. Now let us have done with it, and get back
to the skates again.”

“But I am se ri ous,” said David. “This con ver sa tion is of the great est im- 
por tance to me. Surely, you do not re gard it as a joke?”

“Of course I do,” she replied.
“But I love you,” he cried. “Can you not love a poor man?”
“Of course I can,” she replied lightly. “Riches and poverty make no dif- 

fer ence to me. Only—well, it so hap pens that I have never re al ized une
grande pas sion. But, re ally, I think we are both de light ful ac tors, Mr. Bar- 
ing. It is a pity we hadn’t an au di ence. Re ally, it was splen did while it
lasted, and has given me an ap petite for more skat ing. Will you take me
back to the lake?”

David walked back by her side, whilst Nora Brent wood talked gaily, and
no ca sual passer-by would ever have imag ined that she had just ex pe ri enced
the great est dis ap point ment of her life. When David had left the lake, how- 
ever, and re turned to the house, all her gai ety van ished. Leav ing the skaters,
she took an un fre quented path to her home, her eyes shin ing all the time
with anger.

“I think I have done right,” she said presently. “I have done the only
thing pos si ble un der the cir cum stances. Who would have dreamt of such a
state of things! Re ally, I have been very nearly mak ing a fool of my self.
The man ought to be ex posed as an im pos tor. I al most wish I had found out
more, for, re ally, we ought to know in what light we are to treat him. If what
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he said is true, he may at any time have to leave Mal pas Tow ers, as a kind
of pen ni less ad ven turer. I must tell my fa ther and mother at once. I feel as
though I have been on the brink of an aw ful precipice, and have just been
saved from fall ing over. Of course, he is a very nice fel low, and I could
have been very fond of him, but—but——” She did not con clude the sen- 
tence which had formed it self in her mind, for at that mo ment she reached
the high road, and her at ten tion was di verted by the pass ing traf fic.

As for David Bar ing, he sat in the old li brary—star ing into the fire like
one, de mented. When lunch time came, he sim ply went through the form of
par tak ing of the meal, leav ing al most ev ery dish un touched. Im me di ately it
was over he re turned to the room again, as though he de sired to shut him self
away from all so ci ety. The truth was, the young man was hurt more than he
cared to con fess. His love for Nora Brent wood was not very deep, but he
was sin cerely fond of her. Had he been re ally in love he would have scorned
Lang ford’s sug ges tion to test her af fec tion. As it was, he felt like ac cus ing
him self of do ing a mean thing. Nev er the less, the re sult of his ex per i ment
stag gered him. The girl had con fessed her love for him; she had prac ti cally
ac cepted him as her hus band. And then, when he had told her of pos si ble
poverty, she had treated the whole ques tion as a huge joke. The mean ing of
all this was ev i dent. The girl had gauged the whole sit u a tion, and had
adopted a course of ac tion which al lowed her to es cape from an awk ward
po si tion quite eas ily.

“Lang ford was right,” said David at length—" wholly right. It is not me
they care about—it is my wealth, my po si tion. I have been wel comed into
their cir cle be cause I have been re garded as the owner of Mal pas Tow ers."

He had thought of this be fore, but he had never re al ized its mean ing—he
had never felt its full force. Now it hard ened and em bit tered him; per haps
he at tached an ex ag ger ated im por tance to it, but the fact stood be fore him,
bare and ghastly.

“It means that I can never be sure of my friends,” he thought; “never be
sure of a woman’s love—never be sure of any thing. It’s not me that the peo- 
ple want, it’s my money.”

As Lang ford had said, he was sen si tive, and felt things keenly; thus, his
ex pe ri ence that day had in flicted a wound in his heart. Later, when he was
bet ter able to an a lyze his feel ings, he dis cov ered that his dis ap point ment
was great, not so much be cause he had lost Nora Brent wood as be cause his
es ti mate of wom an hood was low ered. A great sad ness pos sessed him, the
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sad ness which comes to ev ery man when his ideals are shat tered, and his
trust ful ness in men and women less ened.

As the af ter noon wore away he be came un ut ter ably lonely. He had no
de sire to call at any of the houses in the dis trict, and there was no one with
whom he could spend a pleas ant hour.

“I doubt whether I am as happy as I was when I was poor,” he thought.
“I had more con ge nial so ci ety. I had my dreams of carv ing out a po si tion
for my self, and my hopes of win ning some pure true girl who would love
me for my self alone.”

He opened a box of cigars and be gan to smoke. The fra grant weed had a
sooth ing ef fect upon him, and he felt less bit ter.

“I ex pect she will tell her fa ther and mother of what has passed be tween
us,” he thought presently, “and it will doubt less be men tioned by some one
that my po si tion is shaky. Brent wood will be sure to tell Colonel Storm that
there is some doubt about my good for tune, and then it will be the talk of
the coun try side. Well, I shall con tra dict noth ing. It will be amus ing to see
the ef fect it will have.”

The young man laughed, for the idea pleased him. There was some nov- 
elty in his be ing re garded as a poor man.

The next day he went to Chancery Lane, and had a long chat with
Mr. Jay. At first that gen tle man did not seem to un der stand his client, but
presently he caught his hu mor, and laughed qui etly as he rubbed his
smoothly shaven chin.

“I won der what has led him to think of such a thing,” thought Mr. Jay
when he had gone. “But doubt less he’s right. Peo ple in these days judge ev- 
ery man by his money, and on the whole I am in clined to think they are
right.”

A few days later Mr. Jay paid a visit to Mal pas Tow ers. His eyes twin- 
kled with quiet hu mor, and the cor ners of his mouth were puck ered by a
smile.

“I have had some cor re spon dence which I thought might in ter est you,”
he said to David, “and so, not be ing very busy this af ter noon, I thought I
would run down.”

“I got your tele gram, and was de lighted to see that you in tended com- 
ing,” said David. “It is very cold; come in and have a cigar.”

“Not be fore din ner, thank you,” said the lawyer. “I am an old-fash ioned
man, Mr. Bar ing, and have a few old-fash ioned rules. One of them is never
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to smoke be fore din ner. Af ter wards I can en joy two or three cigars as well
as any man.”

“I have or dered din ner early,” replied the young man. “It is a bit terly
cold af ter noon, and I thought you might be able to spend the night here.”

“I shall be very pleased,” said Mr. Jay, “very pleased. You see, I am a
bach e lor, and have no wife to con sult. Ah, there is the din ner bell.”

“And now about this cor re spon dence,” said David, as af ter din ner the
two men sat be fore a cozy fire, and lit their cigars.

“Oh, it is what might have been ex pected,” re marked Mr. Jay. “Nei ther is
it of great im por tance; still, I thought it would in ter est you.”

He passed a let ter to the young man, and then, sit ting back in a huge
arm chair, watched his face as he read.

“Not badly put, eh?” said the lawyer presently.
David read the let ter again be fore re ply ing.
“I did not think Colonel Storm could have con cocted it,” was David’s re- 

ply.
“I doubt if he did. I should imag ine that it is a joint stock af fair. You see,

they have used a very in ge nious means of find ing out whether you will have
to leave all this.”

“Ex actly. Well, have you writ ten?”
“Oh, yes, I have writ ten. I have not posted it yet, as I wanted your opin- 

ion,” and he passed the young man an other doc u ment.
“Splen did,” said David. “It says a great deal and it says noth ing.”
“I am glad you like it. You see, I have gen tly hinted that they should

treat you as though you were a poor man.”
“Ex actly, ex actly.” The young man’s eyes sparkled. He was ex pe ri enc ing

a new sen sa tion, and in spite of his dis ap point ments the sen sa tion was
pleas ant.

When the lawyer had gone to bed that night be re viewed the whole sit u a- 
tion; he called to mind all his ex pe ri ences since he had be come rich; he
lived over again his last meet ing with Nora Brent wood. Ev i dently he was
not pleased; his mem o ries made him an gry, dis con tented.

“Ev ery where, ev ery where, it has been a mat ter of money,” he cried. “I
have been in vited to open bazaars, pre side over meet ings, lay cor ner stones
of churches, and I have had all sorts of at ten tion paid to me, sim ply be cause
of the be lief that I had money. All these peo ple have claimed friend ship for
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the same rea son, and, worse than all, Nora Brent wood smiled on me just be- 
cause she wanted to be mis tress here. I am no body; money is ev ery thing.”

His eyes flashed an grily, and then he sighed as if ut terly weary.
“It is lonely,” he thought, “ut terly lonely, and what ever else my money

has done, it has made me doubt ful of peo ple’s mo tives. If I re main here as a
rich man, I can never be sure that any one cares for me—that is, for my self.
I shall never trust a woman again. If I had not seen it for my self I could
never have be lieved that Nora would have acted so. I thought she re ally
cared for me, in de pen dent of all else. And now, with all my money, I can
never be sure that the wife I may wed would have cho sen me had I been a
poor man.”

He wan dered around the room, with his eyes bent on the ground.
“I know what I’ll do,” he cried at length. “I’ll wait and see what ef fect

this let ter of Mr. Jay’s has upon the peo ple. If they al ter in their be hav ior to- 
wards me—if I be come cer tain that they have been kind to me sim ply be- 
cause I am rich—I will al low their sus pi cion to be con firmed. I will see to it
that if ever a woman loves me it shall be for my self, and not for my be long- 
ings. It can be done right enough; but how?”

The young man lit an other cigar, and sat a long time be fore the fire con- 
sid er ing plan af ter plan, and presently, when he went to bed, his mind ap- 
peared to be made up.
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10. A Flower In The Wilder ness

DAVID BAR ING stood in one of the great thor ough fares which lead through
the East End of Lon don. It was the first time he had ever vis ited that part of
the city, and it came to him as a rev e la tion. Here was a world of which he
knew next to noth ing, here were men and women liv ing lives that were ut- 
terly strange. He had just come from Mal pas Tow ers, and the dif fer ence be- 
tween the quiet beauty of the Sur rey coun try side and the sights and sounds
of Whitechapel some what stag gered him.

For two or three hours he walked amidst the grimy streets. He vis ited not
only the main roads, but the scores of side al leys which lay at the back of
them.

“It’s an ex pe ri ence,” said the young man to him self again and again.
“Well, I am here now, and here I mean to stay a few days. Let them think
what they will in Sur rey, I am go ing to live for a time in the place where my
un cle spent most of his life.”

For some time he seemed ut terly dazed. He spoke to no one, and al- 
though many turned to have a sec ond look at the well-dressed, well-built
young fel low as he passed among them, he ap peared to pay them no at ten- 
tion.

Presently he saw a long run of shops, which had ev i dently been many
years be fore a row of dwelling-houses. Over the door he saw the words
“DAVID BAR TON,” painted in large let ters. He drew near and ex am ined the ar- 
ti cles shown in the win dows. He was sur prised at the low prices of ev ery- 
thing ex posed for sale. What seemed, to his in ex pe ri enced eyes, good and
ser vice able gar ments, were of fered for a few pence, so that a work ing man,
with any thing like a fair wage, would be able to buy them with ease.

“This, I ex pect,” thought the young man, “is one of my un cle’s old
shops. Ev i dently they are keep ing his name. Well, surely a cheap shop like
this must be a great bless ing to such a neigh bor hood.”

David Bar ing had come to Whitechapel be cause he was ut terly lonely at
Mal pas Tow ers. His episode with Nora Brent wood had in flu enced him
more than he had imag ined. He might not have been very deeply in love
with her, but he to an ex tent ide al ized her. He imag ined that she re ally cared
for him; he had no doubt that he had been wel comed to many homes for his
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own sake, and the way his eyes had been opened had made him ut terly mis- 
er able. Doubt less many young men would have been able to have laughed
at the whole busi ness, but David was an ex ceed ingly sen si tive fel low. He
was, more over, im pres sion able to a de gree, while doubt less his early train- 
ing had a ten dency to make him feel such an ex pe ri ence far more deeply
than if he had been trained amidst such as so ci a tions as those into which he
was strangely cast.

Af ter Mr. Jay’s de par ture he gave him self over to read ing for a few days,
and then, with out giv ing his house keeper any idea of his plans, he had
rushed off to Whitechapel to try and study the life there.

For some time he stood look ing at the shop win dow, mak ing men tal
notes of what he saw, then he turned and watched the crowds of peo ple who
went by. He could not get ac cus tomed to it at all. Ev ery thing was so dif fer- 
ent from Pic cadilly and Re gent Street, or even the City. Very few cabs were
to be seen, but the trams were well pa tron ized. The side walks, too, were
crowded with peo ple, but they looked ut terly dif fer ent from those of the
West End. He might be liv ing in an other coun try. The peo ple dressed dif fer- 
ently, walked dif fer ently, and, what was more, they had a dif fer ent ex pres- 
sion on their faces. He could not de fine the dif fer ence, but he felt it. The
look in their eyes, the cast of fea tures, was to him strange. This did not ap- 
ply sim ply to the very poor who swarmed in the al leys and back streets, but
was ev i dent among those who kept shops, and lived in com fort.

He left the shop, and walked along Mile End Road for per haps a mile.
There were still the same long lines of houses, still the same cheap shops,
still the same num ber of pub lic-houses, into which men and women went in
great num bers. He lis tened to the con ver sa tion of the peo ple, which some- 
times al most made him shud der. True, there were a large num ber of peo ple
here who were doubt less re spectable, God-fear ing folk, who went to church
and chapel on a Sun day; but as far as he could judge, the great masses
seemed to live for the an i mal plea sure of the present mo ment.

He saw lit tle or noth ing of the hard-toil ing thou sands of la bor ers and me- 
chan ics in the East End; only those who ap peared to have lit tle or noth ing to
do, and who thronged high ways, met his gaze; and the sight of them stag- 
gered him, be cause he was ut terly ig no rant of their ex is tence.

Presently he came back to the shop where he had seen his un cle’s name,
and again he stood and looked at the cheap ar ti cles in the win dows, like one
fas ci nated.
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While he looked he heard the sound of im pa tient voices within, and a
minute later he started back like one fright ened. And yet what he saw was
not of a na ture to cause fear. It was sim ply the face of a young girl about
nine teen years of age. To the young man the sight of this young girl was
very pleas ant. Her pres ence in that dreary dis trict was like the vi sion of a
flow ery dell to a weary trav eler in a bar ren desert.

She was very beau ti ful, and her beauty was of a re fined na ture. More- 
over, her at tire was not like that of other girls who flaunted around. She
wore no large feath ers, nor was she dis fig ured by a hideous fringe. She was
dressed sim ply and neatly. True, her clothes were very poor, but they looked
clean. As she came out of the shop David took a men tal pho to graph of the
girl, and he car ried it with him for many a long day. Her eyes, he saw, were
large and brown and ex pres sive; her fore head was low and well shaped, but
par tially cov ered by stray locks of glossy brown hair which had es caped
from un der her hat. Her cheeks were rather pale, but per fectly molded; her
nose was aquiline; the mouth was beau ti fully formed, and be trayed, so the
young man thought, a ten der, sen si tive na ture.

All this he saw—and more. Be hind the rare beauty of this East End
sewing girl, for such she ap peared to be, was some thing he could not un der- 
stand. The face was the face of a young girl, but the ex pres sion was that of
a woman far older; the eyes were in one sense lus trous, in an other they were
hard and be trayed ut ter weari ness.

She took no no tice of David, but walked along the road like one in deep
thought, and yet as one who had de ter mined to take some im por tant step in
life.

Un con sciously, al most, the young man fol lowed her. He had be come
strangely in ter ested. For the mo ment the seething crowd of men and women
had lost at trac tion for him; he thought only of the young girl who walked
be fore him. The day was cold, the east wind swept in bit ing gusts along the
road, but the girl, al though she was far too thinly clad for such weather, did
not seem to heed. She walked straight on, turn ing nei ther to the right nor
left.

Presently she stopped out side the door of a big pub lic-house. She hes i- 
tated for a few sec onds as though in doubt, then went in. David hur ried on,
and a few sec onds later he had also en tered the “Bar ley Sheaf” by the same
door. There was noth ing in the ap pear ance of the gin-palace sug ges tive of a
sheaf of bar ley. No green fields were near, nei ther was there a sight or
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sound in the whole dis trict sug ges tive of low ing cat tle, wav ing corn, or any- 
thing else rus tic and sweet. It was sim ply a huge build ing, form ing part of a
street which John Ruskin calls “a long line of ug li ness.” Prob a bly, many
years be fore, there might have been on the same spot a coun try inn, stand- 
ing amidst sweet green mead ows, but now it sim ply formed a part of that
dis trict which is still very largely un known, called the East End of Lon don.

On en ter ing David found him self in a kind of pri vate bar, where three
men and two women stood drink ing. They scarcely no ticed his en trance, as
their at ten tion was di rected to the young girl who had just en tered. The
young man saw that she was talk ing with a man who, he rightly con jec- 
tured, was the land lord of the “Bar ley Sheaf.” He was a cor pu lent man, with
heavy jaws and fat, greasy look ing cheeks. His face was clean-shaved, and
his hair was cut very short, ex cept in the front, where it had been parted in
the mid dle and pasted down very smoothly. The land lord was ev i dently
pros per ous; his clothes, though badly cut, looked of good, ser vice able ma te- 
rial, and he wore a heavy gold chain across his vest. On his hands, more- 
over, were sev eral showy rings.

“Well, my dear,” David heard him say as he en tered, “and what ken I do
for yer?”

The girl’s re ply was so low and dis jointed that the young man could not
un der stand it. Ev i dently, how ever, the land lord un der stood, for he an swered
some what abruptly:

“Oh, yus, my gul, that’s orl very well. But yer see, this isn’t a plyce run
fer cher rity, nor is it a bloomin’ soop kitchin.”

“I knows it ain’t,” said the girl, rather im pa tiently, “and I ain’t come a
beg gin’. But my mother is poorly, she is, ain’t a-bin able to work, what you
may call workin’, for six months, she ain’t. And it’s no good, I cawn’t keep
both on us by shirt makin’, and that’s straight.”

She seemed dif fer ent when she spoke. She was no longer the quiet and
al most lady-like girl which David had reck oned her to be. Not that her
speech was very bad— in deed she spoke more cor rectly than most of the
peo ple in the neigh bor hood, and cer tainly more so than the land lord of the
“Bar ley Sheaf.” Prob a bly the Board Schools might be cred ited with giv ing
her the ad van tages of some sort of el e men tary ed u ca tion. What struck
David was, that she seemed older and coarser as she spoke. Her speech did
not re veal the re fine ment and gen tle ness sug gested by her looks.
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“Well, and wot ’ave I got to do with that?” asked the land lord, look ing
steadily into the girl’s face. “What did yer sy yer name wos, my dear?” he
added af ter a sec ond.

“Emily Baker,” an swered the girl.
“And where might yer live, Em’ly, my gal?” asked the land lord fa mil- 

iarly, still eye ing her with much at ten tion.
“Num ber 17, Wilmot Lane.”
“Oh, just so. Well, as I told yer this ain’t no mishin nor no soup kichin’,

this ain’t, and kon sekently I carn’t see no good in yer a kum min’ ‘ere. But
you are a nice-lookin’ gal, Em’ly, and I don’t mind standin’ a glaws of sut- 
think warm. It’ll do yer good on a cold d’y.”

“You don’t twig me,” said the girl al most an grily. “I never thought that
this was no mishin ‘all; my gosh, who would think it was? And I ain’t a-
come a-beg gin’. What I wanted to tell yer wos that I can play the pi anner,
and I thought yer might give me job to play ov a night ’ere. I ’eerd as ’ow
yer other player ’ad left, and so I come to yer straight, and that’s orl about
it.”

“Oh, pl’y the pi anner, can yer? Thet’s a ’orse of a dif fer ent color, thet is.
Let’s see wot you can do, Em’ly, my dear,” and he led the way to a larger
room, where a pi ano stood against the wall. “Pl’y some think, my dear,” he
said, as he opened the in stru ment, and re vealed a long line of dirty yel low
keys.

“What shall I play?” asked the girl.
“Oh, wot yer like,” replied the land lord. “Some think re li gious for a pref- 

er ence. Our chaps like a mu sic-‘all song gen er ally, but a re li gious piece
takes as well as any think. ’Old the Fort’ ’ll do. Em’ly.”

The girl sat down and played “Hold the Fort” fairly cor rectly, and not
with out some feel ing.

“Thet’s not bad, eh?” said the land lord, turn ing to the oth ers. “Beg yer
par din’, sir, any think I can serve you with?” this to David.

David or dered some thing to drink, in or der that he might be able to re- 
main at the house with out at tract ing at ten tion.

“Can yer read notes?” con tin ued the land lord, turn ing to Emily.
“Oh, yes,” replied the girl, “I can play any think in Sankey’s. Wot would

yer like?”
“Oh, ’ere’s one I likes,” replied the land lord, “and it al lus goes with a

swing, it does, al tho’ it’s a bit ‘awd to pl’y.’ Only a Harmer Bearer,’ thet’s
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it. There, pl’y thet, Em’ly, my gal.”
Emily played it with out dif fi culty and with some spirit.
The land lord looked at her with in creased in ter est. Ev i dently he re garded

her with more fa vor than when she en tered.
“Have yer heny bet ter togs than them?” he asked presently.
“No,” replied the girl, like one ashamed, “I ain’t. ’Ow should I, I should

like to know? I’ve ’ad to slave twelve and four teen hours a days, I ’ave, and
though I’m quick with my nee dle, as Mr. Brewer will tell yer, and though I
ain’t lost time, I’ve never bin able to make more than eleven or twelve
shillin’s a week. And I’ve ’ad to keep mother, and pay rent; ’ow could I buy
fine clothes?”

“Then you’re a re spectable girl, Em’ly, my dear?” said the land lord.
“Awsk Mr. Brewer,” replied the girl. “I don’t drink and I keep good

hours. Awsk Mr. Brewer; ’e knows all about me.”
“Thet’s orl right,” said the land lord. “I’ll speak to my mis sis about it. But

you’d ’ave to git some nice togs, and a bit of jooelry, if you woe to come
’ere. I should ’ave to lend you some think fer thet, ’I s’pose, and tike it aat
ov yer wyge awfter. But thet could be man aged, and wot you would git in
presents would ’elp yer to mike a good pound a week.”

“Presents!” said the girl, like one in a dream.
“Of course,” replied the land lord. “A nice-lookin’ gal like you, as kin

pl’y and sing, would git many a cop per from the chaps as comes ‘ere of a
night. Eliza Jane Klemma, who is jist gone, wasn’t as trim a craft as you,
and she got a good many shillin’s; of course, it ain’t sup posed to be the
thing, but I jist winks if the girl is re spectable and obli gin’.”

“Then when shall I call again and set tle about par tic u lars?” said the girl.
“You know Mr. Brewer, and you can awsk him any ques tion you like about
me.”

“Well, I’ll talk with my mis sis,” said the land lord, “and if you come up
about eight o’clock tonight, I’ll see what can be done.”

“Of course,” said the girl, as she turned to wards the door, “I knows
Mr. Brewer will be a bit vexed with me for leavin’ in the bissy sea son, but
he cawnt say no think aginst me.”

“Oh, I’ll just see,” said the land lord. “Of course, if you was to come ’ere,
you’d have to make your self use ful. You might ’ave to turn bar maid some- 
times. But what of thet?This is a good ’ouse, and we git bet ter com pany
’ere than at any ’ouse in Whitechapel.”
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Ev i dently he said this as much for the ben e fit of those who were in the
bar-room as for that of Emily. In deed, he seemed glad to have an op por tu- 
nity of talk ing of en gag ing a pi ano player be fore his cus tomers. It was an
ad ver tise ment; be sides, he was the kind of man who liked to pa rade his do- 
ings. He ev i dently thought it added to his im por tance.

“A nice-lookin’ gal,” David heard him con tinue as’ the girl left the pub- 
lic-house, and walked along the high way back in the di rec tion of the shop
from whence he had seen her come. “A nice-lookin’ gal, and wun as can
pl’y the ’pi anner well, too. I’ve ’ad a lot ’ere and I ought ter know. ’Thet
girl ort to be a dror to this ’ouse of a night, and I think she will, too. Put on
a silk dress to her, and a flow ery blouse, and do ’er ’air nice, and a few ban- 
gles, and no body would ’ardly know ’er for the sime gal. If my mis sis is
agree able, I think I shall en gige her.”

David lis tened to ev ery word the land lord said, but he kept watch ing the
girl who con tin ued to make her way along the street.

“The worst of these gals is that they tike to drinkin’ ’ard their selves,”
said the land lord, “and then they jist lose their good looks, and ain’t no
good for no think. It’s very silly ov ’em. A glawss or two, I don’t s’y no think
against; but thet lawst one I ’ed, Eliza Jane Klemma, well, she got too fond
of drink, so I ’ad ter get rid of ’er.”

“Where’s she gone?” asked one of the cus tomers.
“Oh, don’t awst me,” said the land lord, with a wink and a horsey laugh.
David did not wait any longer, but left the house, and hur ried along the

street af ter the girl. He hardly knew why he was do ing this, ex cept that he
was im pelled so to do. He over took her just be fore she reached the door of
the shop where he had first seen her.

“Emily,” he said, “Emily Baker, I should like to speak to you.”
The girl turned to wards him with a star tled look.
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11. The Fool ish ness Of David Bar ing

“WHAT DO YER WANT?” she asked. “What ev yer got to say to me?”
“I was in the ‘Bar ley Sheaf’ just now,” replied David, “and I heard what

passed.”
“Well, and wot if yer did?” was her re sponse. “I ain’t done no think

wrong, I ain’t; what did yer foller me for?”
For a mo ment David did not know what to say. In re al ity he had no rea- 

son for fol low ing her, or for speak ing to her. He had acted on im pulse, and
now, when he was brought face to face with the girl, he had no rea son to
urge for his be hav ior.

“I fol lowed you,” he said, af ter hes i tat ing a sec ond, “be cause I think you
are too good to play the pi ano at a pub lic-house.”

“What do you know about me, I should like ter know?” was her al most
an gry re ply. “You are a toff [per son of stand ing], that’s what you are, but
you ain’t got no right to speak to me.”

David was at once pleased and dis ap pointed. He liked the sturdy in de- 
pen dence of the girl. It sug gested the fact that she tried to live a re spectable
life; at the same time, he thought that not only her words, but her man ner of
speak ing them, was sug ges tive of a cer tain coarse ness which did not agree
with the re fine ment of her face. Yet in an swer ing her, he fixed upon the
words which he did not like.

“How do you know I’m a toff?” he asked.
“Oh, I know,” said Emily, “I know. I’ve not been much out of

Whitechapel, but I’ve gone ter Hyde Park, and I’ve seen your sort there.
But you ain’t got no right to speak to me.”

“I know I haven’t,” replied David, “and I ought to beg your par don for
do ing so. But I could not help be ing sorry at the thought of your hav ing to
get a liv ing by play ing in a pub lic-house, and so I took the lib erty of speak- 
ing.”

“What can the likes of you know about me?” asked Emily. “You don’t
know noth ing about what I’ve had to put up with.”

“I know I don’t,” replied David, “still I felt sorry for you. You seem a re- 
spectable girl—”
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“So I am,” said Emily. “No body can say any thing against me. You can
ask Mr. Brewer, if you like.”

David could not help notic ing that her lan guage im proved as she con tin- 
ued to speak to him. She dropped the pro nun ci a tion of words pe cu liar to the
poorer parts of Lon don. Ev i dently she had re ceived some amount of school- 
ing, and spoke the cock ney di alect sim ply through as so ci a tion.

“I don’t need to ask Mr. Brewer, or any one else, in or der to know that,”
replied the young man. “That is why I think you far too good to spend your
time in a pub lic-house, to amuse a lot of drink ing men. Will you walk along
the road with me for a few min utes, and then we can talk about it?”

“No,” replied Emily, “I’m not go ing to walk with you. Why should I?
Be sides, I’m go ing to tell Mr. Brewer that I ain’t com ing again.”

“I wouldn’t do that yet,” said David. “I dare say it’s ter ri bly hard to work
twelve or four teen hours a day for a few shillings a week, but even that is
bet ter than get ting ac cus tomed to the lan guage and ways of the ‘Bar ley
Sheaf.’”

“The lan guage and ways of the ‘Bar ley Sheaf’ can’t be worse than our
work room,” said the girl, and there was a hard, bit ter ex pres sion on her
face. “Be sides, I don’t care; it was bad enough when cot ton and but tons was
pro vided, and now when I have to pro vide them my self— well, I won’t do
it. So that’s straight.”

“I know I’ve no right to sug gest any thing,” com menced David, like one
in doubt.

“Then what are you in ter ferin’ for?” asked Emily an grily. “You’re a toff,
that’s what you are. You’ve come down to Whitechapel for fun, that’s what
you’ve come for; and you ain’t got no right to go in ter ferin’ with me. There,
I ain’t goin’ to ’ave noth ing more to say to you.”

“Don’t say that,” replied David, kindly, for he had be come much in ter- 
ested in the young girl. He saw, or thought he saw, at ev ery word she spoke,
ev i dences that she did not in re al ity be lie her looks. Be sides, there was an
el e ment of ro mance in the episode, and it ap pealed to his young life. “Don’t
say that,” he re peated; “I know I seem very rude, but if it’s in my power to
help you, I will. As I said, you are far too good to do what you pro pose do- 
ing.”

“And if I am, what’s that to you?” asked the girl. “You ain’t up to no
good, that’s what I be lieve.”
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“I’m not up to any harm,” replied the young man kindly. “I only wish
you well, I as sure you, and if I can help you I will.”

Per haps there was some thing in the tone of his voice or in the kindly
look on his face, which dis armed the girl’s sus pi cion. Any how a softer look
came into her eyes. This again was fol lowed by an other less kindly.

“Are you a mishin-’all toff?” she asked—" are you a par son?"
“Noth ing of the sort,” an swered the young man. “But years ago a re la- 

tion of mine lived here, and that’s why I came down. I saw you come out of
the shop, and I thought what a good girl you seemed. I fan cied you were in
trou ble, and that was why I fol lowed you.”

The girl laughed in cred u lously.
“I’ve heard that kind of tale be fore. Toffs of your sort ain’t no friends of

girls like me, and I don’t want to have noth ing to say to you. There, I’m go- 
ing in to speak to Mr. Brewer.”

“You say you have a mother who lives at 17, Wilmot Lane,” said David.
“Would you have any ob jec tion to my go ing to see her?”

“What do you want to see her for?”
“I want to let her know that if I can be friend you, and keep you from go- 

ing to that pub lic-house, I will.”
“But why?” asked the girl, still sus pi ciously. Reared as she had been,

amidst as so ci a tions which fos tered the be lief that ev ery ac tion was
prompted by self ish ness, she could not be lieve in the sin cer ity of the hand- 
some young fel low who stood by her side. Her im pres sion con cern ing
“toffs,” as she called them, was that they were so many sharks who came to
the East End for evil pur poses.

“I mean noth ing but good,” an swered the young man. “You have in ter- 
ested me very much, and I should like to help you.”

It will be seen from all this that David was young at heart and that he
had not lost that sense of ro man tic chivalry which is the charm of a young
man’s life. Pos si bly through out the whole episode he acted fool ishly, and
of fered him self a prey to de sign ing peo ple, but I re spect him for it. The
blood of true youth flowed in his veins, and thus he could act on a gen er ous
im pulse with out cal cu lat ing as to the re sult. Be sides, un known to him self,
he was work ing out his life’s prob lem. He was yield ing to in flu ences which,
in af ter days, would lead him into strange, un trod den paths. He did not
know what the fu ture held for him, he did not even think; nev er the less,
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what I have de scribed formed a link in the chain of events which re sulted in
that mad ness, which was fraught with un thought-of ad ven ture.

The girl stood by his side, look ing on the ground. Ev i dently the young
man had in ter ested her, and, spite of her self, she could not help be liev ing in
him.

“What do you want me to do?” she said, half sul lenly.
“Well, at least wait,” replied David. “I am afraid you have had a hard

life, but, hard as it is, if I had a sis ter, I would rather she should be a shirt—
maker than a pub lic-house pi ano-player, and a bar maid. Very likely there
are good bar maids and pub lic-house pi anists, but I am sure it must be very
hard for a young girl to be good and pure in such a place.”

“But I promised to call at eight o’clock tonight,” replied Emily, “and it is
get ting dark now. I shall only have time to go into the shop and speak to
Mr. Brewer, and then go home and see mother be fore go ing up to the ‘Bar- 
ley Sheaf’ again.”

“I wouldn’t go at all,” replied David. “I would just send up word that it’s
not con ve nient for you to come tonight.”

“Yes, and that would lose me the place,” replied the girl. “I dare say there
are scores as’ll jump at it, for the ‘Bar ley Sheaf’ is a good ’ouse, and I’ve
’eard that the land lord, Mr. Beel, is a kind man.”

“Per haps I may be able to sug gest some thing to your mother,” replied
David.

“Look ’ere,” said the girl earnestly, and for the mo ment laps ing into the
di alect of the dis trict. “You’re straight, ain’t yer? This ain’t no bloomin’
blar ney, is it? You don’t want to take away a gal’s livin’, do yer?”

“Hon estly, Emily, I want to help you, and I will if I can. I know noth ing
about this dis trict, but I be lieve I can help you to do some thing bet ter than
what you thought of do ing.”

Emily Baker looked steadily into David Bar ing’s eyes.
She noted the ex pres sion on his kind, hand some face, and the very re- 

fine ment of his pres ence soft ened her.
“I’ll trust yer,” she cried. “I may be a fool, but I’ll trust yer. I’ll go

straight ’ome and tell mother all about it, and if you like you can come in an
hour.”

“Very well,” replied David. “17, Wilmot Lane, I think you said? I’ll be
there in an hour from now.”
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“It’s the third turnin’ on the left, and the sec ond to the right,” said the
girl; “you cawn’t miss it. There’s a gera nium in side the win dow. We lives
on the first floor.”

The girl walked away and left the young man alone, out side the shop
where the name of David Bar ton stood out boldly in large let ters.

“I won der if I’ve made a fool of my self?” thought the young man, as he
watched the girl’s re treat ing form. “I know noth ing about her, and have no
right to act in this way. And yet I could not help it. I was just drawn on
with out know ing what I was do ing. And now what shall I do for the next
hour? I be lieve I’m hun gry—I’ll get some thing to eat.”

He looked around for a restau rant, or ho tel, but saw nei ther. The only
places which of fered re fresh ments were cheap work ing men’s eat ing-
houses. They were by no means invit ing, but he made his way to wards one,
and sat down at one of the small ta bles in the room.

“Well, guv’nor, wot’ll yer ’ave?” asked the man in at ten dance.
“Oh, some thing hot if you please,” replied David. He was get ting in ter- 

ested in his ex pe ri ences, and be gan to feel more at home. The cold, bit ing
air, more over, made him hun gry, and the smell of the place, while ut terly
gross, was not as un pleas ant as it would have been un der other cir cum- 
stances.

“Oh, then you’ve come to the right shop,” said the man. “Most of the
plyces don’t ’ave no think ’ot, ex cept it’s a bit of fried ’ad dick, af ter the mid- 
dle of the day. But we al lus has a good meal at this time. Wot’ll yer ’ave?”

“What have you got?” asked David.
“Wot do you say to biled sheep’s ’awt and ker rits?” asked the man. “I

kin rec om mend it. It’s just A1.”
For a mo ment David re volted at the thought, and was about to say so,

but re mem ber ing where he was, he or dered the dish and waited.
About a dozen men were in the room. Nearly all of them ap peared to be

work ing men who had just fin ished their day’s work, but one or two had the
ap pear ance of com mer cial trav el ers. In us ing the term, “com mer cial trav el- 
ers,” how ever, I do not mean that class of the com mu nity who rep re sent
large firms, and there fore, as a rule, stop at good ho tels. Many call ing them- 
selves com mer cial trav el ers in the East End sim ply carry around unim por- 
tant tri fles which they sell on com mis sion. How they man age to make a liv- 
ing is un known; nev er the less, they form a fairly large por tion of the com- 
mu nity. Many of them have, in the past, been clerks and ser vants of large
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firms, but have been dis missed to make way for younger men. Oth ers have,
through one means or an other, lost their places, and then, be cause they have
been un able to se cure reg u lar em ploy ment, have drifted into the pre car i ous
life of “trav el ing on com mis sion.”

All of them ap peared to eat with great hearti ness, and most of them
smacked their lips as if with en joy ment. David no ticed what they had on
their plates, and was much in ter ested. One fa vorite dish ap peared to be fried
liver and pota toes, While both boiled and fried had dock were in great de- 
mand. Some of them paid for their meals while the young man was in the
room, and he no ticed that the av er age price for a knife-and—fork repast ap- 
peared to be about sev en pence. This in cluded co coa, which was the ‘fa- 
vorite bev er age.’

David did not much en joy his sheep’s heart and car rots, but not know ing
where he could get any thing else, and be ing hun gry, he ate it, and paid his
eight pence.

“Can you tell me of an ho tel where I can get rooms here?” he asked of
the man who had served him.

The man wiped his greasy hands in his apron, and eyed him steadily.
“Are you in the com mer cial line?” he asked.
“No,” replied David.
“No?” re peated the man; then, notic ing the fur-lined coat which the

young man was putting on, he said, know ingly: “I thought not. You are in
the mu sic-all busi ness, I ex pect.”

David smiled, but made no other an swer.
“Ah! I thought so,” said the man. “You warnt sut thin’ swell, I ex pect?”
“I should like a nice place,” replied David.
“I thought so. Well, of course, ther’s publics enough, but they are not the

places wot you might care to stay at long.”
“No?”
“No, thet is, not as a gen eral thing. I tell you wot’ll be the thing for you,

guv’nor. There’s a Tem per ance ‘Otel not far from ’ere. Oh! you needn’t be
afeard, they’ll send out fer orl the drinks you want. They don’t keep no li- 
cense, but they’ve got an ar range ment with a pub for thet. You cawn’t miss
it, guv’nor. Just a lit tle way on the road, turn up by the ’Foun tain’ un til you
come to the ‘Vic,’ and there it is in front on yer. It’s a werry re spectable
plyce, and lots of nice peo ple stay there. You just tell Mrs. Dormer that
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Mr. Sam Vit ter sent yer, and she’ll treat you as though you was the Prince
ov Wiles and orl the Royal Fam’ly.”

“Thank you,” replied David, and left the hot, gross at mos phere of the
eat ing-house with a sigh of re lief.

He was not long in find ing the Tem per ance Ho tel, and was at once in tro- 
duced to Mrs. Dormer, who eyed him keenly. Ev i dently vis i tors of David’s
class were not com mon at her es tab lish ment.

“And ’ow long is it that yer wants ter st’y?” she asked.
“I should say a week,” replied the young man.
“And yer wants two rooms—a bed room and a dinin’ room,” she said,

slowly. “Well, I can give you a bed room, and, as it ‘ap pens, ther’s only one
bed in it, but as fer a pri vate dinin’ room, I cawn’t man age thet. All the
meals are served in this big’ room ’ere, for them as wants their meals in the
’ouse. I ’ave a good ta ble,” she con tin ued, “the best you’ll find for miles
around. For ev ery think I chawge a pound a week.” And she looked at him
in quir ingly.

“All right,” replied the young man. “I agree to that.”
“Paid in ad vance,” added Mrs. Dormer, with em pha sis.
“Ex actly,” replied David, putting a sov er eign on the ta ble. “I ex pect

you’ll wish to give me a re ceipt for this.”
“Yes,” said Mrs. Dormer, as though she felt sorry she had not asked

more, “I’ll give you a re ceipt, but, of course, there are hex trys.”
“What are they?”
“Well, beer, if it’s sent out for, and boot-clean ing, if you have ’em

cleaned, and sich like.”
“Oh, yes, I un der stand; and now, have you some one that I can send to

the sta tion for my bag?”
“Oh, yus, I ken ar range that,” said the woman quickly. “Well, that’s set- 

tled then?”
“Yes, that’s set tled,” replied David.
“Of course,” said Mrs. Dormer, “this is a re spectable ‘ouse, and no think

but re spectable peo ple come ’ere. And we don’t ’low no larks. I’ve bin’ ’ere
bet ter nor twenty year, and I’ve got my ker rick ter to mind.”

“Yes, yes, I un der stand,” said the young man; “that’s all right, and now
show me to my room. I want a wash.”

A lit tle later David Bar ing was on his way to 17, Wilmot Lane, for the
pur pose of speak ing to Emily Baker’s mother about her daugh ter’s fu ture,
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won der ing all the time why he took such an in ter est in the girl.
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12. Emily Baker’s Mother

THERE WAS NO DIF FI CULTY in find ing Wilmot Lane. Emily Baker had given
David Bar ing am ple di rec tions, and as the dis tance was not great, he was
not long in reach ing No. 17. It was a dreary dis trict. The houses all seemed
ex actly alike, all were uni form in size and form, and all pre sented the same
de press ing ap pear ance. In deed, all the houses in the neigh bor hood were ev i- 
dently built on one plan, and the pur pose of the builder was ap par ently to
get the great est pos si ble num ber of rooms in a given space, at the least pos- 
si ble cost. There was not the slight est at tempt at ar chi tec tural beauty. Ev ery- 
where was the same mo not o nous uni for mity, ev ery where the same long
lines of ug li ness.

At nearly each street cor ner was a pub lic-house, which threw its gar ish
light up the spa ces be tween the gloomy rows of houses; oth er wise, com par- 
a tive dark ness would have reigned. The street lamps were few and far apart;
the light they gave rather added to the gloom than dis pelled it.

Many of the houses in Wilmot Lane looked at first sight as though they
were un in hab ited; a closer in spec tion, how ever, re vealed the fact that lights
were burn ing in al most ev ery room. These lights, how ever, were dim and
sickly, most of them be ing given by cheap tal low can dles.

As Emily Baker had said, there was a gera nium in the win dow of the
first-floor of No. 17, and so David mounted the nar row, evil-smelling stair- 
way to wards Emily’s home. He soon saw that the houses in the streets were
larger than he imag ined, and it was ev i dent that each one was in hab ited by
many per sons. He heard the sound of voices, and the tramp of foot steps all
around him. He no ticed, too, that many cu ri ous eyes watched him as he
passed the nu mer ous doors.

“Come in,” was the re sponse which he heard, as he knocked at the door
of Mrs. Baker’s room. He there fore en tered, and for the first time in his life
be held the home of one of the com par a tively poor fam i lies in the East End
of Lon don.

The fur ni ture was, as may be imag ined, poor to a de gree, and con sisted
of two chairs, a rick ety ta ble, and a bed. On the ta ble was a tin can dle stick,
which held a cheap tal low can dle. In the room sat Emily Baker and her
mother. Both were ev i dently an tic i pat ing his visit, for there was a look of
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ex pectancy in their eyes; more over, they had both done their ut most in the
way of per sonal adorn ment. The girl had put on a clean white apron, and
had ar ranged her hair very be com ingly. The older woman had ev i dently dis- 
cov ered a dirty cap, with faded trim mings, which she doubt less thought
gave her the ap pear ance of gen til ity.

Mrs. Baker rose and curt sied as David en tered, while Emily va cated her
chair, and sat upon the bed.

“I’ve come as I promised, you see,” said David, as he ac cepted the prof- 
fered chair.

The girl nod ded ner vously, but gave no other an swer; the woman, on the
other hand, wel comed him in gush ing terms.

David was im me di ately struck by the dif fer ence be tween the mother and
daugh ter. The lat ter’s eyes were large, and at times lus trous; the for mer’s
small and shifty. The whole con tour of the two faces, more over, was dif fer- 
ent, nei ther was there any re sem blance be tween their way of speak ing. The
girl’s man ner was in de pen dent and a tri fle de fi ant, that of the woman was
cring ing.

“I am sure it’s a great ’on ner for us, that a gent like you should tike an
in ter est in Em’ly,” said the woman, as she looked stealth ily to wards David.

“Noth ing of the sort,” replied David. “Rather, it is kind of you not to re- 
sent my in ter fer ence.”

“Oh, don’t s’y so, sur. We tike it as a grite ’on ner for a rich gent like you,
fer no doubt you are a rich gent, to come like this to ’elp us.”

“We don’t want no ’elp, mother,” said Emily, who seemed even more de- 
fi ant than when David met her in the street. “All I want is good work. I
don’t say no think against Mr. Brewer, only when he don’t give me enough
to make a liv ing. I ain’t afraid of work, I ain’t, but we can’t live and pay
rent, and buy coals on less than ten shillin’ a week. I can work as fast as any
of ‘em, I can, and faster than most. You ask Mr. Brewer, and he’ll tell you
that lots on ’em can’t earn a shillin’ a day.”

“Yes, you’re a good gal, Em’ly,” said Mrs. Baker, “a werry good gal.
And I don’t want yer ter stay at Bar ton’s shop no longer. You’ll be able ter
git a pound a week up to the ‘Bar ley Sheaf,’ and p’raps some of yer grub as
well. I dessay, too, as ‘ow you’ll be able to bring ’ome a drink now and then
as well. Any how, as yer kno’, I cawn’t work, and I cawn’t do with out fire,
and I cawn’t do with out my beer, and as you kno’, Em’ly, the doc tor sed as
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‘ow I ort to ’ave my three penno’th o’ gin ev ery night, he did. And wot with
coal at four teen pence a hun dred, it cawn’t be done.”

The woman kept look ing at David furtively, while she spoke, as though
she wanted to di vine what was pass ing in the young man’s mind.

“What would you like to do, Emily?” asked David. “Sup pos ing you had
a friend who could help you to start some busi ness, what would you like to
do?”

The young man spoke stam mer ingly, for he was much in doubt as to
what he should sug gest. He had no def i nite plan as to how he might help the
girl in whom he had be come so sud denly in ter ested, and, be ing en tirely ig- 
no rant of the var i ous ways by which a liveli hood could be earned in
Whitechapel, he was ut terly un able to make sug ges tions.

“Like?” said the girl, “like? I know what I would like.”
“You’d like to be a lydy, Em’ly, my dear,” broke in Mrs. Baker with a

gig gle, “and I of ten say as ‘ow a nice-lookin’ gal like you ought to be a
lydy. You wos cut out fer it.”

“No, mother,” said the girl, “I wasn’t brought up like a lady, and I know
it. I’ve seen real ladies, and I know. What I would like would be to ‘ave a
shop of my own. I can do dress makin’, I can, and I would like to be a dress- 
maker, and ’ave a good re spectable con nec tion.”

“I’d rather see you a lydy,” said the woman. “You’d al lus be ible to dress
your pore mother in a silk gown then. I know what dress mak ing is, and near
you would ‘ave to cut it, even if you ’ad a good start; and you kno’ the doc- 
tor said as ‘ow I must on no ac count go with out my three penno’th of gin
afore goin’ to bed. And three penno’th is lit tle enough, as any body knows.
I’m sorry we cawn’t of fer you no think to drink, sir, but be ing so poor, ‘avin’
come down in the world, I’m not ible.”

“Thank you,” said David. “I don’t re quire any thing to drink. I sim ply
called to see if I could ren der any as sis tance.”

“God bless you, sir,” whined the woman, “and it’s werry kind of you.
You see ’ow poor we are, sir, and we ain’t got a bit of coal to mike up a bet- 
ter fire.”

David looked at the grate, and saw a few dy ing em bers.
“Heaven knows the room is dreary enough,” thought the young man. “If

such peo ple drift to wrong-do ing there is lit tle won der.”
“But we ’ave al lus kept our selves re spectable,” con tin ued the woman,

who seemed de ter mined to do the lion’s share of talk ing, “and we’ve al lus
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’ad a room to our selves. If we ’ad took in lodgers, as I wanted, we might
’ave bin bet ter off.”

The woman did not seem to be long al to gether to the lower or ders of the
peo ple. Now and again her words sug gested the re mains of re spectabil ity. It
was pos si ble that she might at one time have been bet ter off.

“Well,” went on David, ut terly at a loss what to say, “if you can sug gest
some thing fea si ble, I shall be glad to ren der some lit tle as sis tance.”

The woman rose with great alacrity, and took a jug from a lit tle cup- 
board.

“Emily, my dear, I want you,” she said, and she led the way to the land- 
ing out side the door. The girl re luc tantly fol lowed, and David was left for a
minute alone in the room. He could not help hear ing a whis pered al ter ca tion
be tween the two, how ever, and he won dered what they were talk ing about.
A few min utes later the woman re turned alone.

“Where is your daugh ter?” asked David.
“Oh, she’s only gone out on a lit tle er rand for me,” was the re ply. “She’ll

soon be back. She’s a good gal, is Emily, and it’s a ‘ard life she’s ’ad to live.
It was all right while my pore ’us band was alive. He was a lawyer’s clerk in
Mile End Road, he was, and got good wage. He had Emily learnt ’dress- 
makin’, he did. If he’d lived, it ‘ud ’ave been all right. Emily can’t stand so
much ’ard work, thet’s w’y I ad vised her to go to the ’Bar ley Sheaf.’ It was
my pore ’us band as ’ad her learned ’ow to pl’y the pi anner.”

David did not re ply. Some how he felt that the at mos phere of the room
was dif fer ent now that the girl was gone.

“Oh, yes, she’s a good clever gal, an’ ‘an’some, too; that’s no s’yin’ no- 
think against it. She might ‘ave ’ad plenty of sweet hearts, she might, but
Emily was praad, and wouldn’t ’ave nothin’ to say to ‘em. Emily could git
mer rid enny day, she could, and give ’er mother a good ’ome. But she isn’t
one for sweet hearts, and she don’t st’y out late at night, she don’t, nor no- 
think of thet sort. W’y, al tho’ she’s ’ad ’eaps of chances, Emily’s never ’ad
no sweet heart, she ’asn’t.”

“I’m very glad,” replied David.
“She wos cut out for a lydy, she was, there’s no daat abaat it. You can

see thet, who is a gent yer self, sir, and I’m werry glad you’ve seen ’er with
yer own eyes, sir.”

David did not like the woman. He had a sus pi cion that she had been
drink ing, and he was not pleased at her send ing Emily out. More over, the
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dif fer ence be tween the two be came more and more im pressed upon him.
Why was there such a dis par ity? The woman’s eyes were evil, her thoughts
were evil; he was sure of it. What made the child so un like her par ent?

“Is Emily your own child?” he asked abruptly.
“My own child? Why, yes. Whose child should she be, if she ain’t mine,

I should like ter know?”
“Have you al ways lived in Whitechapel?”
“Al lus, al lus,” replied the woman with averted eyes. “And since my pore

’us band died, oh, ’ow I’ve slyved for thet gal! Ah, it’s been a ’awd life fer
me.”

“Your hus band was a lawyer’s clerk, you say?”
“Yus, he wos, and he know’d more than Mr. Crowle, the lawyer who

em ployed him, he did. All! it wos a loss for me when my pore ’us band died.
It’s been such a chynge, such a chynge.”

The woman be gan to whim per, while David made a men tal note that he
would call and see Mr. Crowle the lawyer, who lived in Mile End Road.

“Where have you sent your daugh ter?” he asked.
“Oh, only a lit tle w’y along the road. You needn’t be afeard, sir, you

needn’t be afeard; Emily don’t ’ave no sweet hearts; in fact, she ain’t got no
pals at all. And she knows ’ow to take keer on ’er self.”

“Still, it’s late for a young girl like her to be alone in the streets of
Whitechapel,” said the young man. He was ut terly ig no rant of the life all
around him, and was for get ful of the fact of the thou sands of girls of all
ages who went un pro tected along the streets.

“Oh, she’s orl right—she’s orl right,” replied the woman. “The truth is,
sir, she’s gone up to the ‘Bar ley Sheaf.’”

“The ‘Bar ley Sheaf’?”
“Yus; she’s took a jug with ‘er. I thought as ’ow Mr. Beel would give her

some ale, seein’ as ’ow she’s been there about the place. And she’s go ing to
tell ’im that she’ll call again to mor row to set tle up the job one way or the
other. Of course, I know’d all the time that you’d do sut think ’an some.”

David be came more and more un com fort able. He did not like the way
the woman spoke, nei ther could he un der stand Emily be ing sent out in the
way she was.

“I’ll come back again in an hour or so,” he said, ris ing to his feet.
“Oh, you will, will you?” said the woman. “Why, you ain’t a-told me no- 

think of what you think o’ doin’ for Emily.”
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“No, I’ll tell you when I come back again,” he said. “We’ll dis cuss the
mat ter when Emily is here.”

The woman gave him a cun ning look. At first she seemed as though she
would be an gry, but presently, think ing bet ter of it, con tin ued in her for mer
tone of voice—

“Oh, yes, sir; per haps you can tell bet ter when Emily is here, per haps
you can. You’re sure you’ll come back?”

“Oh, yes, I’ll come back. I shall make up my mind about the mat ter.”
The woman still con tin ued to leer at him with her cun ning eyes. Ev i- 

dently she had not quite made up her mind about him.
“Ah, then, no doubt you can give me a tri fle to buy a mite ov firin’. It’s

werry cold, an’ I ain’t got a penny in the ’ouse.”
David gave her some pieces of sil ver and left the house.
“I’m afraid I’m mak ing an ass of my self,” he said, as he walked along

the dark, cheer less street. “She’s a bad woman, and she’s been drink ing, too.
I’m afraid I shall do no good by go ing there again. And yet the girl is a
good girl—of that I am sure.”

He made his way out into the main road, and be came at once im pressed
with the change which had passed over the neigh bor hood. Whitechapel
Road was far more crowded, and there was far more noise than in the day- 
time. Droves of youths and girls thronged the side walks, the pub lic-houses
were filled with men and women, boys and girls. Coster mon gers’ [fruit sell- 
ers’] bar rows lined the way, butch ers were shout ing to peo ple as they
passed to come and buy their meat; on ev ery hand was a great mass of
seething life. The whole street pre sented as great a dif fer ence from the West
End of Lon don as the life of Eng land is dif fer ent from that of Spain or the
Ori ent. Squalor and poverty was ev ery where, and yet the bus tle of the
streets was more to be de sired than the dingy room from which he had just
come.

One thing, how ever, im pressed him more than all else. It was that
Whitechapel was a great mar ket. Ev ery thing was on sale, ev ery thing was a
mat ter of sup ply and de mand; if there was no de mand, the great busi ness of
a cer tain por tion of the com mu nity was to cre ate it. Ev ery shop keeper kept
open his shop to make money; the thou sands who toiled in the dark. toiled
to make money; the coster mon gers who shouted shouted, to make money.
He saw flar ing ad ver tise ments con cern ing cer tain cu riosi ties which were on
ex hi bi tion. Fat men, fat women and skele tons, gi ants and dwarfs, were all
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there to be seen for money. Con jur ers were there, ready to show their tricks
for money. Strong men all waited to show their strength for money. All
along the thor ough fare were glar ing pub lic-houses: all who had money—
and would spend it—were Wel come; beg gars were ev ery where who wanted
money. Poor down-trod den wretches were there ready to sac ri fice honor
and virtue for money. The same thing ob tained in Pic cadilly—in Re gent
Street—but the fact never struck him so forcibly as here in Whitechapel.

There was plenty of food on sale. Food for the body, food for the eyes,
food for the pas sions—all on sale. Money was the open sesame to ev ery- 
thing.

Al most un con scious of what he was do ing, he threaded his way through
the peo ple to wards the “Bar ley Sheaf.” In spite of him self he was drawn to
the spot where he be lieved Emily Baker had gone. The place was bril liantly
lighted, and from the sounds which es caped through the con stantly open ing
doors, he knew that many peo ple were within. A few hours ear lier, when he
had called, it was com par a tively empty; now busi ness was in full swing.
Men and women had fin ished their day’s work in the fac to ries, the work- 
shops, the docks, and the streets, and now they were able “to en joy them- 
selves.”

David opened the door of the pri vate bar, and en tered. He looked around
ea gerly, but he could not see Emily. He saw the land lord, how ever, who rec- 
og nized him im me di ately.

“Oh, you are the bloke who is tryin’ to keep Emily Baker from comin’
’ere, aw ya?” he said. “Toffs like you should keep to the West End, guv’nor.
Let us keep to our selves.”

Be fore David could re ply, there was a great noise of the shuf fling of feet,
the shout of laugh ter, in the next com part ment. Above these sounds, how- 
ever, was a cry,— a woman’s ag o nized cry.

A minute later David en tered the room, and saw Emily Baker strug gling
in the arms of a huge fel low, who looked like a brewer’s dray man.

“Thet’s it, Bill,” shouted the crowd, “you kiss ’er— you kiss ’er.”
“No,” cried oth ers, “’e cawn’t. She won’t let ’im.”
David saw that the girl’s face was flushed with anger and shame, while

the stal wart carter was mas ter ing her lit tle by lit tle, in spite of her fran tic
strug gles.

The tap-room loungers doubt less re garded the whole episode as in no cent
fun. There was noth ing un com mon in the fact of a man kiss ing a girl in a
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pub lic-house; but David was mad dened at the sight of the carter bring ing
his thick coarse lips closer and closer to the girl’s face. The crowd watched
the scene good-hu moredly. It was a pleas ant episode in their evening’s en- 
ter tain ment, and they laughed and cheered at the girl’s op po si tion.

For a mo ment David knew not what to do; but when he saw that Emily
was com pletely at the carter’s mercy, and that the crowd laughed as they
saw him about to kiss her, he rushed for ward, and an grily pulled him away.

A minute later the young man was the cen tral fig ure in a pub lic-house
brawl.
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13. Who Was Emily Baker?

HAD ANY ONE TOLD David Bar ing, a few hours be fore, that he would that
night be one of the chief ac tors in a pub lic-house brawl, he would have
laughed at his in for mant, and per haps have told him that he was a fit can di- 
date for a lu natic asy lum. Yet such was the case. He, who had the Eng lish
gen tle man’s ha tred of par tic i pat ing in a vul gar scene, heard an gry threats on
ev ery hand, while the dray man, whom he had flung against the wall with no
very gen tle hand, was ev i dently pre par ing to have his re venge for the in sult
he had re ceived. But David had no fear. The healthy ath lete sel dom has. He
was re puted to be one of the best box ers in his col lege at Cam bridge; he had
a cool head and steady nerves, and did not at all trou ble about the at tack of
the man, who, al though thick-set and strong, was clumsy, and. ap par ently
ig no rant of the sci ence of self-de fense.

For some min utes the place was in a great up roar, and lan guage was
poured forth the like of which David never thought could be used by men
and women. Some of the by standers sided with the dray man, while oth ers,
hop ing David would stand treat, took his part. David, who saw that no good
could be done by re main ing there, and dread ing the in ter fer ence of the po- 
lice, at length made a pro posal to meet the dray man at a more con ve nient
place, and said that, mean while, he was pre pared to leave a sov er eign with
the land lord for the good of his cus tomers.

For a sec ond the in cli na tion of the crowd was di vided. They liked the
idea of “drinks all round,” but they also loved to see a fight. There was a
back yard to the “Bar ley Sheaf,” and some sug gested that they should go
and fight it out. How the mat ter would have turned out it is dif fi cult to say,
had not a young woman come in at that mo ment, and changed the whole
course of events.

“Bill,” she cried to the carter, “Bill, mother’s dyin’; the doc tor’s give ’er
up, and she wornts to speak to yer.”

“They said she was dyin’ last night,” said Bill; “she’ll get over it like she
did then.”

“No, she won’t,” said the girl. “She’s gawspin’ fer life now. Come ’ome,
Bill, do.”
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Bill stood un de cided. He still longed to re sent the rough han dling which
he had re ceived at David’s hands, while a dull sense of duty prompted him
to go home.

“Look here, Bill,” said David, “I have noth ing against you, and I don’t
wish to quar rel. Still, if you in sist on fight ing, we had bet ter put it off to an- 
other time; mean while, here is some thing for you to take home.”

“Yus, but you’re tryin’ to take away a gal I wants from me,” said the
carter.

“Not a bit of it,” replied David. “And even if I am, a good-look ing fel- 
low like you can al ways get plenty of girlls.” Bill’s hand clasped over the
money David gave to him, and a look of in de ci sion came into his eyes.

“Come ’ome, Bill, come ’ome,” cried the girl.
“Well, an other time then,” cried the carter, as he went un will ingly to- 

wards the door. “I’ve spot ted yer, so I’ll ’ave it aat with yer an other time.”
A few min utes later David was walk ing along the road with Emily Baker

by his side.
“He’ll kill you,” said the girl.
“No, he’ll not,” an swered David, with a laugh. “He’ll soon for get his

anger. But, tell me, Emily, do you of ten go to such places?”
“No,” said the girl, ea gerly, “I don’t. When I go I al ways go into the bot- 

tle and jug de part ment to get a drink for mother; and then I go, ’cause if I
don’t, mother—”

The girl stopped as if ashamed to fin ish the sen tence, but David un der- 
stood. From what he had seen of the woman her self, and from what he had
gath ered from the loafers at the “Bar ley Sheaf,” he knew Emily Baker’s
mother was a drunk ard, and that it was at her in sti ga tion the girl had gone to
the land lord to try and get the place as pi ano player.

“Your mother drinks more than is good for her, I am afraid,” said David.
“It’s on ac count of fa ther’s death,” said Emily. “She gets so down-

hearted if she don’t have some thing. We could live all right but for that.
She’ll be all right tonight, ’cause she ain’t got no money. But—but—”
Again the girl lapsed into si lence.

“Emily,” said David, “I mean kindly by you, and I should like to help
you. Could I help you to set up as a dress maker, or some thing?”

“Why should you?” said the girl sus pi ciously.
David did not re ply, for, in deed, he did not know why he should.
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“I want to live a re spectable life,” she con tin ued, “and it’s very hard, and
I only want what I can earn ‘on estly. Thet’s all. And I’m much obliged to
you for stop pin’ Bill Bray from kissin’ me.”

There was a touch of real re fine ment in the girl’s words, and to the
young man they re vealed a pure, un sul lied na ture. This in flu enced David,
and made him more than ever de sirous of help ing her.

“Emily,” he said kindly, “I should like to help you, just as I should like a
sis ter of my own to be helped if she were sit u ated as you are. Don’t go to
that place again, my girl, and think, if you can, how I can best serve you.
I’ll call at your house again to mor row, and by that time I shall, per haps,
have set tled on some thing. You are nearly home now. Good night!”

“Good night,” and the girl looked up with strange, yearn ing eyes.
“You’re not go ing home with me, then?”

“I think I’d bet ter not, Emily, but you just think over what I’ve said. I’ll
call to mor row.”

When he awoke next morn ing his first thought was of Emily Baker. He
pic tured the girl’s re fined and al most beau ti ful face; he thought with a sigh
of the hard and de spair ing look which some times shone from her eyes; he
re mem bered the evil face, and the shifty-look ing eyes of her mother. Why
should he trou ble? He had nar rowly es caped a brawl with a brewer’s dray- 
man the pre vi ous night on ac count of his in ter est in her. In deed, why should
he stay longer in the East End at all? He had now seen Whitechapel, where
his un cle had made his money, and as far as he could judge his visit had
done no good. Af ter all, the place was not so bad. Whitechapel Road, Mile
End Road, Bur dett Road, and Com mer cial Road were fine thor ough fares—
as fine al most as any in Lon don. It is true that the streets at the back were
very bad. He knew that they were over run with peo ple of the most un- 
scrupu lous char ac ter; but what of all that? He could not help it. His un cle
had made much money. Well, why not? Why could he not en joy the wealth
which had law fully come to him? He need not stay at Mal pas Tow ers. He
could take rooms at a Lon don ho tel, or he could travel. Sup pos ing Nora
Brent wood was heart less, and cared only for his wealth and po si tion? It
need not af fect him. He was young, and he loved beau ti ful places and beau- 
ti ful things. Paris, Berlin, Vi enna, Madrid—in deed, all the great cap i tals of
Eu rope were open to him; then why make a fool of him self by stay ing at an
un com fort able lodg ing-house in Whitechapel?
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And yet, he did not make up his mind to leave the neigh bor hood. At
least he would stay a few days, and see some thing more of the way in
which the peo ple lived. Be sides, he had made up his mind to call on
Mr. Crowle, the lawyer for whom Emily Baker’s fa ther had worked; he had
de ter mined to see how the wealth which he pos sessed had been made.

Mr. Crowle lived in Mile End Road, and was re garded as the poor man’s
lawyer. Whether he had a lu cra tive busi ness or not, I do not know; of this,
how ever, I am cer tain, he did not al low David to wait long for him, af ter the
young man had sent in his name.

The lawyer was a bul let-headed man, with a short thick neck. His hair
was short and bristly, his face was rather red, his eyes were small but pierc- 
ing. Mr. Crowle gave one the im pres sion that those quick weasel-like eyes
of his were al ways open to the main chance.

Yes, it was true that Jim Baker had been a handy man of his, and that he
had died a cou ple of years be fore.

“Was he a de cent fel low?” asked David.
“Yes, he was,” replied the lawyer. “Not over bril liant, but still a good fel- 

low.”
“Could you tell me what he looked like?” asked David. “Was he short or

tall—had he the ap pear ance of a gen tle man?”
“The ap pear ance of a gen tle man?” re peated Mr. Crowle, with a laugh.

“Not much, I reckon. Why, I be lieve I have a pho to graph of him some- 
where. He had it took at Mar gate the year be fore he died. Yes, here it is.”

David looked at it keenly. It was the pic ture of a shabby-gen teel fourth-
rate clerk. It was the ex act like ness of a man who would go to Mar gate for
his hol i days, and stand eat ing win kles and whelks at the stalls along the
prom e nade. The man was by no means ill-look ing; nev er the less, his face
was that of an ut terly com mon place East-en der.

“Did you, or do you, know Baker’s wife?” asked David.
“No,” replied the lawyer, scru ti niz ing the young man keenly. “I didn’t,

nor don’t, know his wife; but from what he told me, and from what oth ers
have told me, she was what the peo ple around here call a ’reg’lar bad ’un.”

“How long did you know him?” asked the young man.
“Oh, I should say about fif teen years.”
“There is a daugh ter called Emily?” re marked the young man, rather

awk wardly.
“Yes, I sup pose so,” and the lawyer con tin ued to watch him closely.
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“I sup pose she is re ally the daugh ter of this man and this woman?”
“What makes you think so?”
The lawyer said this sharply, and his eyes twin kled with ea ger ness. He

had im me di ately con jec tured that this young man might have a pur pose be- 
yond the or di nary in in quir ing about his late clerk’s fam ily.

“Well, she lives with the woman Baker,” replied David.
“Yes, she lives with the woman Baker, and calls her ‘mother,’ at least I

sup pose so. But that don’t go for much. Look here, young sir, have you any
spe cial in ter est in this girl? Have you any knowl edge of her?”

“No, none at all,” replied David, “none at all. But I should like to know
some thing about her for all that.”

“Sweet heart of yours?”
“No, noth ing of the sort.”
“Then why do you in quire?”
“I am in ter ested; that is all. Do you know any thing about the an tecedents

of the girl? If you do, I am will ing to pay you for the in for ma tion.”
“All I know is this,” replied the lawyer, like one try ing to re call some

far-back rec ol lec tions: “Jim Baker used to say some times that he hoped for
bet ter days, and that he had some body he was tak ing care of who would pay
him well some day. An other time I heard him say that he had no child of his
own. But we don’t take much no tice of them tales,” con tin ued the lawyer,
af ter a pause, “we hear so many of them. Per son ally, I shouldn’t think the
woman Baker is the girl’s mother.”

“I thought not,” replied David.
“Why?” asked Mr. Crowle, sharply.
“Be cause they are so ut terly dis sim i lar. The girl ev i dently be longs to a

dif fer ent world.”
“Would you like me to find out?” asked “the lawyer.”I’ll do it cheap."
“Could you?” asked David, ea gerly.
“Could I?” re peated the poor man’s lawyer. “Couldn’t I rather! I’d do it

for a fi’ pun’ note.”
“Thank you,” replied the young man. Then he hes i tated. “If I wish you

to do this, I’ll call again. Mean while, here is some thing for your trou ble.”
Mr. Crowle picked up the piece of gold ea gerly.
“Thank you, sir,” he said. “You couldn’t come to a bet ter man nor me.

There is no lawyer in these parts as knows more about the peo ple and their
do ings than I do. Look in again, sir, look in again.”
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When David left Mr. Crowle’s of fice in Mile End Road he felt more than
ever in ter ested in the wel fare of Emily Baker. He fully be lieved there was
some mys tery in the girl’s life. Pos si bly she might be a gen tle man’s daugh- 
ter. If so, the re fine ment of her face, and the mod esty of her de meanor, was
ac counted for. The thought made the neigh bor hood ap pear more in ter est ing,
for it had stirred the love for ro mance in the young man’s heart. Be sides, the
mem ory of the girl’s eyes pleaded with him. She was so lonely, so un cared
for, and yet ap par ently she had kept her life pure and un sul lied in spite of
evil sur round ings.

David Bar ing made his way to 17, Wilmot Lane, with a quick ened pulse
and an ea ger step.

“At any rate, I can do no harm by try ing to find out,” he so lil o quized.
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14. Try ing To Help

“COME IN.”
This was the re sponse to David’s knock.
He opened the door and en tered the room. To his dis ap point ment Emily

was not there. Mrs. Baker, how ever, met him with a half-drunken gig gle.
She was re clin ing on the bed, while at her side was the ta ble which she had
dragged up, on which was a bot tle of spir its and a cracked glass.

“Oh! you’ve come, ’ave yer?” said the woman.
“Yes; where’s Emily?”
“W’ere is she! W’ere coo’d she be, I’d like ter kno’? She’s gone ter

Mr. Brewer fer work, she is; ‘ow else could we live, an’ me so poorly? It’s
orl werry well for you ter go around up set tin’ of peo ple’s minds, it is, and
keepin’ from get tin’ a re spectable livin’, like a young lydy should. Now
she’s got ter work at ‘er sewin’ ag’in,” and then the woman burst forth with
an oath.

“You’re drunk.”
“Ow, drunk, am I? And wot if I am?”
“You have spent the money I gave you in drink,” said David.
“An ‘oo wouldn’t? Did yer tyke me for a cu rate, or a Salvyshin Awmy

Capt ing? What ’ud be come of me, I shu’d like ter kno’, if I ’adn’t a drop of
gin when I gits the spasms?”

The woman was half mad with the spir its she had taken, and David, dis- 
gusted with the scene, was about to leave the house when Emily en tered. A
flush mounted the girl’s cheeks as she saw him—a flush which at once sug- 
gested shame and sur prise.

“I didn’t ex pect to see you again,” said the girl.
“Why not? I promised.”
“What are prom ises?” said the girl. Then she con tin ued, “You gave

mother money last night. You shouldn’t have done it. She’s been drunk al- 
most ever since.”

“Shouldn’t ’ee?” cried the woman. “Oh, you un grate ful young ‘ussy, and
af ter orl I’ve suf fered for yer! You be grudge me a drop of gin when the doc- 
tor said with ’is own lips, ’Mrs. Baker,’ ses ‘ee, ’nothin’ ‘ll kep yer alive
but good gin, and good whiskey.’”
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“Be quiet, mother,” said the girl.
“I shawn’t be quiet, I shawn’t. Oh, I kno’ you’re mad ’cause you’ve ’ad

to go ter Mr. Brewer’s fer work. Well, it’s orl this swell’s doin’s; but for ’im
you’d ’ad a nice plyce—a plyce fit fer a lydy.”

“Do you want to speak to me?” said Emily to David. “Is there any thing
you want to tell me?”

“Yes,” said David.
“Then let’s go out,” said the girl. “It isn’t rainin’ to day, and it’ll be quiet

in Vic to ria Park.”
“Yes,” replied the young man, “let us get out of this.”
There was a hun gry, de spair ing look in the girl’s eyes. She seemed to

have strangely aged since the pre vi ous night. They walked out into the
street, and then David no ticed that her face be came deathly pale, and she al- 
most stag gered as she walked.

“What is the mat ter, Emily? Are you ill?”
“I feel faint,” said the girl. “I ex pect it’s be cause I didn’t have no break- 

fast.”
“No break fast!” cried David. “Come, here is a place where you can get

some thing.”
“No,” said Emily, “I ain’t got no money.”
“That does not mat ter. I will pay for you.”
“No,” she replied sul lenly, “I don’t want no body to give me things. I can

work for ’em.”
“But you can let me lend you a shilling. When you are bet ter off you can

pay me back.”
The girl looked at the shop at which they stood, ea gerly scan ning the eat- 

a bles ex posed for sale. Then na ture over came her scru ples, and she yielded.
A few min utes later she looked mere like her self again, and walked quite
briskly by the young man’s side. But she said noth ing un til, presently, they
reached Vic to ria Park. Ev i dently she had been think ing deeply while they
walked, for no sooner. did they reach a seat in the Park than she said,
harshly:

“It’s no use, you can’t help me.”
“Oh, yes, I can. I’ve been think ing of a plan.”
“No, you can’t. You’ve seen mother. I wasn’t goin’ to tell you noth ing

about her; but you have seen for your self. I could man age if she was sober;
but she’s nearly al ways drunk. She drinks ev ery penny I can earn. I ex pect
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we shall be turned out of our room to mor row. She hunted my pock ets while
I was asleep, and drank the money I was goin’ to pay the rent with.”

She spoke harshly, de fi antly. Ev i dently she was in de spair.
“Be sides, why should you? You ain’t noth ing to us. I’d go in ser vice, but

for mother, I would; but what can I do?”
In spite of him self David felt the Quixotic na ture of his en ter prise. Af ter

all, what could he do? An ig no rant girl and a drunken mother, how could he
help them?

“You’ve learnt dress mak ing, haven’t you, Emily?” he asked, presently.
“Yes; but what’s the good of it?”
“But if I got you a good place, a nice re spectable place, with good

wages?”
“What’s the good of it? There’s mother.”
“But if I could ar range for her some how?”
Emily Baker shook her head.
“I don’t let her have money if I can help it,” she went on, presently, “and

you oughtn’t to have given it to her last night. But then you didn’t know.
Still, it’s all gone now, and I ex pect she’ll be sober by tonight.”

“But if I could get you a good place, Emily, and send your mother to
some es tab lish ment where she’d be well looked af ter, what then?”

The girl looked at him ea gerly, for the idea seemed pleas ant to her. This
was only for a mo ment, how ever.

“She wouldn’t go to no such place,” she said. “She won’t go nowhere
where she can’t get her drink. Be sides, she’s my mother af ter all, and if I
don’t stand by her, no body knows what she’d do.”

“Do you love her?” asked David.
“No,” said the girl, qui etly, “I don’t; but then she is my mother, and it

’ud be mean to leave her.”
There was hero ism in the an swer, and David could not help be ing moved

by the look in her eyes.
“No,” she con tin ued, “I must rub on some how. I shall man age.” But

even as she spoke she wiped the tears from her eyes.
“Why did you in ter fere?” she went on. “I shu’d ‘a’ gone to the ‘Bar ley

Sheaf’ but for you; then I should ’ave had an eas ier place, and more
money.”

“Do you wish you had gone?” asked David.
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The girl looked at him steadily. “No, I don’t,” she an swered, “but it’s no
busi ness of yours, and I’m a fool for talk ing to you now.”

“No, you are not, Emily,” replied David. “I should re ally like to help
you, and I think still that the plan I’ve sug gested is a good one.”

“It can’t be,” said the girl, doggedly. “She’s a bad ’un, but I can’t leave
her. I must go back now. No, you mustn’t go with me. It’s no use,” and the
young man saw the look of de spair in her eyes.

“Well, let me do this,” said David. “Let me lend you a sov er eign, and
then when I’ve got you a bet ter place you can pay me back in your own
time.”

“Are you sure you can get me a bet ter place?”
“Quite sure.”
“Who are you? Tell me your name,” she cried.
“I’ll tell you some day,” said David. “I don’t pre tend to be a sweet heart,

nor any thing of that sort, I only want to help you.”
“You mean it, so help you God?” said the girl. Reared as she had been, it

seemed to her that some kind of oath was nec es sary.
“So help me God,” re peated David, “I de sire only to help you.”
“Then I’ll bor row the money, and I’ll work like a slave to pay it back.

When shall I hear about the place?”
“Tonight,” said David.
“Where?”
“I’ll call at your room.”
“No, not there—not there,” the girl seemed ashamed.
“Where, then?” asked the young man.
“I don’t know,” and she walked away with out an other word, while the

young man watched her re treat ing fig ure, un til presently she min gled with
peo ple in the street.

It was now noon, and al though only a few clouds hung in the sky it was
bit terly cold. The young fel low saw the thou sands of peo ple, who he knew
must have what the peo ple called “a hand-to-mouth ex is tence.” He wan- 
dered through street af ter street, and still dirt, squalor, wretched ness, and
vice ev ery where met his gaze. What could be done to clear this great
cesspool? The main streets, the great thor ough fares, looked pros per ous
enough; it was in those side streets, back from the gaze of the throng ing’
crowd, that he be held such ter ri ble ev i dence of want and degra da tion.
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Presently he saw a woman stand ing at a street cor ner, off Mile End
Road, sell ing matches. As he passed her the clock of a neigh bor ing church
struck one.

“Only one o’clock,” said the woman, with a shud der. “My Gawd!”
She looked at the few cop pers she had gained by sell ing matches; then,

with an other shud der, went to wards a pub lic-house that stood near, and en- 
tered.

David watched her with a wist ful look in his eyes. “Sup pos ing I were
cold, and mis er able, and starv ing,” he thought; “sup pos ing I had no home,
no name, no rep u ta tion, and I had a few cop pers in my pocket, and knew
that a glass of spir its would warm me, what should I do?”

He turned and walked along Mile End Road to wards Whitechapel Road.
He had not gone far when he saw a flar ing an nounce ment. It was to the ef- 
fect that a de bate on So cial ism would be held in the As sem bly Rooms of
the Work ing Men’s Club, and that all par tic u lars could be gained from the
Sec re tary, George Jenk ins, whose ad dress was given.

“George Jenk ins?” said David to him self; “surely I know the name.”
He hes i tated a sec ond, and then he re mem bered. George Jenk ins was the

name of the man who had called at Mal pas Tow ers soon af ter he had in her- 
ited his for tune.

“It will be in ter est ing to see him,” he thought. “I will call on him.”
A few min utes later he stood in a lit tle room, the walls of which were

cov ered with flar ing plac ards. David read them be cause they were sug ges- 
tive of the state of mind among a vast por tion of the com mu nity. Each one
of them ex pressed the same thought in dif fer ent ways. The fol low ing was a
sam ple of the whole:—

“So cial ism our only hope.”
“We refuse char ity, but we de mand jus tice.”
“Who makes the wealth of the land? The work ers. There fore the work ers

should have their fair share in that wealth.”
“Who sucks the blood of the peo ple? The rich idlers and land lords.

There fore, we must make the idlers work, and re form the land laws.”
“If ev ery able-bod ied man and woman in Eng land were to work, all that

is now done, could be done by each one work ing three hours a day. And yet
thou sands work six teen and eigh teen hours out of twenty-four on star va tion
wages. Work ers, shall we stand this?”



110

And so on. As the young man looked, he felt al most like a cul prit. Dur- 
ing the few days be fore leav ing Mal pas Tow ers, he had read a great deal of
the writ ings of Tol stoy, and John Ruskin, and William Mor ris. These men
had, in other ways, said prac ti cally the same thing. In a sense, this also ac- 
corded with Lang ford’s views.

While he read, George Jenk ins came into the room. David rec og nized
him at once as the man who had called on him some months be fore.

“I seem to know you, some how,” said Jenk ins.
“Very likely,” said David.
“Any how, what can I do for you?” and George Jenk ins eyed him

steadily.
“I want you to get work for a re spectable girl as a dress maker,” replied

David.
“Ask me an other,” replied Jenk ins, with a wink. “Why, you might as

well think to get in ter the ’Ome Sek itry’s of fice at ten quid a week as to get
a gal a good job just now. Who is this gal? Where does she come from?
Where did she learn her trade?”

“Let me put it in this way,” said David. “Do you know ’of a dress maker
who does a good busi ness?”

“Oh, yus, I knows a dozen.”
“Well, I want you to in tro duce me to one of them.”
“In trodoose yer? W’y, I don’t kno’ yer.”
“Yes, you do,” replied the young man.
“By gosh!” said George Jenk ins, af ter look ing at him again, “you’re the

toff wot’s come into old David Bar ton’s money. Wot ’ave you come ’ere
for?”

“You gave me your ad dress and told me to call,” replied the young man.
George Jenk ins looked at his watch. “I’m goin’ ter git some grub,” he

said.
“I’ll go with you,” re sponded David. “I want a chat with you.”
“That sky pi lot said as ’aa you wos a sen si ble chap, and that you ’ad a

con science,” re marked George Jenk ins, like one mus ing.
A few min utes later the two sat down to gether at the ta ble of a

Whitechapel eat ing-house. Be fore each of them was a steam ing plate of
stew, which George Jenk ins ate with great hearti ness.

“I see you are the sec re tary of the So ci ety of So cial ists,” said David,
presently.



111

Jenk ins nod ded.
“Do you like the work?”
“Only mid dlin’.”
“Why?”
“It’s ‘ope less, mis ter, sim ply ’ope less, that’s wot it is. I know I’m talkin’

’eresy, but it’s ’ope less.”
“Why do you say so?”
“Kin a boy ten year old knock daan St. Paul’s Cathe dral with a pop gun?”

asked George Jenk ins. “Kin a woman with a baby in ‘er awms break in ter
the Bank o’ Eng land?”

“I sup pose not.”
“You s’pose not, and so do I. We are ram min’ our ‘eads against a stone

wall, thet’s wot we’re doin’. You’re a toff, thet’s wot you are. Wot I wants
ter kno’ is, ‘ow is our work likely to af fect the likes o’ you?”

“I don’t know. Per haps a great deal.”
“And p’raps not at all. I’ve lived in Whitechapel all my life, I ‘ave, and I

knows ev ery inch of the ground for miles araand. I’ve been on the So cial is- 
tic tack for many years, and I speaks wot I knows. We’re sim ply beatin’ the
air, that’s wot we’re doin’.”

“How is that?”
“You’re a sen si ble chap, as that par son said, and so I tell yer. I’ve come

ter the con clu sion that you cawn’t up lift any body by meetin’ force with
force.”

“No? But give an ex am ple of what you mean.”
“So cial ism may be right, but it cawn’t be done, sir, it cawn’t be done.

Yer see, it’s this way: So cial ism means an equal dis tri bu tion of the na tion’s
wealth. Well, at present the wealth is ’eld pri vately, and the peo ple who ’old
it, love it. Well, while that is so, you can never, never git peo ple to vote for
a gov ern ment wot’ll rev o lu tion ize ev ery think.”

“What do you mean?”
“Put it this way. This ‘ouse, and thou sands of oth ers even ’ere in

Whitechapel, is owned or okkip ied by peo ple wot ’ave saved a few pounds,
and di rectly a man ’ave saved a few pounds ’ee ceases to be a So cial ist. It’s
naw sty s’yin’ so, but it’s true. Well, the So cial ists be mostly those as ‘avent
sived no think. In fact, if a So cial ist is true to his creed, he cawn’t save. Naa
then, do you think these peo ple ’ll vote for a guv’ment wot’ll tike it aw’y? I
knows it’s short sighted, but that’s ’ow the peo ple look at it. I’m at present
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the seck i tary of the So cial ist League, but I’m talkin’ to you as man ter
man.”

“You are speak ing some what dif fer ently from the way you spoke when
you called to see me.”

“No, I ain’t. Mawk you, I feel as much as ever I did about the con di tion
of things. Why, sir, I can show you sights araand ‘ere wot’s sim ply ’art-
rendin.’ I can tike yer to work rooms, w’ere peo ple are sim ply killin’ them- 
selves to keep them selves alive. That’s a Irish bull I know, but it’s troo. Oh,
it’s troo. I’ve thot it orl aat, and I’m givin’ up my post as a So cial ist seck i- 
tary. Oh, I kno’. I’ve mide as red ’ot speeches as any 0v ’em, I ’ave, and
I’ve meant ’em. But it cawn’t be done, air, it cawn’t be done. While money
is wot yer call a sine qud non of ex is tence, and the great thing squab bled
abaat, well things will go on just as they are, So cial ism or no So cial ism.
’Cos W’y T ’Cos ’uman ny cher is ’uman ny cher. Thet’s w’y.”

“I am afraid I don’t fol low you,” said David.
“Look ’ere,” said George Jenk ins, “I don’t kno’ w’y you’ve come daan

‘ere. It ain’t my bis ness, p’raps. But wot are yer doin’ this awfter noon?
’Ave yer got a foo ’ours to spare?”

“Yes,” replied David, “I’ve noth ing on hand.”
“Then come with me,” said George Jenk ins. “I’ll just show yer what I

mean, and I think I can con vince yer afore yer wants yer tea.”
The two men left the eat ing-house to gether.
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15. The Logic Of Whitechapel

“WHERE ARE YOU GO ING?” said David to George Jenk ins, af ter they had
walked some dis tance.

“We’ll stop ’ere.”
David looked, and saw a Sal va tion Army Shel ter. They were in

Whitechapel Road, only a few min utes’ walk from Aldgate Sta tion. Over
the doors of the shel ter was a hearty in vi ta tion for all to en ter, also in for ma- 
tion to the ef fect that none need com mit sui cide, and none need starve. On
en ter ing the build ing, David saw a long counter where sev eral peo ple were
busy at work. All around were placed solemn warn ings con cern ing eter nity,
as well as Scrip tural in vi ta tions to ac cept sal va tion.

A man, ev i dently well known to George Jenk ins, came up and spoke to
him in a friendly way.

“I just want to show this gent over the show,” he said, in fa mil iar tones.
“All right,” said the man, and led the way through the build ing. Ev ery- 

thing was con ducted on the most sim ple plan; ev ery thing was fru gal in the
ex treme. The first thing that in ter ested David Bar ing was a large room,
along which forms and plain deal ta bles were placed. On the forms sat, per- 
haps, two hun dred men, who were eat ing heartily of the food that was
placed be fore them. The pre vail ing dish was a kind of stew, which emit ted a
grate ful odor.

“We feeds this kind of crowd ev ery day,” said the Sal va tion Army man.
“Free?” asked David.
“Oh, no, sir, not free. We charge a penny and twopence each. For a

penny they can have a good hunch of bread and but ter, or jam, or some thing
of that sort, with tea or co coa. For twopence we give them as much as they
can eat. They can ’ave it, as you may say, ad lib.”

David walked in among the men in or der to have a bet ter view. He saw
that some had fin ished their meal and had gone to sleep; oth ers ate hun grily.
All of them be longed to the off-scour ings of so ci ety. Mostly they were pro- 
fes sional beg gars or street-singers, while a few were hawk ers of shoelaces,
tapes, but tons, or matches. Some of them had their stock—in-trade by their
sides.

“How many do you feed ev ery day?” asked the young man.
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“Oh, from two to three ’un dred.”
They went through the com part ment where the food was cooked, then

into the lava tory, and af ter wards as cended into a kind of loft. Here, in a
room fifty or sixty feet square, was sleep ing ac com mo da tion for, per haps,
two hun dred and fifty peo ple. The ar range ments were very sim ple. The
beds con sisted of a frame about six feet long, two feet wide, and about six
or eight inches deep. At one end a bit of wood was placed to hold a pil low.
The mat tresses and pil lows were, ap par ently, com posed of some kind of
woolly ma te rial, and cov ered with cheap oil cloth, dark brown in color. Ev- 
ery inch of space ap peared to be uti lized, and the place was fairly ven ti- 
lated.

“Are all these beds full ev ery night?”
“Al ways,” replied the man. “Some times—of ten, in fact—we ’ave to turn

peo ple away.”
“And how much do they pay?”
“Twopence a night.”
A minute or two later they found them selves at the en trance, where a lit- 

tle of fice had been ar ranged.
“Will you sign your name in the vis i tors’ book, sir,” asked the man.
“Do the same men come night af ter night, or do you get a new lot ev ery

night?” asked David.
“Oh, they are mostly the same men who come,” was the an swer, “mostly

the same. I’ve been here now for sev eral years, and lots of ’em have come
ev ery day and ev ery night dur ing all that time. I should say that from sixty
to sev enty per cent of ’em is old cus tomers.”

“And they’ve been com ing here for years?”
“Oh, yes, sir—for years.”
“And do you find any im prove ment in them?”
“Not much, sir. Now an’ then we gits one con verted; but it’s very sel- 

dom. In fact, lots of ’em gits worse. There was men who used to come years
agone, and they was ashamed to come then. They ain’t ashamed now.”

“I see. Then there’s very lit tle real ref or ma tion?”
The man shook his head sadly.
“And what are the causes of their get ting in this con di tion?”
“Oh, I should say that eighty per cent of ’em come ’ere through booze.

They drinks their money. And the other twenty per cent, well, they gits
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poorly and can’t git work. Then, well, gen er ally they go down ’ill morally
as well as wot you may call fi nan cially.”

“I re mem ber when the so cial work of the Sal va tion Army com menced,”
said David, “it was promised that poverty should be de stroyed, and that a
new era in the so cial life of the peo ple should be gin. You’ve been try ing it
for sev eral years now. What are the re sults? I re ally wish to know. I am no
news pa per man, and I’m not go ing to write ar ti cles about it.”

“Well, of course,” said the man, thought fully, “we do a lit tle; but it’s
’ardly per cep ti ble. It is, as you may say, like a drop in a bucket.”

“Of course,” said David, “I can see it is a good thing to give these poor
wretches food and shel ter, but you sim ply keep alive a lot of peo ple whom
the world re gards as use less.”

The man nod ded. “Of course, we gits one con verted now and then, and
when we do we sends him to one of our fac to ries,” he added, “but those
cases are very rare. It’s the drink as does it, sir, it’s the drink. Eighty per cent
or more come ’ere through the drink.”

George Jenk ins, who had been silent all the time, laughed de ri sively.
“Oh, yus, drink again,” he said.
“Well, an’ so it is,” said the man. “We’ve traced the cases by the score,

and we’ve proved it over and over again.”
David gave the man a sub scrip tion, and left.
“Why did you laugh when the man said that drink was the cause of all

the mis chief?” asked David of George Jenk ins.
“’Cos it’s rot.”
“It seems to me he spoke the truth.”
“Oh, I knows. I’ve seen it fer years. Drink may be the oc ca sion, but the

cause lies deeper,” replied Jenk ins.
“I don’t see it,” replied David, “and it seems to me that those Sal va tion

Army peo ple are do ing a splen did work.”
“Oh, yus, in a way they are, no doubt. They are feedin’ an’ sleepin’ a lot

of peo ple as might be as well dead as alive. They are helpin’ to keep up a
sys tem which is the cause of the whole thing.”

“What’s the sys tem?” asked David.
“The sys tem of givin’ money in ex change for sut think else. The root of

the whole busi ness is in money. Pri vate own er ship, thet’s the mis chief.
While peo ple can own things, this kind of thing will go on. I used to think
that money ought to be more equally di vided, and that when it was, things
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would be bet ter. But it ain’t no use. Pri vate own er ship of any sort is rooted
in self ish ness, and while self ish ness is fed, well, the sys tem will con tinue,
and all this kind of thing will con tinue.”

“I must say you are be yond me, Jenk ins.”
“You know what I told yer when I called at yer big ‘ouse. I told yer ’ow

old David Bar ton made his money. Now, look ’ere, why did he sweat ’is
work-peo ple? Why did he buy pub lic-houses? Why did he run wot he called
a peo ple’s bank? Why did he buy a lot of cheap prop erty? Why? To make
money. I speak plane to you, mis ter. Yore money was got out of the flesh
and blood and bone of the peo ple. More, it was got out of the moral degra- 
da tion of thou sands of peo ple. Peo ple say it is the drink, it is the gam blin’,
and so on, of these peo ple wot curses ‘em. I tell yer, if ther’d been no pri- 
vate own er ship in money there’d be no drink, and ther’d be no gam blin’
and ther’d be no slums like this,” and he pointed to a filthy slum they were
just pass ing.

“It seems to me that money is wanted to clear it away,” said David.
“Money is wanted to give the peo ple bet ter homes and bet ter food.”

“Look ’ere,” cried George Jenk ins, “if you wos to give all the money
w’ich ole David Bar ton made down here, do you think it would do any
good? Not a bit of it. It would sim ply strengthen the sys tem what causes the
evil. See that woman there, comin’ out of that pub, slued? Give ’er three
paand a week, wot would she do with it? You don’t know? Well, I knows.
She’d kill ’er self in three months, thet’s wot she’d do. Higher wages! Thet’s
bin our cry for years. Well, in a sense ther’s jus tice in it. But wot do higher
wages mean? More drink and more dev ilry, thet’s wot it means.”

David was silent. He was think ing about what the man had said of the
way his un cle’s money had been made.

“I’ll take yer to one of yer un cle’s old work rooms,” went on George
Jenk ins. “One w’ere women work. It’s just the same naa as it was then. It’s
owned by a man wot lives up West some where. A very re li gious man he is,
wot gives thou san’s a year to the mishi nar ies, and thet sort o’ thing.”

A few min utes later the two stood in the work room of a shirt-mak ing
fac tory. Per haps a score or more of women were hard at work. Their ages
var ied from six teen to forty. “They ain’t fit fer much af ter forty,” re marked
George Jenk ins, sen ten tiously.

David looked at the women and they looked at him. On most of their
faces was a look of in dif fer ence, min gled with a cer tain harsh ness of ex- 
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pres sion.
“How much can these peo ple earn?” asked David.
“Oh, these are among the bet ter sort,” said George Jenk ins; “they can

earn per haps ten shillin’ a week. Some may get more, some less.”
“How long do they work—that is, how many hours a day?”
“Oh, ’ere, and at their ’omes, twelve, four teen—and some times six teen.”
The at mos phere of the place was sti fling, but the women did not seem to

heed. Their faces were mostly of a sal low, un healthy color. Some of them
coughed in ces santly, but each worked un ceas ingly.

When they left, David heard a hoarse laugh in the work room.
“Let any body work year in and year out in such a place, only for the idea

of get tin’ a few shillin’ at the end of the week, and they don’t grad u ate as
an gels,” re marked Jenk ins.

“Have you heard the con ver sa tion of these women?” asked David.
“’Aven’t I rauther.”
“Well, what do they talk about?”
“Wot do yoo think?” asked Jenk ins. “Wot is it likely they’ll talk about? I

tell yer the older ones teach the younger ones,—that is, if the younger ones
need any teachin’.”

“Is it pos si ble for girls to keep pure-minded in such places?”
“Pos si ble, yes, it’s pos si ble; but it’s jolly hard. Wot do you think?”
David grew more thought ful.
“Look ’ere, I knows a place where four girls live to gether, and work to- 

gether. They know me, too. It’s close by ’ere. Would you like to see ’em?
Mawk you, these don’t drink, they don’t go on the spree. They’re re- 
spectable girls. They pay for two rooms, and ’ave their meals, such as they
are, reg’lar. They used to work for ole David Bar ton, they did.”

David ac com pa nied Jenk ins to the room of these four work-girls. Jenk- 
ins was right, these girls sought to be re spectable; the room which David
saw was clean and whole some; but poverty had set its stamp ev ery where.
They were all hard at work—stitch, stitch, stitch. Jenk ins had called them
girls; in re al ity they were more than thirty years of age. They were weary-
eyed, and a look of ut ter hope less ness rested on their faces.

“Well, Leah,” said Jenk ins, “’ow are you?”
“’Bout the same.”
“You don’t see much change, I s’pose?”
“Not un less one on us gits ill.”
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“Let’s see, you four ’ave worked to gether like this for sev eral years
now?”

The woman nod ded her head.
“And you are just where you were when you be gun, I s’pose?”
“You know we are!” cried the woman, half an grily, “wot is the use of

awskin’?”
“How much will they earn?” asked David, when they had left the house.
“Oh, per haps twelve shillin’ a week, if they do well, and if they don’t get

poorly. But one on ’em is del i cate, and so they ’ave to ’elp her.”
“What will they do when they get old?”
“Gawd only knows!” said George Jenk ins.
“Is that drink?” con tin ued the man presently. “No body don’t know no- 

think about them; they’re re spectable, they are. They don’t be long to the
slum or der. One on ‘em goes to chapel. But they ain’t all like them. Some
gals can git money eas ier, and drink makes ’em for get. But what then; is
drink at the bot tom of it? When they git old, and come to want, will it be
through drink? P’raps so, in a way. But money’s at the bot tom of it. The
man as keeps the shop sweats them, ’cause it means makin’ more money.
The peo ple buys cheap things ‘cause they love money, or ’cause they can’t
git enough to buy dear things. The whole sys tem is built upon makin’
money, and it closes up peo ple’s hearts, and makes ‘em care less about suf- 
ferin’.”

David was silent. He felt like a cul prit.
“I think I’m be gin nin’ to prove my case,” said George Jenk ins. “To mor- 

row I’ll take you through the match fac to ries; I’ll show you more of what I
mean. Mawk you, I’m not callin’ names. If the peo ple who are now sweated
could be come sweaters. they would be sweaters, too. Oh, they would, and
per haps be wuss than those as sweats them. Char ity ain’t no good, mis ter.
It’s only like puttin’ a stickin’ plas ter on a can cer. It’s pri vate own er ship
what’s wrong. It’s a sys tem what en cour ages men as are able, to make
money out of the life blood of those as are not.”

David re mained silent.
“I must be goin’ now,” said Jenk ins; “I’ve work to do.”
“Be fore you go,” said David, “I would like you to in tro duce me to a re- 

spectable dress maker, who has a de cent con nec tion.”
“Oh, yes, I re mem ber. It’s about the gal wot you spoke of. But who is

she? Wot is she?”
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David told all he could about Emily Baker, and how he de sired to help
her.

“It’s no use, mis ter. No re spectable dress maker would take her on,” said
Jenk ins.

“Not if I make it worth her while?” said David.
“Oh, yes, put it that way. Pay for it, and you can do it. Oh, yes, money ’ll

do it, money ’ll do it. Yes, I know one who’ll suit, I think.”
Half an hour later David had made pro vi sion for Emily Baker. There was

some dif fi culty at first, but David man aged it. He had ar ranged with Miss
Perkins, who prided her self on her re spectable con nec tion, to take on Emily
at a salary of a pound a week. Who was to pay this pound a week, is a mat- 
ter upon which I need not en large.

Af ter David had par taken of food at the Tem per ance Ho tel where he was
stay ing, he went to his bed room, and sat for an hour as mo tion less as a
statue. He thought of what he had seen and heard. More and more the
ghastly logic of the whole busi ness im pressed him. He had not be come
hard ened, nei ther, per haps, did he pos sess suf fi cient knowl edge to grasp the
ques tion which faced him in all its as pects.

“And all my money came this way!” he cried presently. “It came to me
at the cost of—God only knows what! The fact that hun dreds of other peo- 
ple’s money came to them in the same way does not help me a bit. David
Bar ton made his money here! here! here!”

It was now dark, and a cold driz zling rain had come on. He walked for
more than an hour amidst grime and filth; he lis tened to the lan guage which
was com mon to the streets.

“I’ll go and see Emily Baker,” he said. “I’ll tell her what I’ve done. I
may have been a fool, but I’ve raised the poor girl’s hopes by promis ing to
help her, and so I’ll do it. Af ter that I will——” But he did not fin ish the
sen tence.

The mad ness of David Bar ing, which was the cause of my writ ing his
his tory, was be gin ning to pos sess him; a mad ness which was fraught with
strange is sues.
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16. The Great Re nun ci a tion

DAVID BAR ING stayed in the East End of Lon don for sev eral weeks. Dur ing
that time he saw all those de part ments of life and la bor for which it is fa- 
mous. He saw the great match-mak ing fac to ries, the clothes-mak ing fac to- 
ries, the brew eries, as well as the houses of many of the peo ple who worked
at them. He also vis ited the mu sic-halls, the pub lic-houses, the clubs, and
the danc ing-rooms which may be found in the neigh bor hood. He talked
with mis sion ers, nurses, dis trict vis i tors, Sal va tion Army cap tains, and phil- 
an thropic work ers. In deed, so far as it was pos si ble, he saw those phases of
life for which Whitechapel, Step ney, Shad well, and Poplar are pe cu liar. On
many of his vis its he was ac com pa nied by George Jenk ins, who had ev i- 
dently taken a great lik ing to him, and whose pe cu liar views had set him
think ing. At the end of his stay he was al most stunned. He felt he had only
just be gun to see the dis trict. The life, thought, feel ing, hope of the peo ple
were all largely hid den from his view.

As may be imag ined, he was im pressed greatly, and as he had been led
to think on cer tain lines, he saw ev ery thing through the medium of his pe- 
cu liar thoughts. As we have seen, David Bar ing was hon est; he wanted to
be con sci en tious, and he was im pres sion able. More over, he was young, and
young men are mostly im pul sive. An older man would prob a bly, when vis- 
it ing such a dis trict for the first time, have phi los o phized on the whole ques- 
tion raised. He would have said that the present con di tion of things was the
out come of a com bi na tion of cir cum stances, and, while they were very had
in deed, there was no pos si ble rem edy for them. The great thing was for the
peo ple to re form them selves, and the most he could do would be to sup port
ex ist ing char i ties, and then go to his din ner, his wine, and his cigars. But
David was young, his blood ran warm and free, and he was ex ceed ingly
sus cep ti ble to the in flu ences by which he was sur rounded.

“It’s just sick en ing, sick en ing, sick en ing!” he cried, as he packed his
port man teau. “Jenk ins is right; noth ing can be done. Char ity sim ply en cour- 
ages lazi ness. All these in sti tu tions are merely pal lia tives—merely pal lia- 
tives. All the tens of thou sands of pounds which have been spent here have
made no ap pre cia ble dif fer ence in the life of the peo ple. The whole evil lies
in the sys tem. It’s all money, money, money. That is the canker which is eat- 
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ing out the vi tals of the peo ple. Those match mak ing girls ex pose them- 
selves to that hor ri ble skin dis ease for money, and the em ploy ers al low
them to be ex posed to the dan ger of it for the same thing. The mo tive of ev- 
ery sweater is money. Those poor crea tures who walk the streets will sell
them selves for money. It is all money, money. And I have in her ited a for- 
tune which my un cle made down here. Those cheap shops, those pub lic-
houses, that money-lend ing con cern—they made my money. I feel as
though ev ery pound of it was gained at the cost of the flesh and blood, ay,
the very souls, of the thou sands of men and women who made it.”

He re called the scenes he had wit nessed; he re mem bered the blear-eyed,
blotched-faced men and women in the pub lic-houses, he thought of the hag- 
gard faces of the tai lors who sweated in the work rooms, and the hun dreds
of sal low-faced girls who toiled long and wearily for a pal try pit tance, while
a vi sion of the slums in those ter ri ble back streets passed be fore his eyes.

What should he do? Sup pose he spent his whole for tune down here?
What good would he do? He would, he thought, add an other stick ing-plas- 
ter to the great sore, but the thing would go on fes ter ing as it had fes tered
be fore.

Could he go back to Mal pas Tow ers, and live the life of a coun try gen tle- 
man? The same evil ex pressed it self there, only in a dif fer ent way. In Sur rey
he, David Bar ing, was noth ing; his money was ev ery thing. And this was
also true at Whitechapel.

Pos si bly his mind was dis eased; pos si bly he saw ev ery thing through col- 
ored glasses; pos si bly his men tal pow ers were not great enough to grasp the
sit u a tion in which he was placed. I do not at tempt to ex plain, or to ex cuse. I
am sim ply writ ing David Bar ing’s his tory— the his tory of a sen si tive, con- 
sci en tious young man.

When he had packed his port man teau, he called at the house of Miss
Perkins, where he had ob tained a sit u a tion for Emily Baker. She had been
there some lit tle time, and David went to in quire about her.

Yes, Miss Perkins ad mit ted, she was a very re spectable girl. Of course,
she was of very lit tle use as yet; the work she had been in the habit of do ing
was of the cheap est, poor est, coars est na ture. But she was fairly quick to
learn, and in time she might be come use ful. She was per fectly will ing to
keep her on the terms which had been ar ranged.

David left an ad dress to which Miss Perkins should write, if any thing of
im por tance to Emily’s wel fare oc curred, and then left the house. As he did
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so, he saw Emily also leav ing by an other door.
“I am glad to see you, Emily,” said David. “I wanted to say good bye to

you.”
“Good bye!” re peated the girl. “Are you go ing away?”
“Yes, Emily, I’m go ing away.”
The girl had vastly im proved. The haunted look had left her eyes; her

whole ap pear ance was health ier, hap pier.
She was bet ter dressed, too. David had ar ranged for this with Miss

Perkins. More over, she seemed, even in these few days, to have for got ten
many of the say ings pe cu liar to the life she had been liv ing.

“Do you mean to say that you are go ing away for good?”
“Yes, for good.”
“Oh, you are a gen tle man,” she said, “and the likes of you don’t live

down here. I am sorry you are go ing.”
The girl’s look and tones re vealed more than her words. David’s go ing

away was more to her than ei ther of them was aware of.
“How is your mother?” he asked.
“Just the same.”
“She’ll not con sent to go to a Home?”
“No, she won’t. And I must stand by her. She’s my mother.”
“I am very sorry,” re marked the young man.
“I’ve thought of go ing to a bet ter room, but it isn’t much use. The pub- 

lic-houses are ev ery where, and I have to keep away all money from her.”
“I want you to write to this ad dress if ever you are in need of a friend,”

he said, giv ing her the same ad dress he had given to Miss Perkins.
“Yes,” said the girl, tak ing the piece of pa per on which he had writ ten.

Tears welled into her eyes—the word she spoke was al most a sob.
“Emily,” went on David, “you’ll be a good girl, won’t you? If I were you

I’d go to some church or chapel. It would grieve me very much if ever I
heard you had taken—”

He hes i tated, be cause he did not know how to fin ish the sen tence.
“Do you think I could go wrong, sir?” she said. “Do you think af ter your

kind ness I would, sir?”
“No, I don’t be lieve you would,” he replied.
“Thank you, sir;”this time she sobbed out right.
“Good bye, Emily.”
“Good bye, sir.”
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David could not un der stand why his heart was so heavy as he walked to- 
wards the Mile End Road, while to Emily Baker life seemed ut terly dreary
just then.

A few min utes later the young man stood in the of fice of Mr. Crowle.
The poor man’s lawyer greeted him very warmly.

“What can I do fer you, sir?” he asked.
“You told me you would find out if the girl known as Emily Baker was

the child of your late clerk and the woman whom she calls her mother.”
“I did, sir. I of fered to do it for a fi’ pun note.”
“Ev ery thing is mar ketable,” thought the young man; but he was cu ri ous

to know whether the beau ti ful girl could be the child of the drunken woman
with shifty eyes.

“I wish you to find out, with out let ting ei ther the girl or the woman have
any sus pi cions of what you are do ing.”

The lawyer thought a mo ment be fore he replied:
“That would make it a lit tle more dif fi cult, sir; but I will man age it.”
“Very well,” said the young man; “here is the five pound note. When

you have cleared up the case I will give you an other.”
The lawyer looked into the young man’s face and made a men tal note.
“I shouldn’t won der if this toff isn’t geod for fifty,” he said to him self;

“that is, if I man age things right.”
“I’ll do it, sir, I’ll do it. You can de pend on me.”
“This is the ad dress to which you must write,” and he gave the of fice of

Mr. John Jay, so lic i tor.
Mr. Crowle’s face fell as he read what David had writ ten down; but he

was a man of great re source, and had a keen eye for the main chance.
“And now I’ll go back to Mal pas Tow ers,” said the young man. It was

dusk when he ar rived at Mal pas Sta tion; nev er the less, the coun try side ap- 
peared very beau ti ful to him, es pe cially af ter the sights he had been wit- 
ness ing. The Park through which he walked, too, seemed lovely be yond
words. The great trees, al though their branches were de nuded of leaves,
seemed to give him a wel come; the grey old house, which stood out against
the evening sky, was fair to be hold.

And it was his own.
He had tele graphed to his house keeper, telling her of the time of his ar- 

rival, and so ev ery thing was ready for him. A tempt ing din ner had been pre- 
pared, and a great fire greeted him as he en tered the li brary.
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“Af ter all, it is home,” he thought, “and it is very pleas ant.” But even as
he looked around the room, and noted its com fort able ap point ments, he
thought of the dens he had been vis it ing.

He spent the evening in read ing. No one called, and so he was not dis- 
turbed. Per haps the rea son for his be ing left alone was that no one knew of
his ar rival; but the young man at trib uted it to the sto ries which had been
afloat—sto ries to the ef fect that he would soon have to leave Mal pas Tow- 
ers. Doubt less, be lief in these ru mors had been con firmed by his ab sence.

In spite of his in ter est in the book he was read ing, he felt sad and lonely.
He was there alone in that great house; there was no one to whom he could
speak ex cept the ser vants, and they could not sym pa thize with the thoughts
that were surg ing in his brain. Af ter all, what real joy did his pos ses sions
bring him? And was be any hap pier be cause of his beau ti ful sur round ings?
Be sides. how was the money which bought Mal pas Tow ers gained? Ay,
what was the true his tory of all money? Would it bear think ing about? Did it
not ever mean the low er ing of man hood, the numb ing of the soul, the
dwarf ing of life?

He thought of his yearly in come—of the wealth which he pos sessed. Of
what good was it to him, or to the world? Look ing at the heart of the mat ter,
of what real true good was money at all?

His mind was con fused, he could not think clearly, and his vi sion was,
doubt less, dis torted.

The next day he went for a walk through the coun try side. It was now
March, and the day though cold was bright. As for tune would have it, he
met with two peo ple who were fac tors in his life. The first was Nora Brent- 
wood. In spite of him self he felt his heart flut ter as she ap proached, while
the blood mounted to his face.

“It is a fine morn ing, Miss Brent wood.”
“Yes, it is very fine.”
“And I hope you are en joy ing your walk?”
“Yes, thank you, very much.”
Whether he was right or not, he thought the girl’s man ner was haughty,

and her words lack ing in cour tesy. He com pared this meet ing with their last.
Then she put on her most be witch ing smile, she let her great lan guish ing
eyes rest on him, and dur ing the first part of their con ver sa tion spoke in
hon eyed tones. Now, she looked away from him, while her voice was hard
and metal lic.
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“It seems a long time since I saw you last,” he said, im pressed in spite of
him self by the girl’s hand some pres ence.

“Does it?” she replied. “I have not no ticed. I sup pose you have been
away from Mal pas Tow ers?”

“Yes, I have been away. Per haps I shall soon be away from it al to gether.”
“In deed? Well, you have scarcely lived there long enough to be come at- 

tached to it. Ex cuse me, Mr. Bar ing, I am rather in a hurry. Good morn ing.”
As the girl walked away, David felt his lone li ness more than ever. He

laughed a hard bit ter laugh; the girl had strength ened the re solve which was
be gin ning to form it self in his mind.

Later on in the day he met Colonel Storm. That gen tle man seemed anx- 
ious to con verse with him.

“I should like to speak with you about some re pairs in con nec tion with
my house,” he said. “I know I ought rather to ap proach the man who man- 
ages your es tate for you, but, see ing we are neigh bors, I thought you might
not ob ject to my speak ing to you about it.”

Pos si bly Colonel Storm was sin cere in this; but David saw only cu rios ity
to know whether the ru mors which had been afloat were true. He knew that
Colonel Storm was a gos sip, and judged ac cord ingly.

“You must ex cuse me, Colonel,” said David, coldly, “but I have noth ing
what ever to do with it.”

“No? How un for tu nate. Do I—that is, I sup pose you are still my land- 
lord?”’ and the Colonel looked at him ea gerly.

Per haps this was only nat u ral cu rios ity on the part of a man who had few
in ter ests in life, and who was ea ger know who was his land lord, but David
un der stood oth er wise.

“The man age ment of the es tate is left en tirely in the hands of Mr. Jay,
Colonel,” he replied. “You had bet ter make all your ap pli ca tions di rect to
him.”

The Colonel coughed un easily. Dur ing the last few weeks he had heard
many things, all of which went to show that David’s reign at Mal pas Tow ers
would be very short, and it seemed to him that the young man’s words con- 
firmed what he had heard. He had, of course, heard of his con ver sa tion with
Nora Brent wood; in deed, it had caused quite a buzz of ex cite ment in the lit- 
tle so cial cir cle to which he be longed. Pos si bly he would like to have spo- 
ken kindly to his young land lord, and told him of his hope that there was no
truth in cur rent gos sip. But he did not. It might be that David’s some what
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haughty man ner pre vented him, or it might be that Bar ing was right in his
sur mises. Any how, the Colonel walked away with a cold “Good morn ing,”
and left the young man with his un pleas ant re flec tions.

Dur ing the af ter noon David called on some of the farm ers who rented,
their land from him. He was im pressed by two facts, or what he thought
were facts. One was, that they paid him less re spect than for merly. An other
was, that the life of these farm ers was a con stant grind to make ends meet.

“I shall have a hard job to pay my rent this year,” was the cry that met
his ears again and again. “Wages be ‘igh, and men won’t work like they
used to. They don’t care ’bout noth ing but their wages. I tell you, sir, ’tis
’ard job to live—a very ’ard job. ’Tis sim ply slave, slave, and nothin’ at the
end of it.”

As David sat alone that night in the room he was be gin ning to love, he
thought over the in ci dents of the day.

“Ev ery where it’s the same story,” he thought, bit terly. “The East of Lon- 
don, the West of Lon don, and out here in the coun try. Life is ut terly sor did,
ut terly sor did. I won der whether it will be pos si ble for me to find any one
who will ever care for me for my self?”

A knock came to the door, and a ser vant en tered bring ing some let ters.
David scanned them list lessly. Presently, how ever, a look of in ter est

came into his eyes.
“That’s Lang ford’s writ ing,” he cried. “I won der what he has to say?”
Lang ford’s let ter was long, but the young man read it through time af ter

time. Ev i dently it was deeply in ter est ing.
“It must be fine,” he cried presently, “it must be fine.”
This was the part of the let ter to which he paid most at ten tion:
“Life here is free from all sor did care and worry. We never think of

money, ex cept to be glad that we have none. We are just a band of men and
women who are try ing to live a nat u ral life. We work, but we never think of
pay for it. We work for the love of it, and for the good of the lit tle com mu- 
nity. We have come out from the world, and, al though it seems like boast ing
to say so, we are an ob ject-les son to the world. We show how the high est,
and the hap pi est life can be lived, when it is freed from the world’s barter.
We care for each other be cause of what we are, not be cause of what we
have. In short, ours is an ideal life—ideal be cause it is nat u ral, and be cause
we seek to be true to the best that is in us. We are tied by no con ven tion, no
ar ti fi cial bond. The only aris toc racy is the aris toc racy of worth. Each day
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we meet, and com mune with kin dred spir its; we are free from mis er able re- 
straints, be cause we know that there is no abom inable self ish ness prompt ing
any man’s ac tions.”

Fol low ing this was an idyl lic pic ture of daily life and con ver sa tion, of
pleas ant gath er ings in the com mon room when the daily work was over, of
dis cus sions ever raised above the pal try is sues of place and power—the sole
theme of in ter est in the world they had left. And then the let ter con cluded
with a com par i son be tween the life of the world, and the life of the lit tle
colony of men and women, who lived to de velop all that was high est and
best.

“How can a man be come morally healthy,” wrote Lang ford, pas sion- 
ately, “when day by day he breathes an at mos phere which is morally poi- 
sonous? How can a man be a Chris tian in the true sense of the word, when
his daily life is made up of one long en deavor to make money, and where a
money value is placed upon the in di vid ual? How can a sen si tive man be
happy in a world where even such sa cred ques tions as love and mar riage are
de graded into mat ter of pounds, shillings and pence? What dig nity can there
be in work, when at the end of it all is sor did re ward?”

Ev ery word in the let ter sank into the young man’s heart. At that mo ment
it seemed ut terly and ab so lutely true, while the pic ture Lang ford drew of the
life of the Cor nish colony seemed the ful fill ment of a beau ti ful dream.
There, a man could be loved for him self and him self alone. There, poverty
and squalor could not be; there, hol low so cial dis tinc tions would be im pos- 
si ble. There, re li gion could be lived. There, was the ful fill ment of the words
of the Founder of Chris tian ity, about a lit tle leaven leav en ing the whole
lump.

Presently he got up and paced the room rapidly, his eyes flash ing, his
heart beat ing vi o lently.

He looked around him, and noted the ob jects he was learn ing to love.
Then he went out. The moon sailed in a clear, wind-swept sky. The tall trees
in the park stood out boldly, the rich broad acres which sur rounded it were
dimly vis i ble in the light of the sil very moon. He thought of many things.
Of the past, the present, and the fu ture. He re al ized his lone li ness, and
longed for con ge nial so ci ety. He thought of the price which he be lieved had
been paid for the wealth he pos sessed; he felt the ter ri ble logic of what he
had seen and heard in the East of Lon don.

“Lang ford is right!” he cried. “He is right! He is right!”
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David Bar ing’s mind was made up. He was pos sessed of the mad ness
which had slowly been com ing on him. He had de ter mined to re nounce
money, po si tion, and the thou sand other things which wealth is sup posed to
com mand and to leave Mal pas Tow ers and its as so ci a tions for ever.
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Book Two: A Young Man’s Mad‐ 
ness

1. The Man Who Was Mad, And The Man Who
Was Sane

THE NEXT MORN ING David Bar ing went to Chancery Lane, and spent sev eral
hours with Mr. John Jay, so lic i tor.

At first the old man ei ther would not, or could not, un der stand him; and
then, when presently the young man’s words made his pur poses so plain
that he could no longer pre tend ig no rance, he spoke in no mea sured terms.

“It is mad ness, mad ness!” he cried; “nay, it is worse than mad ness—it is
id iocy!”

“Prob a bly it is,” said David, qui etly; “nev er the less I am de ter mined.”
“But have you con sid ered what it means?”
“I have con sid ered ev ery thing.”
“But, man alive, you are throw ing away one of the finest for tunes of the

time.”
“Very likely, I do not want it. Be yond that moi ety [por tion] of which I

spoke, ev ery thing goes.”
“Moi ety!” there was a world of scorn in the old lawyer’s voice as he re- 

peated the word.
“Yes, that moi ety.”
“May I ask what you are go ing to do with the moi ety?”
“I am go ing to give that away also.”
“Then,” said the lawyer, grimly, “you must please to get some one else

to do this busi ness. I will not.”
“You will not?”
“No, I would no more do it than I would give a mad man a knife or a pis- 

tol who wished to com mit sui cide.”



130

“But I do not wish to com mit sui cide. I wish to leave a bad life, and be- 
gin to live a new and a bet ter.”

“That’s what ev ery sui cide thinks,” re marked the lawyer, dryly. “Any- 
how, I will not trans act this busi ness. I will not go down to my grave with
your curse rest ing upon me.”

“Rather, I will bless you.”
“As you think now, per haps; but not in years to come. Of course, if you

ap point some one else to be your so lic i tor I must hand over the busi ness to
him; but mark you, even then I will make an ap peal to the au thor i ties. I will
de clare that you are not sane.”

“But I am sane, I tell you. I was never saner.”
“I say you are mad.”
“Let me show you I am not,” cried David, ea gerly. “Let me tell you what

led me to take this step.”
“That’s bet ter,” said the lawyer, with a grim smile puck er ing his parch- 

ment-like skin, “that’s bet ter. Tell me.”
David told him, in brief, his ex pe ri ences since he had come into pos ses- 

sion of his for tune. He de scribed Lang ford’s visit, the prom ise he had made,
and his later ex pe ri ences with Nora Brent wood. Af ter wards he told of his
visit to the East End, and what he had seen and heard. Fi nally he re lated
how he had been led to take the step which Mr. Jay had con demned as mad- 
ness.

The old lawyer’s face was a pic ture as David told his story. Pity, amuse- 
ment, won der, con tempt, sym pa thy —all were ex pressed in those time-worn
fea tures.

“Is that all?” he asked, when presently David stop ed. 
“That is all.”
“Very good. Now let us have a chat.”
"I shall be very glad to hear what you have to say.’
“Smok ing is for bid den in my of fice,” said the lawyer, “but I have an- 

other room be hind. I am go ing to break my rules. I am go ing to have some
lunch sent in there, and I am go ing to smoke a cigar with you af ter wards.”

Dur ing lunch lit tle was said. David no ticed that a grim smile played on
Mr. Jay’s fea tures, that his eyes twin kled with a cu ri ous light. The face of
the lawyer was one not eas ily for got ten. Trou bled as David was, he could
not help won der ing what thoughts were pass ing through the old man’s
brain. What se crets must be stored there; what strange sto ries he must have
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heard! This man had been a Lon don so lic i tor for nearly fifty years, and dur- 
ing that time he must have come into con tact with all sorts and con di tions
of men. He had, doubt less, had to deal with crim i nals and en thu si asts, with
knaves and with fools. David won dered to which cat e gory he be longed, ac- 
cord ing to Mr. Jay’s es ti mate. What were the schemes pass ing through his
sub tle brain?

Presently lunch was taken away, and the two men lit cigars, but nei ther
spoke for sev eral min utes.

“Does your cigar burn all right?” asked the lawyer, presently.
“Yes. It is a very good cigar.”
“It costs money,” said Mr. Jay.
“Yes.”
“I could not get it with out.”
“No.”
“I have artis tic tastes, as you will see. I have a hobby for col lect ing pic- 

tures. Even here are some fairly good ones. That is one of Turner’s, this one
is by one of Raphael’s pupils. The one near the win dow is one of Titian’s
mas ter pieces. My house in Rus sell Square is full of them. They cost me a
good deal of money.”

“But would not life be no bler if these things could be ob tained with out
money? Ay, and if all men could ob tain them. You see the great fun da men- 
tal of Eng lish life is money. Busi ness men spend their whole time in mak ing
money. Artists paint pic tures for the same rea son. Books are writ ten for
gain. All the gam bling of our time, and most of our other vices, are
prompted by the greed for gold. Both men and women sell their virtue for
it. Now, I ask you this ques tion: Can men and women be come pure and
true, and re ally great, while this sor did lust lies not only at the root of, but is
the ob ject of their en deav ors?”

The lawyer lis tened in si lence, and then he be gan to ask many pointed,
search ing ques tions. For a long time they con versed on the bald prin ci ple
con tained in David’s words, and then dis cussed the propo si tion which the
young man had made.

Two hours later David left Chancery Lane. The lawyer’s ar gu ments had
not al tered his de ter mi na tion. He could not live a healthy, nat u ral life, he de- 
clared, while money was the touch stone at which ev ery thing was tested. He
wanted to be free from it all. He wanted to save his soul, and to live amid
as so ci a tions which would free him from the “nar row ing lust for gold.”
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When he had gone the lawyer sat still in his chair, think ing deeply.
“I hope I have saved him,” he said, presently; “I hope I have; but I don’t

know—I don’t know.” And then he sighed like a man in doubt.
The next morn ing David left Padding ton by the 10.30 ex press, and by

about six in the evening he had reached a lit tle sta tion be tween Truro and
Fal mouth. It had been rather a cold ride, but his pleas ant an tic i pa tions had
re lieved it from te dium. Be sides, the coun try from Ex eter to Ply mouth was
very fair to be hold, in spite of the fact that the hand of win ter was still laid
upon the coun try side. He saw beau teous houses nestling amidst the trees; he
be held the sun lit waves sweep ing upon the shore as the train skirted the De- 
von coast. Soon af ter he left Ply mouth, how ever, night be gan to close in,
and the air grew colder. Still the sky was light, and the bright moon kept the
night from be ing gloomy. He could not help notic ing the speech of the
porters when the Tamar had been crossed. They all spoke so softly—so mu- 
si cally. No one seemed in a hurry; an air of rest ful ness per vaded ev ery thing.

When he got out at the lit tle sta tion be tween Truro and Fal mouth, the
quiet ness seemed al most op pres sive. He was the only pas sen ger who
alighted, and he saw no one save the two porters, who ap peared to re gard
the stop ping of the train as one of the events of the day.

“King Harry’s Ferry is not far from here, is it?” he asked of the porter.
“No, sir,” said the porter, “not very fur. Do ’ee want to git across tonight

then, sir?”
“Yes, if I can.”
“Oa, you can. Tommy Trethewey es al lays glad ov a job. But your bag es

brave ’n ’eavy. Do ’ee think you c’n car’n so fur, sir?”
“I’m afraid I shall have to let it stay here for the night.”
“Oal right, sir. I’ll take ‘n in to th’ of fice, and give ’ee a ticket for’n.”
“Thank you.”
“Be ‘ee goin’ fur tonight then?”
“Yes, a few miles. Can you tell me the road to Trewin nick?”
“Ter win nick? Aw, iss. Tha’s where they curyus peo ple do live. They’ve

new named the plaace, they have. They call it, The Broth er hood Set tle ment,
now, they do. You bean’t goin’ there, be ’ee?”

“Yes.”
“But you bean’t wawn of they soart, be ’ee?”
“I don’t know. I’m afraid not—at least not yet.”
“But, lor’, sir, they be maazed, and you be a gen tle man, you be.”
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“Maazed? What do you mean?”
“Aw, they do go round like sav ages. I b’lieve they do wear cloas now,

‘cause tes so could; but laast sum mer they didn’t ’ardly wear nothin’. They
went round with out shoes ‘n’ stockin’s, while the wim men there do dress
funny.”

“Is that all?”
“No, ‘tedn’. I ‘ear as ’ow they waan’t pay no rates nor nothin’. And they

waant pay no lishense for the dogs they do kip, and they waan’t sell nothin’
nor buy nothin’.”

“No?”
“No, and they do live just like ’aythens.”
“How is that?”
“Well, sir, I dun naw nothin’ but what peo ple do tell me.”
“But aren’t they kind, and hon est?”
“Kind? Aw, iss, I reckon they be kind; I hear as ‘ow peo ple can go into

their ’ouses and take wot they like, and do what they like. Peo ple can go
ther’ and stay so long as they’ve got a mind to, and they waant take nothin’
for ut. An’ I’m tould that ef any body do larf at ‘em, and chaff ’em, an’ say
ugly things to ‘em, they doan’t an swer back, nor nothin’ like that.”

“Well, what is there wrong about that?”
“Aw, nothin’ wrong, but tes so funny. I was tould that some time ago one

of ‘em got over the adge in Maaster Be din nick’s field, and took a tur mut.
Well, a tur mut edn’ nothin’, but Maaster Be din nick’s hind, that es Aaron
Beel, es aw ful bad-tem pered—ter’ble bad-tem pered, sure ‘nough. Well, he
seed this chap, and he went up to un and be ginned to swear. But the chap
didn’t say nothin’, he jist laughed and went on parin’ the tur mut. That made
Aaron more maazed then ever, so ‘ee jist up and given ’im a seat in the
faace. But the chap didn’t ’it back; though I spoase ’ee was big enough to
ait he. All ’ee did was take some ’bacca out of ’is pocket and of fer ’n sum.
But there, I must be goin.’ I caan’t stop craakin’ no longer. When you git
’cross King ’Arry’s Ferry, sir, you jist ax for the Broth er hood Set tle ment,
and any body ’ll tell ’ee where tes.”

David thought he had never seen any thing more beau ti ful than Truro
River, as the man rowed him across. Green fields and beau teous woods
sloped right down to the river’s edge, while the clear wa ter shone like sil- 
ver, as the boat man rowed his lit tle craft to the other side.
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David found that the Cor nish peas ants were very fond of talk ing, and the
boat man ev i dently de sired to be friendly. He told him many sto ries about
the “broth ers,” and seemed very anx ious to know whether David be longed
to the fra ter nity.

The night re mained glo ri ously fine. The moon was nearly at its full, and
scarcely a cloud hung in the great dome of the sky. The roads were dry and
clean, for a keen frost had set in, while the trees which bor dered the river
were decked with ice crys tals. All this made the val ley of the Fal ap pear
like a fairy glen.

“I’ll go ’long lit tle bit of the way, sur,” said the boat man when he landed.
“I shaan’t ‘ave nothin’ more to do tonight, and I shall be fine and plaised to
walk weth ’ee.”

“This is very kind of you,” said David, as they trudged along to gether.
“Nothin’ of the sooart, sur,” said the Cor nish man. “Be ‘ee stayin’ a

good ish bit, sur?”
“Prob a bly I shall stay a good while.”
“Aw, tha’s yer soarts. Well, sur, the Bran ite Chapel edn’ fur from the

plaace you be go ing to, and we sh’ll be glad to see ’ee ov a Sun day. I be a
lo cal praicher my self. You can set with we ef you do come. Ax fur Thomas
Trethewey’s sait, sur. But law, I sh’ll be there and see ’ee. We shall be very
glad to see ’ee to a cup of tay, if you do come.”

“Thank you, you are very kind,” said David. “Very likely I shall come.”
“Aw, tha’s yer soarts. Now, sur, you caan’t miss it now. ‘Bout a mile an

aaf fur der on, and then you’ll see a di rectin’ poast. The gate laidin’ to the
farm es jist op po site. No, sur, I bean’t goin’ to take nothin’ for shawin’ ‘ee
the way. You’ve paid for your fare ’cross the rever, and tha’s enough. Good
evenin’ to ’ee, sur.”

“Why did I of fer that man money?” asked David to him self, when he
was alone. “Was it grat i tude, or was it be cause of an old bad habit?” His
thoughts about Tommy Trethewey were soon dis pelled, how ever, for a lit tle
later he saw the gates which blocked the way lead ing to the Broth er hood
Set tle ment.
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2. A New Utopia

A STRANGE FEEL ING came into David’s heart as he saw the road lead ing to his
new home. For the first time he fully re al ized that he was tread ing a strange
path, lead ing he knew not whither. He saw, too, that very pos si bly he might
have failed to un der stand the true sig nif i cance of the life he had sac ri ficed.
Might he not have looked at the peo ple who lived around Mal pas Tow ers
with jaun diced eyes? Was there not much good ness and kind ness of heart in
places where he had seen only self ish ness and thirst for gold and po si tion?
Was it true that all life was judged ac cord ing to a base stan dard? He pic- 
tured the home he had left—the com fort able sur round ings to which he had
been ac cus tomed for nearly a year. And he had left all—— for what? For a
chimera, a phan tasm, a dream? Who were these peo ple among whom he
was go ing? What, were their thoughts, their aims, their ideals? He knew
noth ing about them ex cept what Lang ford had told him. He might be go ing
among a set of law less fa nat ics—of low-bred clowns. He felt ut terly lonely,
too. He had not writ ten to Lang ford, so no one ex pected him. How would
he be re ceived, and what would be the out come of the step he had taken?

But this was only for a minute. The mem o ries of his ex pe ri ences came
rush ing back to him, while ut ter dis con tent with his past life again pos- 
sessed him. He was go ing to try an ex per i ment, and he was fas ci nated by
the prom ises it held out to him.

More over, there was some thing invit ing in the look of the old home stead
which re vealed it self through the trees, and he felt sure he should find the
ful fill ment of his dreams among the men and women who lived there. In
spite of his youth and splen did physique, he was far from well. The ex cite- 
ment and worry of the past few weeks had preyed upon his nerves, and he
felt the need of rest amidst agree able as so ci a tions. Be sides, he was young,
and youth loves change, loves ad ven ture, loves ro mance, and this ex pe ri- 
ence of his was tinged with ro mance.

He was glad he had come, and it was with quick ened step, and fast-beat- 
ing heart, that he went up to the old house among the trees. A few min utes
later he saw light shin ing from the win dows, and he heard the sound of ea- 
ger voices.

He knocked at the door, and waited.
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No one, how ever, paid any at ten tion to him, al though he felt sure that
some one must have heard him. He knocked again—this time much louder
—and the noise re sounded through the build ing.

“Come in,” cried half a dozen voices.
He lifted the latch and en tered. A minute later he found him self in a

large, old-fash ioned, low-ceiled room, which was rem i nis cent of a din ing-
hall in some old coun try-house. From what David could see—for the lamp- 
light was rather poor—about thirty peo ple had gath ered to gether. Some sat
on chairs, oth ers on a long, low form, while a good num ber re clined on the
floor near to a wood fire, which blazed up a huge chim ney.

They were a mot ley-look ing crew, and, as David’s eyes grew ac cus- 
tomed to the light, he was able to dis tin guish the fea tures of most of them
quite plainly. The sexes seemed to be fairly equally di vided, and their ages
seemed to vary from about eigh teen to thirty-five. No old peo ple were
present at all; not one, as far as David could judge, had passed the merid ian
of life.

Some of the faces he saw were thought ful and re fined; oth ers again
showed signs of coarse ness. There were a few who ap peared to be for eign- 
ers; these wore a fe ro cious as pect—at least, most of them did. One man al- 
most made him afraid; his eyes shone so bril liantly, while his long black
hair hung in tan gled masses down his shoul ders. The women were far from
hand some—at least, in most cases. More over, David could not help be ing
im pressed by the fact that the women were as free from re straint as the men.
Nearly ev ery one in the room was smok ing. In most cases the men smoked
pipes, while the women puffed cig a rettes. All of them talked freely, while
an air of “do as you please,” per vaded the party. They turned as David en- 
tered, and looked at him crit i cally. None of them knew him, and as they
noted that he was well dressed, they seemed to won der what he was do ing
there.

“Will you come in?” said one; “there’s plenty of room—plenty of room,”
at which say ing there was a hearty laugh.

“Ex cuse me for com ing,” said David, “but I wanted to see Mr. Lang- 
ford.”

“Lang ford? Where is Lang ford?” cried one of the women.
“Oh, it is his turn to bed down the cat tle tonight,” replied an other. “He’ll

be here in a few min utes. Did you want to see him par tic u larly?”
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“Yes,” replied David. “Oh, you needn’t go and fetch him. There’s no
hurry. But he’s a friend of mine, so I thought I’d look him up.”

“Oh, that’s all right. Have you come far?”
“Yes; I have come from Lon don.”
“Oh, then you didn’t walk?”
“Hardly,” said David, with a laugh. “Three hun dred miles are not so eas- 

ily cov ered.”
“Lang ford walked all the way. He’s ev i dently more ad vanced than you.”
“More ad vanced?” queried David.
“Yes. He doesn’t be lieve in the ex change of money. He thinks it wrong

to give any thing like a money ex change. Didn’t you know?”
“No. I didn’t know he had gone quite so far as that. How long did it take

him to come?”
“Oh, nearly a fort night. He walked about thirty miles a day.”
“But how did he man age about food, and where did he sleep?” asked

David.
“Oh, he man aged quite eas ily. He came in the sum mer, and slept mostly

in the open air. As for food, he worked for it.”
“I see.”
“You don’t be lieve in that, I sup pose?”
“I hardly know what I do be lieve in. The ques tion is such a big one that

it con fuses one.”
“I don’t see that,” cried sev eral, as if ea ger for ar gu ment.
“But I do,” said one of the women, whom David had spe cially no ticed,

“I do. None of us are quite true to our prin ci ples; we only go as far as we
can. We are all de pen dent on money. We had to buy our seed corn last year,
and we are obliged to pay for our clothes. Good ness knows, I tried to get
the shop keeper who sold me mine to al low me to work for them; but he
wouldn’t. When our ideas are more gen er ally ac cepted we may man age, but
un til the coun try gets more civ i lized it will be im pos si ble.”

“Don’t use that hate ful word, Bertha.”
“What hate ful word?”
“Why, that word ‘civ i lized.’ Civ i liza tion is the great curse of the na tion.

It lies at the ba sis of the sys tem against which we protest.”
“Hear, hear!” cried sev eral, while oth ers shook their heads as if in doubt.
“Let’s have the truth,” said the woman called Bertha. “Let’s face facts. I

hate the vile sys tem as much as any one. All the same, we are obliged to
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com pro mise with it. It’s no use hid ing the fact. We are So cial ists.”
“No, no, we are not So cial ists—we are An ar chists. So cial ism aims at the

equal di vi sion of money. An ar chists don’t be lieve in money at all.”
“All the same, we are prac ti cally So cial ists; we are work ing here, and

liv ing here on that prin ci ple. You know we are. We couldn’t get on with out
money. Each of us brought what lit tle we had, and put it into the gen eral
pool. That’s So cial ism.”

They had ev i dently for got ten David; at least, some of them had, for they
ar gued ea gerly on the ques tion which seemed to have a great in ter est for
them. As for the young man, he sat down on the chair which had been of- 
fered, and lis tened.

“I con tend we are not So cial ists,” said a buxom woman of about thirty
years of age, who had not hith erto spo ken, but had been scru ti niz ing David
very closely. “So cial ism be lieves in force. So cial ists would use the forces of
the State to make rich peo ple dis gorge, they would have all cap i tal na tion al- 
ized; we, on the other hand, al though we have not al to gether suc ceeded,
have gone far to wards mak ing money un nec es sary. We do not be lieve in it,
and we have come out from the world in or der to show the world what real
Chris tian ity is.”

“Well done, Lavinia!” shouted sev eral around. “Ah! here comes Lang- 
ford.”

As Lang ford en tered the room, David turned ea gerly to wards him. As
yet, in spite of the free-and-easy ways of those around him, he did not feel
quite at ease.

“Here’s a friend of yours, Lang ford,” said one of the women, point ing to
David.

“Good Heav ens!” cried Lang ford, as he held out his hand.
“Yes, Lang ford. You scarcely ex pected to see me, I sup pose?”
“By King Henry’s bones, no! What in the name of the four winds of

heaven brought you here?”.
“You did.”
“I! How?”
“Well, your let ter.”
“I never asked you to come, in the let ter.”
“No, but you de scribed the happy life you were liv ing here, and as I was

sick and tired of ev ery thing, I thought I’d come and look you up.”
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“Good, good!” cried the woman who had been called Lavinia. “Our
prin ci ples are tak ing root. Here is an other con vert.”

“Are you a con vert?” asked Lang ford.
“I don’t know. I think I am. Any how, I am tired of the world of money. I

am tired of a life where ev ery thing is sold to the high est bid der. So far I’ve
gone. How much fur ther I shall go I don’t know.”

Some of the women clapped their hands, but the men, on the other hand,
looked du bi ous.

Lang ford looked for a mo ment like a man stunned, then his face cleared.
“We’ll have a good long jaw af ter you’ve had sup per: Is there any thing

ready? I sup pose you are hun gry?”
“I don’t know,” said David. “I had some thing to eat at Ply mouth, but

noth ing since.”
“Ply mouth! Why, man, you must be starv ing! What is there to eat,

girls?”
“We’ve boiled some onions, and there’s plenty of bread and but ter, and

tea.”
“Good! Fetch it up, and let the man have some thing to eat. Mean while,

let me in tro duce you. This,” said Lang ford, turn ing to the com pany, “is a
friend of mine. We were pals at Cam bridge, and he is the best of fel lows.
This,” turn ing to David, and hold ing one of the women by the hand, “is
Lavinia Mead ows. She is one of the mov ing spir its of the colony. This is
Bertha Gray; she’s very fond of an ar gu ment. This is Eva Rivers; she is one
of the most ad vanced spir its among us.”

And so on. Each of the women shook David’s hand, and ut tered some
words of wel come. Ev i dently they were pleased to see him, and, from the
look on their faces, one might judge that they ad mired him greatly.

The men did not seem to re gard him so kindly, al though all pro fessed to
wel come him. Per haps some had kinder feel ings to wards him than they
were able to ex press. Three of the men were Rus sian refugees, and spoke
Eng lish very badly. Two oth ers were Bel gians, each of whom pos sessed but
a very lim ited Eng lish vo cab u lary.

Af ter the in tro duc tions came the sup per, which David did not rel ish
much. Here again no for mal i ties were ob served. There was no cloth on the
ta ble, while the knives and forks were con structed on the most prim i tive
plan. The co coa, more over, did not taste any bet ter be cause he had to drink
it out of a thick pint jug.
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Sup per was over at length, how ever, and af ter wards they scat tered them- 
selves around the room and pre pared to lis ten to what David might have to
say for him self. The young man, by this time, how ever, be gan to feel more
self-con trolled. Now that he saw the life of which he had dreamed face to
face, he be gan to feel more crit i cal—more de sirous of ask ing ques tions
about it.

“Well, tell us about your self,” said Lang ford, as the com mu nity, more
quiet and sub dued than usual, closely watched the new comer.

“Presently, Lang ford,” was David’s re ply. “In the mean time, I am very
in ter ested in you. You’ve been here sev eral months now; tell us how you
find things.”

“Oh, splen did,” replied Lang ford. “Phys i cally, I never felt bet ter in my
life. We spend most of the day in the open air, and in the evenings we
gather here for con ver sa tion. Some times we have set de bates. We dis cuss
books, sys tems, men. We are all broth ers, and sis ters, and we get on well to- 
gether.”

“Do all live here?”
“What, in this house? No, not all, but a good many. There are two or

three small houses in ad di tion to this; some live in them. But this is a big
house, and con tains a lot of rooms. The man who used to own it gave it to
us for the use of the Colony. I say, where is Treloar?” This to the other oc- 
cu pants of the room.

“Oh, he’s gone over to the Muswells, at Muswell Hall. There has been
some dif fer ence be tween our selves and them, and he’s gone to try and set tle
it.”

“Muswells?” said David, at once in ter ested, re mem ber ing that Mal pas
Tow ers orig i nally be longed to the Muswells. “Who are they?”

“Oh, they are an old county fam ily here. They hate us like poi son. I
doubt whether Treloar will do any good with them. I am afraid it’s rather a
tick lish busi ness on which he’s gone. Ah, here he comes. He’ll tell us all
about it. Treloar, here is an old friend of mine, who has come to see us.”

David paid more than or di nary at ten tion to the new comer, for, al though
he could scarcely ex plain why, he be came very de sirous of know ing more
about the Muswells.



141

3. The First Glimpse Of Life At The Broth er‐ 
hood Set tle ment

TRELOAR did not im me di ately an swer the ques tions put to him; in stead, he
left the room for a few min utes, dur ing which time David had an op por tu- 
nity of speak ing alone with Lang ford.

“Of course, no one knows any thing about me here, Lang ford?” said
David.

“No, not a word. I have had no oc ca sion to speak about you.”
“I am glad of that, for, in truth, I do not wish ei ther my name or my af- 

fairs men tioned. No, I am sim ply a no body, tired of the ways of the world.
Some day I will tell you my rea son for this. As you know, my full name is
David Ward law Bar ing. I shall be glad if you will let the Bar ing drop.”

“Very well, my dear fel low. No ques tions will be asked. There are sev- 
eral peo ple here with pe cu liar his to ries, and no one will re sent your de sire
to keep yours to your self.”

“That’s all right; let that be un der stood. I have spe cial rea sons for my re- 
quest—rea sons which have be come ap par ent these last few months.”

Lang ford opened his eyes as if in won der, but said noth ing, and as
Treloar re turned at that mo ment, all at ten tion was di rected to him.

“Our dif fi culty with the Muswells is just this,” Treloar said to David,
presently. “Our farm joins the Muswell es tates. The ring fence be longs to
them, and it is their duty to keep it in re pair, which they refuse to do. As a
con se quence, their cat tle come on to our land. This, when the crops be gin to
grow, will be dis as trous. At present, more over, we are so busy on the land
that we can not af ford to spend time on re pair ing hedges. If we do, it will
mean star va tion next win ter.”

“I see. Well, and what was the out come of your visit?”
Al ready the young man was in ter ested. He felt him self, for the mo ment,

to have in ter ests in com mon with the Broth er hood peo ple. Be sides, he was
ea ger to ob tain in for ma tion about the Muswells.

“Oh, I went to see Mr. Muswell, who, I sup pose, is a fine spec i men of
the old-fash ioned Tory gen tle man. He has strong prej u dices; he hates ev ery- 
thing that does not agree with his ideas, and feels a sort of call to put down
in no va tions with a strong hand. I had al ready seen his stew ard, Jobling, who
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is en tirely of his em ployer’s way of think ing, and had ev i dently pre pared
the old man for my com ing.”

"Well?
“Oh, well, he was ev i dently pleased that his cat tle were daily get ting on

our fields, be cause he hates what he calls our topsy-turvy no tions. He is,
also, mad with me per son ally. He thinks I am abus ing the her itage of my fa- 
thers. In his own pe cu liar way, he de clined to in ter fere with the man age- 
ment of, the es tate, and re ferred me to Jobling. Jobling knew the law on the
mat ter, and, if I doubted this, well, I had bet ter con sult my own so lic i tor.
When I told him I had no so lic i tor, he said it was a mis for tune, and then
laughed in a grim sort of way.”

“But what are you go ing to do?” asked David.
“Oh, noth ing.”
“Noth ing!”
“No, noth ing.”
“But you say it will mean tak ing away your food for next year.”
“It will mean tak ing away some of it—but what of that? We shall man- 

age to live.”
“But you say it is his fence, and, there fore, his duty to keep it in re pair.”
“That is so.”
“Well, then, are you not en cour ag ing him in wrong do ing by let ting him

alone?”
“No, I don’t think so. Be sides, why should we de stroy the seren ity of life

by a quar rel? Why should we help to keep up an evil sys tem? I have been to
him qui etly, and told him what seems to me right, and he re fuses to see it.
Well, we must be as kind and neigh borly as we can, and then, per haps, he’ll
be come ashamed of him self. No real good has ever been the out come of
force, and, cer tainly, I shall not ap peal to it.”

There was gen eral ap proval of this, and, to crown the unan i mous opin ion
that the Broth er hood po si tion was right, the Woman, called Bertha, read a
few pas sages from Thoreau’s Walden, which were much en joyed.

Ev i dently there was much de sire to hear what David had to say for him- 
self, but Treloar, see ing that the new comer scarcely felt free to speak, Care- 
fully kept the oth ers from ques tion ing him, and presently, when the com mu- 
nity re tired for the night, he had spo ken to no one of the rea sons which had
led him to come among them.
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Six other men slept in the room where David rested that night. In deed,
the place looked more like a sol diers’ bar racks than an or di nary bed room.
There were no bed steads, and very lit tle fur ni ture in the great bare cham ber.
For an hour or so af ter they had stretched them selves on the mat tresses,
there was a gen eral hum of con ver sa tion. then, lit tle by lit tle, si lence
reigned.

Al though Lang ford was near him, the young fel low felt very lonely, but
he drove away de press ing thoughts, and, af ter a time, fell asleep. As soon as
it was day light he awoke, and found that the room was empty. The oth ers
had risen qui etly and left him while he was asleep. He af ter wards dis cov- 
ered that they had gone to the farm yard to at tend to the cat tle, and to help in
the house. It soon be came ev i dent that each was ser vant to the other, that no
one gave any or ders, that no one re proached an other with fail ing to do his
duty. At least, that was the ideal which was set up for their guide. Some- 
times a bit of hu man na ture man i fested it self, but com plain ing one of an- 
other was never en cour aged.

When David reached the great room he found that break fast had been
pre pared. It was of a very sim ple na ture. Some had basins of milk and
bread, while oth ers ate large quan ti ties of por ridge. Each chat ted pleas antly
with the other dur ing the meal, then pre pared to go out.

“What are our watch words for to day?” asked the woman called Bertha.
“Here they are, all ready,” said Lang ford, lift ing a large black board

against a wall and plac ing it so that all could read.
This was what David read:

In the ab sence of the high est arms, or pure love of knowl edge, and sur ren der to na ture,
there is the sup pres sion of life; we have the fac ti tious in stead of the nat u ral, taste less ex- 
penses, arts of com fort, and the re ward ing as an il lus tri ous in ven tor whoso ever will con- 
trive one im ped i ment more to in ter pose be tween the man and his true Ob ject.

— EMER SON.

I say, be ware of all en ter prises that re quire new clothes, and not rather a new wearer of the
clothes.

— THOREAU.
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Be not there fore anx ious, say ing, What shall we eat, and what shall we drink, or where- 
withal shall we be clothed? Suf fi cient unto the day is the evil thereof.

— THE GALILEAN CAR PEN TER

“Your se lec tion, Lang ford?” said some one.
Lang ford nod ded.
“Good,” said some.
“Could not be bet ter,” re marked Treloar.
A few min utes later, all the men and a large num ber of the women had

left the house. No one asked David what he was go ing to do, or how he was
go ing to spend his time. At first he felt un com fort able, think ing they wished
to boy cott him; but he soon found out his mis take. Their ideal was per fect
lib erty for the in di vid ual; while the duty of all was to cre ate such an at mos- 
phere that each man and woman should be ashamed to eat the bread of idle- 
ness.

He dis cov ered, more over, as the days went by, that each morn ing, af ter
break fast, the black board was up lifted, on which was writ ten the thoughts
of great men, which were to be a guide and an in spi ra tion through the day.
The writ ers whose words were most fre quently quoted, were Epicte tus,
St. Fran cis of As sisi, Emer son, Thoreau, Ruskin, Car lyle, and Tol stoy. The
pas sages usu ally se lected were finely worded, and con tained some en- 
nobling thought. Cer tainly their men tal pab u lum was of a very high or der; if
lofty ideals, ex pressed in good Eng lish, could en no ble a com mu nity, the
Broth er hood Set tle ment would have at tained to a high stan dard. Nearly all
the max ims poured scorn on wealth, and on the com forts which men usu ally
be lieve that wealth com mands. In fact, David was not long in dis cern ing
that civ i liza tion, as it is usu ally un der stood, was re garded as a curse, and
they held that the nearer they could get to prim i tive stan dards, so much
would it be bet ter for them.

“Where are they all go ing?” asked David of one of the women who as- 
sumed the duty of look ing af ter the dairy.

“They are off to the fields,” was the re ply. “Plant ing time is upon us.
Oats ought to be in, so did pota toes.”

David put on a trav el ing cap which he had placed in his over coat pocket
on the pre ced ing evening, and went out in the yard.
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“I’m afraid he’s not far ad vanced,” said one of the women to an other, as
he left the house.

“No? Why do you think so?”
“Oh, he’s like a man dazed. Be sides, look at his clothes.”
“But he looks very nice.”
“That’s a mat ter of opin ion. He hasn’t got the Broth er hood stamp upon

him, any how.”
“Well, I like those Nor folk suits, and those light felt leg gings make him

look like a coun try squire.”
“He may be, for all we know.”
“Ah! well! I don’t think he’ll stay long.”
“But I do. He’s got spir i tual eyes. He’s tired of the sor did life of so ci ety.

He’s cho sen to come to the world of ideas and ideals. He’ll soon see the
use less ness of wear ing starched things around his neck. All I hope is that
we shall not quar rel about him.”

“Quar rel about him, why?”
“Oh, he’s so hand some that the girls will think he’s their affin ity.”
The other, who was the woman called Bertha, was silent for a few sec- 

onds. “Yes,” she said, presently, “who knows, he may find some soul here
that goes out to his own.”

Mean while David, see ing Treloar in the yard, walked up to him.
“I say, Mr. Treloar,” he said.
“Ex cuse me,” an swered the other, “we have no ‘Mis ters’ here. I am

Treloar—Con rad Treloar—but Con rad hasn’t a broth erly sound, so I am al- 
ways called by my sur name.”

“Very good,” laughed David, “Treloar, then. You seem to be the man of
au thor ity here.”

“Ex cuse me again; noth ing of the sort. We are on the same level. It is
true I have to do cer tain things, be cause, ac cord ing to the old ideas, I owned
this place, and thus know some of the peo ple in the neigh bor hood; but we
have no man in au thor ity.”

“Any how, I should like a chat with you.”
“About your self?”
“Yes.”
“Lang ford has al ready told me all that is nec es sary. You got tired of the

world of money, or rather of what money means, so, hear ing of us, you
gave up an un nat u ral for a nat u ral life. We are all heartily glad to see you.”
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“But I want to do some thing.”
“What can you do?”
“I don’t know. Not much, I’m afraid.”
“Well, what would you like to do? I can’t ask you to work with Lang- 

ford, be cause he has just left for Truro, while I have to go to Fal mouth; but
our peo ple are busy cart ing ma nure, dig ging ground, and plant ing pota toes.
What would you like?”

“If you would just point out those fences which you say bor der the
Muswell Es tate, I think I might per haps be able to mend them.”

“Do you know any thing of hedg ing?”
“Not much, but I spent a va ca tion With a farmer once, and just for fun I

worked with him at re pair ing hedges.”
“Couldn’t be bet ter. Let me see, you’ll want a dig ger, a shovel, a hook,

and pos si bly an axe. You can find them in the tool house yon der. If you’ll
come with me, I shall just have time to show you the ring fence that needs
re pair ing.”

They ac cord ingly left the yard, and went out among the fields, and
presently reached an el e va tion. Treloar pointed out the fences con cern ing
which he had vis ited Squire Muswell on the pre ced ing night.

“I think I should be gin down here, near the river, first of all,” he said.
“That’s where Muswell’s cat tle are ca pa ble of do ing most harm. I hope you
won’t feel lonely. To mor row, I dare say, Lang ford may want to work with
you. Good morn ing. Oh! by the way, we gen er ally all gather for the mid-
day meal about twelve o’clock. It’s just eight now, so you’ll have four
hours’ work. Usu ally we re gard four hours a day as enough for any one to
work, but you have hap pened upon us at the busy sea son.”

A few min utes later David made his way across the fields to wards the
spot which Treloar had in di cated. Ar rived there, he found that the fence had
been bro ken down in sev eral places, and that a reg u lar thor ough fare for cat- 
tle had been es tab lished.

He did not set to work im me di ately. Ev ery thing felt so strange that he
was un able to make a be gin ning. Be sides, he felt in ter ested in the coun try in
which he had come to live. He had never been to Corn wall be fore, and the
gen tle un du la tions of hill and dale, and the richly wooded land scape at- 
tracted him. He saw that the river was a trib u tary of the Fal, and that it
rushed on at a merry speed in the di rec tion of Fal mouth. It was like and yet
it was un like Sur rey, but which ever way he looked, love li ness abounded. It
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is true win ter had barely de parted, but the air was soft and balmy, es pe cially
in the val ley through which the river ran.

Presently he heard a clock strik ing, and look ing in the di rec tion from
which the sound came, he saw through some gi ant trees an old house
nestling.

“That is the home of the Muswells, I ex pect,” he said to him self. “I won- 
der if they are in any way as so ci ated with the peo ple who lately owned
Mal pas Tow ers?”
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4. David Ren ders A Ser vice To Miss Grace
Muswell

DAVID FOUND IT RATHER DIF FI CULT to mend fences. Per haps this was be cause
he was un used to the work, or it might be be cause he felt him self to be act- 
ing the part of a mad man. Even while he was cut ting turf and driv ing
stakes into the hedge, he could not help laugh ing at his new ex pe ri ence.
Here was he, who had lately pos sessed enough to buy up the whole coun- 
try side, do ing the work of a day la borer. He who had never done man ual la- 
bor, was toil ing as though his very life de pended on his in dus try.

And yet he felt happy. The air was fresh and sweet, and the smell of the
newly turned soil was healthy and in vig o rat ing. Be sides, he was do ing
some thing real and tan gi ble. He was do ing Na ture’s work, the work which
the Cre ator had al lot ted for man. Presently he caught him self singing. Per- 
haps the chirp ing of the birds and the gur gling of the river, swollen by win- 
ter rains, stirred the mu sic of his soul. The low ing of the cat tle and the bleat
of the sheep made him feel the sweet rest ful ness of na ture.

He had been work ing per haps an hour, and was be gin ning to con grat u- 
late him self upon the progress in his work, when he heard the sound of
horses’ hoofs.

“It’s quite pleas ant to hear signs of a hu man be ing near,” he laughed.
“My word, this is coun try life with a vengeance.”

Look ing, he saw what had hith erto es caped his no tice, a lane wind ing
through the fields un til it came to the river. Here there was a ford for cat tle
and ve hi cles, while a nar row wooden bridge had been placed for the con ve- 
nience of foot pas sen gers. The hedge of the lane was so high, how ever, that
it was im pos si ble for him to dis cern any one who might travel along its
crooked course. In deed, as David af ter wards dis cov ered, this, like other
lanes com mon to Corn wall, had hedges ten and twelve feet high, which
were cov ered With a thick growth of hazel bushes, bram bles and hon ey- 
suck les. Thus it was, that while he heard the clat ter of horse’s hoofs, he
could see no liv ing be ing. Af ter a few min utes, how ever, the sound be came
plainer, and then he saw a horse and rider go up close to the ford of the river
with the ev i dent pur pose of go ing across. In sum mer this would have been a
very easy mat ter, be cause in those months the now rush ing river would be
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noth ing but a lit tle me an der ing stream. Now, how ever, the cur rent was swift
and strong, and while at the ford ing-place the stream was wide, it nar rowed
on each side of the ford to a gully of about fif teen feet wide, the banks of
which were cov ered with thick withy [wil lowy] bushes.

David saw that the rider was a woman, and as far as he could judge a
young woman. She sat her horse, which looked young and restive, with per- 
fect ease, and did not seem to re gard the cross ing with any ap pre hen sion
what ever. The horse, how ever, was fear ful of the swift mov ing wa ters, and
started paw ing the peb bly banks ner vously.

“He does not seem to like his task,” thought the young man. But he did
not move from his po si tion by the hedge side. In deed, there seemed no rea- 
son for his do ing so. Doubt less the young horse woman was ac quainted with
the river, and had pos si bly forded it scores of times.

Still he watched with in ter est as she urged the an i mal to take the stream,
and felt in clined to laugh as he tossed his head im pa tiently and snorted as if
in anger.

Whether the young rider was aware that David was watch ing her or not,
I do not know. Per haps she was, for presently she grew im pa tient, and
struck the young horse a smart blow with her rid ing-whip, where upon he
plunged madly into the stream. For a few steps all was well, but presently
reach ing the mid dle of the river, the force be came so strong that the horse,
fright ened at what was ev i dently to him a new ex pe ri ence, grew un man age- 
able. At first he tried to turn back, where upon his rider struck him again,
then, tak ing the bit in his teeth, he rushed down the main cur rent of the
stream, where the wa ter grew deeper and swifter at each step; to wards the
spot where David stood.

The young rider con trolled her self won der fully. She did not cry out, nei- 
ther did she seem in any dan ger of los ing her seat. Nev er the less, her po si- 
tion was not pleas ant. The withy bushes which banked the river grew so
thick and strong that in some places they al most joined in the mid dle. Thus
it was that, try as she might, she could not save her self from be ing struck by
the branches. More over, the banks did not im prove far ther down, nei ther, as
far as David could see, did the stream stretch out into any wide shal low
place.

Of course there was no dif fi culty in the young man grasp ing the sit u a- 
tion, and im me di ately he dropped his tools, and rushed for ward to of fer
what help might be in his power.
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“Don’t be, afraid,” he cried cheer fully. But, whether the young rider
heard him or not it is dif fi cult to say. The roar of the stream was loud, while
the plung ing of the fright ened horse in creased the dif fi culty of hear ing him.

See ing an open space be tween two thick bushes be rushed close to the
river; then, hold ing a thick wil low branch with his left hand, he stretched
out as far as he was able, and thus, when the horse came up, suc ceeded in
catch ing the bri dle rein with his right.

“Steady, my boy, steady,” he said to the horse, and skil fully drew the
horse’s head to the bank.

But the dif fi culty was far from be ing over come. The bank was steep, and
as I said, thickly wooded. More over, the wa ter reached the horse’s belly and
was rush ing swiftly. If he climbed the bank, he would drag his rider through
such thick un der growth that, pos si bly, she would be pulled from his back in
the process.

Still David had man aged to stop him, and the very fact of a strong man’s
hand on the bri dle had ev i dently calmed the fright ened an i mal some what.

“Can’t you lead him up the river to the ford?” cried the girl, ex cit edly.
“That is im pos si ble, I am afraid,” said David, look ing at the girl’s ex- 

cited eyes and flushed face. “You see the bushes are too thick. But don’t
worry. I’ll man age.”

He saw that the bot tom of her rid ing habit was float ing down by the
horse’s fore legs, while she was wet and un com fort able gen er ally. Even
then he thought she seemed some what fa mil iar to him; but he could not call
to mem ory wher ever he had seen her be fore.

Still hold ing the thick withy branch with one hand, and the bri dle with
the other, he let him self down into the wa ter, and in a few sec onds he felt
him self stand ing on the river’s bed.

“Take your foot from the stir rup,” he cried.
The girl obeyed with out hes i ta tion.
“Now,” he said, “I am go ing to let the bri dle go, and then I can lift you to

the bank. Be ready, for I ex pect the horse will be gin to plunge the mo ment
he is free.”

The girl nod ded.
“You are free from the pom mel of the sad dle, aren’t you?”
“Yes.”
In an other sec ond he re leased the horse, and had lifted the girl, in spite

of wil low branches, on to the bank.
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“Are you all right?” he said. “These thick bushes have not hurt you?”
“No. Thank you, so much.”
Con trary to his ex pec ta tion, the horse had not rushed away, so he caught

the bri dle rein again.
“I am afraid I can not get your steed out here,” he said, with a laugh. “I’ll

have to get him back to the ford again.”
“But you can’t. He won’t go against the stream un less he’s led. I tried

him.”
“We’ll see,” said the young man, con fi dently.
The wa ter reached his loins, but he did not seem to heed. In deed, he ap- 

peared to re gard the mat ter as a joke. He was young, and strong, and vig or- 
ous, and for a man who had spent days in snipe shoot ing, a wet ting was
noth ing to trou ble about. Be sides, dur ing the last win ter he had grown to be
a good horse man, and felt per fectly at home on a horse’s back.

A minute later, in spite of the dif fi culty in mount ing, he be strode the an i- 
mal, and was urg ing it against the stream. For some time the beast re fused
to budge, but presently he mas tered it, and a lit tle later he had reached the
ford, where he had no dif fi culty in guid ing it to the road.

“I am afraid you are rather un com fort able,” he said, as he re joined the
young girl. “Your dress is very wet. I fear ladies’ rid ing habits are not suit- 
able for rivers.”

“No, I must go home,” said the girl. “I never ex pected such an ad ven ture
as this. I can’t imag ine why Bob be haved in such a way. I never knew him
like it be fore. I am very an noyed.”

“I am so sorry it hap pened,” said David, which was scarcely the truth.
“Oh, I don’t mind for my self,” she has tened to say; “get ting a lit tle wet

is noth ing. Only I hate to be mas tered by a horse, es pe cially as—” here she
stopped, as though the words she was about to say could have no in ter est to
a stranger. “But you are ter ri bly wet,” she went on; “you need to change im- 
me di ately.”

“Oh, it doesn’t mat ter,” laughed David. “I have been as wet a dozen
times this last win ter, and have not changed till night. Be sides, it’s not at all
cold to day. At least, I don’t feel it so. I hope you’ll be none the worse for
this lit tle mishap.”

“Oh, no, and I thank you so much. I am sure I don’t know what I should
have done if you had not been near.”
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“I dare say you would have man aged. Still, I am glad I hap pened to be
close by. Will you con tinue your jour ney?”

“Oh, no—I shall ride back home. I do thank you very much, and I am
sure my—that is, the friends with whom I am stay ing, will be glad to know
who—that is, they will be able to ex press our obli ga tion to you.”

For the first time since he had seen her, he re al ized his po si tion. She had
spo ken to him as an equal, doubt less re gard ing him as one whom she could
meet on friendly terms. The thought some what con fused him, he was not
anx ious for this girl to know that he had come to live at the Broth er hood
Set tle ment.

“Do you live near here?” he asked, some what awk wardly.
“Yes—that is, I am stay ing at Muswell Hall,” and she looked to wards the

old house, which David had seen nestling among the trees. “I am stay ing
there with my un cle. I am Grace Muswell.”

Ev i dently she was much ex cited, or she would not have told him who
she was. Per haps, too, her grat i tude to wards the young fel low who had
helped her out of an awk ward sit u a tion led her to be more frank than she
would oth er wise have been.

“Then you are not a Cor nish woman?”
“Oh, no, that is——” then she added, with height ened color, “no, I am

not a Cor nish woman.”
He looked at her steadily for a few sec onds.
“Do you know, I be lieve I have seen you be fore?”
“In deed! Where?”
“It must have been in Hert ford shire, or Cam bridgeshire. It was last June,

I think. I was ly ing on a bank by the road side, and you drove up with an old
gen tle man. I be lieve I un fas tened your horse’s reins, or some thing of the
sort.”

“Oh, yes. I re mem ber now. How strange!”
“Yes, the world is not very big, is it? Ah, but you are shiv er ing. If you

are go ing to ride back to Muswell Hall, I will take your horse across the
ford, and you can get across by the foot-bridge.”

“Thank you; you are very kind. And I am afraid I am cold.”
David led the horse to the lane again, while the girl walked by his side.

Truly, his first day had af forded him an un ex pected ex pe ri ence in Corn wall.
It was far from un pleas ant, too. To have helped a young girl un der such cir- 
cum stances aroused the ro mance within him, and gave life rosy-tinted hues.



153

“Of course, you know this dis trict well?” she said presently.
“No. I never saw Corn wall till yes ter day.”
“Then you are a vis i tor?”
She was still ex cited, and per haps the fact of their for mer meet ing had

strength ened her cu rios ity con cern ing him.
“Yes, I sup pose so—that is—well, I may prob a bly live here per ma- 

nently.”
“Then you do not know my peo ple?”
“No, I do not know them.”
She was ev i dently de sirous of know ing who he was, pos si bly for the

pur pose of be ing able to tell her friends, who would, she thought, call on
him.

“Look,” he said, as if wish ing to change the “con ver sa tion.”You cross by
the lit tle wooden bridge. I will ride Bob. I am afraid you do not care to ven- 
ture cross ing the river with him again to day."

He laughed as he spoke, and there was some thing in his frank, hon est
face, which made the girl feel friendly to wards him.

A few sec onds later they were to gether again. Bob, un der the young
man’s mas ter ful hands, had forded the river with out dif fi culty, and seemed
to be quite sub dued.

“Can I help you to mount?” said David. He held out his hand, and the
girl put her foot in his palm. A mo ment later he had lifted her into the sad- 
dle.

“Thank you, very much.” She hes i tated a sec ond, and then: “I hope—
that is, I am sure Mr. Muswell will be glad to know you.” This she said hur- 
riedly.

Still he did not tell her his name. The truth was he did not de sire her to
know it. He imag ined that she might be con nected with the Muswell fam ily
who had owned Mal pas Tow ers, and if she were, she would doubt less have
heard of David Bar ton, and of David Bar ing. He could not at that mo ment
have given a rea son for not let ting her know who he was, but he re frained
nev er the less. The meet ing had been pleas ant, and he would have liked to
have seen the girl again, but prob a bly they would be strangers in the fu ture,
and he saw no rea son for giv ing her in for ma tion about him self.

“Thank you, you are very kind,” he said, lift ing his cap.
The girl waited a sec ond as if she ex pected him to say more, and then

she gal loped away.
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“He is scarcely po lite,” she said to her self as she rode along the lane. “I
gave him ev ery op por tu nity of telling me who he was, so that some one
could call and thank him, but he rudely kept silent. I hope he’s a gen tle man.
But of course he is. I won der who he is, though?”

As for David, he stood watch ing her un til she was out of sight.
“A bright, bon nie girl,” he said to him self. “Yes, it was she who sat in

the car riage with that old man. I thought I re mem bered her face. She
seemed less haughty to day than then, too. But I sup pose she felt it her duty
to be civil. Still—”

He stood look ing up the lane even when he could no longer see her, and
there was a strange far-off look in his eyes.

“Ev i dently a healthy-minded girl, in spite of the canker ing in flu ences of
our mod ern so cial life,” he con tin ued. “My word, it seems strange. When I
saw her first, I was on my way to pos sess my for tune, and now, when I see
her again, I have just aban doned it. Well, if aban don ing it has given me a
chance of see ing her and speak ing to her again I—but what a fool I am!”

“Grace Muswell,” he re peated, “a sweet-sound ing name, and, if I mis- 
take not, a good girl. I won der if we shall ever meet again? I won der if,
when she knows I am a mem ber of the Broth er hood, she will care to speak
to me again?”

He felt him self wet and cold, and slowly re traced his way to wards the
Broth er hood Set tle ment.

“This is a strange place,” he thought, as he looked at the old house, “and
I feel as though I have had an in ter est ing ex pe ri ence this morn ing.”
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5. “I Am A Mem ber Of The Broth er hood Set‐ 
tle ment”

DAVID WAS RE CEIVED with a great deal of mer ri ment at the Set tle ment. He did
not feel called upon to tell them the in ci dents which led to his wet ting, and
they in ferred that it had come about through his be ing en gaged in work to
which he was un ac cus tomed. Al though it was but eleven o’clock, he found
that some of the men had re turned to the kitchen, just, as they de clared, to
have a lit tle chat. This he dis cov ered was no un com mon cus tom in the
colony. The most per fect lib erty ex isted un der ev ery cir cum stance. Some- 
times, when work was very press ing, mem bers of the fra ter nity de clared
that they saw no rea son for putting them selves to any in con ve nience. They
had come there, so they said, to live a nat u ral life, and to be free from worry
there fore; when read ing Emer son was more in ac cor dance with their feel- 
ings than dig ging, they read Emer son. As no one was mas ter no one in ter- 
fered, and al though a man might be idle for a week, it was not felt right to
dis turb his re pose by ac cus ing him of lazi ness, for by so do ing they would
have to de stroy their own tran quil ity by mak ing the ac cu sa tion. More over,
such a course would be in di rect op po si tion to the ideals which they held
up.

There fore, as I said, when he re turned to the house sev eral of both sexes
were there to greet him, and to laugh at his ac ci dent. Their re marks were
en tirely good-na tured, and most of them seemed to re gard his wet ting as
some thing to be proud of, be ing so much bet ter, as they de clared, than to
keep dry by re main ing in an of fice, en gaged in use less drudgery.

Some of them of fered him clothes; but this the young man re fused.
Where upon oth ers of fered to sit with him in his bed room, and talk with him
while his wet gar ments were dried be fore the huge kitchen fire. As it might
seem churl ish to refuse again, the young man ac cepted the of fer; but he
soon found that re fusal would have been use less. As a mat ter of fact, pri- 
vacy was prac ti cally un known in the Set tle ment. They boasted that they had
“all things in com mon,” and, as a con se quence, a man could not be sure
even of the pri vacy of his own bed room.

Still he en joyed the free-hearted way in which the fel lows spoke to him.
They told him frankly of their lives—how they grew tired of the grind ing,



156

sor did drudgery of civ i liza tion, and of the canker ing in flu ence of pri vate
pos ses sion, and how in the Set tle ment they found what they de sired—ab so- 
lute lib erty of con science, and en tire free dom from the pal try con ven tion al i- 
ties of mod ern life. Oth ers were strong in their praises of Eng land. One es- 
pe cially, a Rus sian refugee, who was a mem ber of a re li gious or der cor re- 
spond ing very nearly with that of the Stundists,—and who as a con se quence
re fused to bear arms,—told him that al though Eng land was en tirely in the
dark in re la tion to the great est truths of life, it was still the best coun try in
the world.

“You give us all a home,” he said, in bro ken Eng lish. “You ask no ques- 
tions, you im pose no con di tions. We come here, and we say what we like
and do what we like. That is why I like your coun try.”

“No,” said an other, an En glish man, “it is a God for saken coun try. It is on
the point of ruin.”

“Ruin?” ques tioned David.
“Yes, ruin! Its ruin lies in its ap par ent safety. Its poverty lies in its

wealth, its weak ness in its power.”
“A very sweep ing state ment,” re marked an other, “but true. I will tell you

why. She de pends on great armies and navies for safety, whereas these
things are drag ging her to the dust. She be lieves that money will buy pros- 
per ity, whereas ev ery body who is not mad knows that money is sap ping the
na tion’s life. Money sup ports ev ery cor rup tion, keeps up ev ery abuse, feeds
ev ery evil pas sion, de stroys all spir i tu al ity.”

“Eng land has no ideals,” said an other.
“What is your ideal here?” asked David.
“Our ideal is to live a nat u ral life. With us seren ity of soul is above ev- 

ery thing. We say in re la tion to life, noth ing com pen sates for the dis tur bance
of one’s peace of mind. There fore live for that. Why, think of us here. We
live to gether, a band of happy peo ple. We have no trea sures on earth. We
fear noth ing about the fu ture. We live in the present, and we are true to the
best life.”

“I take it you do not be lieve in force at all?”
“No; in no form do we be lieve in it. Force never did any good, never

will. It al ways har bors, ay, and in ten si fies, evil pas sions; it fans the flames
of ha tred, it keeps up the worst tra di tions of the race.”

“I am rather in ter ested,” said the young man; “sup pose now, in re la tion
to this trou ble with the Muswells, Mr. Muswell should de ter mine to grasp
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the whole of your farm, what would you do?”
“We should let him take it.”
“You would not pro duce your claims to it? That is, you would not ad- 

duce any le gal ev i dence that the land is yours?”
“Oh, no.” I be lieve Treloar has de stroyed all ves tige of proof that the

place was his."
“So that if any one saw fit to drive you out, you would not re sist?”
“Re sist! Cer tainly not. As though land or home were a suf fi cient rea son

for the de struc tion of the seren ity of one’s soul! Sup pos ing we re sisted, we
should be Wor ried, we should have to pre pare our de fense, we should be
full of anx i ety, We should have to use the ma chin ery of a bad civ i liza tion,
we should en cour age evil and ran corous feel ing—and all for what? A bit of
land! No, no; we should be stul ti fy ing the very pur poses for which we came
here.”

“And yet it is by those very laws of Eng land, laws founded by force and
main tained by force, that you are al lowed to live here, quiet and un mo- 
lested,” re marked David.

“We can’t help that. We do not ap peal to laws; we, as far as we can, ig- 
nore them.”

This topic formed the ba sis of a long con ver sa tion, which I will not try
to re pro duce here. I have only writ ten so much to show the in flu ences
which were brought to bear upon David’s life. For, as we have seen, the
young man was work ing out the great prob lem of how best he could use the
gift of life; he was try ing to dis cover how he could wisely spend the years
of his ex is tence here on this earth.

By af ter noon his clothes were dry, but he de ter mined not to be placed in
a sim i lar predica ment again, so be ar ranged to go to the sta tion on the fol- 
low ing morn ing and get his lug gage. He saw now that he ought to have
brought it with him, as no means had been of fered whereby it could be
fetched.

The next day, there fore, he brushed his clothes, and then pre pared to
walk to wards the ferry, whereby he could cross the Fal. Ow ing to var i ous
cir cum stances, he did not start un til to wards the mid dle of the forenoon, and
as a con se quence it was near ing mid-day when he caught sight of the river.
He had not reached it, how ever, when his heart gave a sud den leap. for
com ing to wards him he saw Grace Muswell and a young man, who might
be some four or five years older than her self.
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They were both on horse back, but David saw the girl turn to wards her
com pan ion and say some thing which drew the young man’s at ten tion to
him self.

When they came up to him, there fore, he was not sur prised that they
stopped their horses as if de sirous of speak ing.

“Ex cuse me,” said the young fel low, “but my cousin in forms me that you
were kind enough to help her out of a very awk ward sit u a tion yes ter day.”

“It’s not worth men tion ing,” replied David. “I sim ply hap pened to be by,
and so—well, but it is noth ing.”

“My cousin thinks oth er wise,” said the young man. “Any how, I am glad
to have this op por tu nity of thank ing you. I did not know your name, or I
would have found you out yes ter day. You think of liv ing in the neigh bor- 
hood, I be lieve you told my cousin?”

“Yes, pos si bly.”
“Would it be im pu dence to ask where?”
David was silent.
“Ex cuse me for ask ing,” said the young man, “but I only thought that—

that—” he looked at David closely as if to take in at a glance the tout en- 
sem ble of the man— “that is, I hoped we might ar range to meet again.”

David made a sud den re solve. It was no use hid ing his po si tion any
longer.

“You are very good,” he said. “Un der some cir cum stances I should have
been de lighted. But as I am sit u ated, it is, I am afraid, im pos si ble. My con- 
cep tion of— of things—will be dif fer ent from yours. I am a mem ber of the
Trewin nick Set tle ment yon der.”

“What?”
“I am a mem ber of the Broth er hood Set tle ment,” re peated David, qui- 

etly.
“What, that—that So cial is tic—that is—”
“Yes, just that.”
“But, but you are a gen tle man, that is—”
The young fel low had ut tered the words al most with out think ing. The

sur prise had been so great that he could not gov ern his speech.
“Yes, I hope I am,” said David, qui etly.
“Ex cuse me,” said the other, “but—but I can not con trol my sur prise.

With the ex cep tion of Treloar, who used to be a good fel low, I thought that
the com mu nity was com prised of a lot of Rus sian refugees.”
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“There are sev eral refugees who come from Rus sia,” said David, and he
could not help laugh ing as he saw the look of ut ter as ton ish ment on the
young man’s face.

Per haps the laugh did some thing to put both more at their ease, for the
young man spoke more freely.

“Ex cuse me,” he said, “but I am sure this is a joke of yours. This is an
age of ex per i ments, and you, for the sake of a new sen sa tion, have come
here—well, just for the fun of the thing.”

“No,” said David, “that is not so.”
“But do you re ally mean that—”
“I am a mem ber of the Trewin nick Broth er hood? Yes, I do not be lieve in

pri vate prop erty, or the strug gle for riches. I do not be lieve in force of any
sort. I do not be lieve in the world’s stan dards.”

“Then you are a So cial ist?”
“No, the word is scarcely de scrip tive. If I am any thing, I am an An ar- 

chist.”
The young fel low ut tered an ex pres sion which I will not write down.
“It is very kind of you to be so friendly,” said David; “but now you know

what I am—know that I’ve nei ther po si tion nor prop erty—I am afraid you
will re gard your prof fered kind ness as im pos si ble.”

“At least, I am much obliged to you for help ing my cousin,” he said cor- 
dially.

“I hope you are none the worse for the lit tle mishap yes ter day,” said
David, turn ing to Grace.

“No, not at all, thank you.”
The girl had lis tened to the con ver sa tion in amaze ment. His ev ery word

and ac tion sug gested that he was an ed u cated gen tle man, and as such he
con tra dicted ev ery idea she had as so ci ated with the Broth er hood Set tle- 
ment.

“I am glad you suf fered no harm,” he said pleas antly. By the way, I am
afraid I was very rude yes ter day. You were gra cious to me, while I did not
even tell you my name. Not that it can mat ter to you," he said stam mer ingly,
for the sight of the young girl’s face ex cited him. “I am poor and un known,
and must re main poor and un known,—my name is David Ward law.”

“Any re la tion of the Ward laws of Dart moor?” said the young man.
“No, I am afraid not,” replied David. “I am not aware that I am in any

way as so ci ated with a no table fam ily.”
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He spoke so pleas antly, that in spite of the so cial gulf which he had
opened up, nei ther Grace Muswell nor her cousin thought of him other than
as an equal.

“My name is George Muswell,” replied the young man. “I am afraid that
you will not think very kindly of me, es pe cially as my fa ther has re fused to
com ply with cer tain re quests which your Broth er hood has made. Of course,
you know all about it?”

“Yes, I know all there is to know, which is very lit tle.”
“Does Treloar in tend go ing to law?”
“Oh, dear no. He does not be lieve in force of any sort.”
“Ex cuse me, but may I ask what you in tend do ing?”
“Oh, yes. I am go ing to mend the fences my self. For tu nately, I was en- 

gaged on that work yes ter day when I had the honor of meet ing Miss
Muswell.”

“You mend ing fences?”
“Yes. I shall, all be ing well, be en gaged on that work this af ter noon. I am

afraid I am not an ex pert, but I hope to keep your cat tle from get ting on our
crops.”

“Will you for give my ask ing what is, I am afraid, an im pu dent ques- 
tion?” asked young George Muswell.

“Oh, I dare say you’ll not ask any thing con cern ing which there is a need
for for give ness. Ask any thing you please.”

“Well, then, what led you to be mas querad ing af ter this fash ion?”
“I can as sure you I am not mas querad ing”.
“Then will you tell me what led you to adopt such a mode of life?”
“That would be a long story, I am afraid.”
“For give me if I touch upon del i cate ground; but you are a man of the

world—you know the world—there fore, to see such as you among such a—
a crew—well, it is sur pris ing.”

“Oh, I’ll an swer you as well as I can. I am tired of the world, and the
world’s hopes. I find that the ba sis of so ci ety is false. It is built upon ut terly
poor ideals. Money, and not worth, is the se cret of suc cess and honor.
Nearly ev ery thing in life is sold to the high est bid der. Love is bartered for
money. A rich man or woman can not be sure that the one he or she may
marry, does so for love, so much is mar riage made a mat ter of barter. Re li- 
gion is de graded into a ques tion of money. Cures of souls in our Na tional
Church are sold to the high est bid der. Ev ery where the poor par son is afraid
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of of fend ing the rich pew-holder. And then, nearly ev ery vice and crime of
our time find their rai son d’être in the same evil. Virtue, truth, honor are
sold ev ery day—for what? Money. The very ba sis of Eng lish civ i liza tion is
just here, and the re sult is de plorable. In the Set tle ment we do not par tic i- 
pate in the thing at all. We do not let money have any do min ion over us. We
judge of men and things from a higher stand point than that from which the
world judges.”

George Muswell was silent for a few sec onds, while Grace lis tened in
speech less as ton ish ment.

“What you say is very in ter est ing,” he said, presently, “but we must be
go ing. Good morn ing, and thank you again, very much, Mr. David Ward- 
law.”

About a week later the mem bers of the Broth er hood Set tle ment were
much ex cited on ac count of a let ter which had ar rived from Mr. Muswell, to
the ef fect that in re la tion to the dis pute con cern ing the fences, he would be
glad if Mr. David Ward law would call at Muswell Hall, when he hoped that
they would be able to make some sat is fac tory ar range ments.

“But why Ward law?” asked many voices.
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6. The Opin ion Of The Elect

“BUT WHY WARD LAW?”
That was the ques tion re peated again and again from all parts of the

room. The let ter had ar rived one morn ing, be fore the mem bers of the fra ter- 
nity had gone into the fields, con se quently the whole of the colony was
present.

“That I am sure I can not ex plain,” re marked Treloar; “per haps Ward law
can tell us.”

David was silent. He thought he knew the rea son, but he did not feel free
to tell these peo ple. No one was aware of his meet ing with Grace Muswell,
or of his sub se quent en counter with George Muswell.

“Yes, surely Ward law must know,” re marked Eva Rivers, who was one
of the most ad vanced mem bers of the com mu nity, and had shown great par- 
tial ity for David. “Per haps he knows Mr. Muswell, the owner of Muswell
Hall. Do you, Ward law?”

“No,” said David, glad of a chance of an swer ing in the neg a tive. “I never
heard of this Mr. Muswell till I came down here, and I have never seen him
at any time—that is, to my knowl edge.”

Lang ford kept his eyes keenly fixed on David, but he said noth ing.
“I think I heard you were a Cam bridge man,” con tin ued Eva Rivers.
“Of course we all know that,” said Lang ford. “He and I were at the same

Col lege.” He said this hastily, as though he were anx ious to shield his friend
from un pleas ant ques tions.

“Then may not some of the Muswells have heard of him there?”
“Of course that may be pos si ble,” said Lang ford, “but all these con jec- 

tures can do no good. Muswell has asked to see David, and I think it will be
bet ter for him to go and have the mat ter out.”

“I’ll tell you what it is,” said Bertha Gray, “Muswell’s peo ple must have
seen Ward law mend ing the fences. There’s no doubt about it, he has the
look of a swell, and they are cu ri ous to know him, and that’s all about it.”

“I think that’s very prob a ble,” said Treloar. “Let me see, Ward law, didn’t
you go to the Bri an ite Chapel last Sun day?”

“Yes, I did,” an swered David.
“And did you talk with any of the peo ple?”
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“Oh, yes. I had a long chat with an old lo cal preacher called Tommy
Trethewey.”

“Then that’s how it has come about. Tommy has by some means told
your name to some one who lives at the Hall. I have heard that the peo ple in
the neigh bor hood re gard you as some thing of a mys tery. In deed, a man
asked me only yes ter day if you were a lord, or some thing of that sort. All
this will have reached the ears of the Muswells.”

By this time David felt quite at his ease.
“I can see I am an im por tant man,” he said, with a laugh. “I proph esy

that those fences will be mended im me di ately. Who knows? The whole lot
of us may be in vited to the Hall at the next great so cial func tion.”

“When does he wish to see you?” asked Bertha Gray.
“He men tions tonight.”
“Well, can you go tonight?”
“Oh, yes, one time is as good as an other.”
“Then I should say tonight. But look here, David, you’ll not how the

knee to Baal, will you?”
“What do you mean?”
“You’ll not lower our stan dard? You’ll not make any com pro mises?

You’ll not ad mit in any fash ion the right of the in di vid ual to our pri vate
prop erty? You’ll dis claim all as so ci a tion with force of any sort, won’t you?”
The woman spoke with great earnest ness, and there was a light, al most fa- 
nat i cal, in her eyes.

“Per haps some one else had bet ter go,” said David.
“Oh, no, I didn’t mean that. But some how I can hardly feel that you are

one of us. Per haps you can’t feel as strongly as some of us feel. I know the
mean ing of the evil of com pe ti tion and force, and I re al ize the canker ing in- 
flu ences of money stan dards. I was brought up in a sub urb of Lon don. My
fa ther owned a gro cer’s shop, and I know how that shop poi soned our lives.
We were just afraid to speak, be cause by telling the truth we might lose a
cus tomer. We were led to re spect our cus tomers ac cord ing to the amount
they spent at the shop, and we were al most ready to fall down and wor ship
those who came to us in a car riage. Oh, I know! Peo ple who kept the
Chemist’s shop over the way would hardly speak to us, be cause we were
gro cers, while the lawyer’s daugh ters would hardly no tice the daugh ters of
the chemist. And I tell you it made life just a mis er able bit of flunkey ism. I
went to chapel, and it was the same at chapel. It was all money and po si tion
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—all money and po si tion. And so, now that we are here as equals in God’s
sight, hav ing de stroyed all those pal try things—well, I can’t bear the idea of
any one who is as so ci ated with us fall ing down and wor ship ing the golden
calf.”

There were tears in her eyes as she con cluded this long speech, and
David felt sure that she was sin cere in ev ery word she said.

“Life is so dif fer ent here,” she went on. “We all work, but we work one
for an other, and for the love of the work. We all speak our minds, and what
we say is re spected, not ac cord ing to any po si tion we may hold but for the
value of our words. Ev ery morn ing now I feel thank ful that I have a chance
of think ing hon est thoughts, and of be ing true to the best that is in me. I
never had such a chance be fore; that is why I am im pa tient at the thought of
any one of us go ing to the man of money, cap in hand.”

“Oh, I don’t think you need fear,” said David. “If I go up to the Hall,
which I don’t much rel ish do ing, I have no in ten tion of be ing servile. I shall
speak to Mr. Muswell as one gen tle man speaks to an other.”

“I don’t like the term ‘gen tle man,’” said Eva Rivers. “We’ve dropped all
that. You mean you’ll speak as one man to an other—as one soul to an- 
other.”

“Yes, as sum ing that we both have souls, and that we can both speak with
the soul, it shall be as you say,” and David laughed cheer fully.

“That’s right. Let’s see, what are our mot toes for to day?”
“Here they are,” said Treloar.
David turned and read:—

“Give me health and a day, and I will make the pomp of kings ridicu lous.” —EMER SON.

"If it prof its me to own a piece of land, it prof its me to take it from my neigh bor.

"If it prof its me to own a gar ment, it prof its me to steal it.

“And hence wars, sedi tions, tyran nies, con spir a cies.”— EPICTE TUS.

“It is morn ing when I am awake, and there is down in me.”— THOREAU.

“It might be stronger,” said Eva Rivers, “but it is very good. Think of those
things, David, when you go up among the money-bags.”
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A lit tle later David was at work mend ing fences. As it hap pened he was
alone. Dur ing the last three days Lang ford had been with him as a com pan- 
ion, but to day other things had claimed his friend’s at ten tion. Per haps his
soli tude was good for him, for he was able to think of his po si tion.

On the whole he was happy—hap pier than when he had been the Squire
of Mal pas Tow ers. Life was less sor did, less hedged in by con ven tion. Now
he was re spected for him self, and not for his po si tion. Free dom from anx- 
ious thought, and plenty of healthy work, had brought the roses back to his
cheeks again. He could eat the plainest food with rel ish, he could la bor for a
day, and not feel tired at the close. More over, he looked for ward with in ter- 
est to their evening gath er ings. Many Wild, fool ish things were said, but
they were said hon estly— sin cerely. Be sides, the very strange ness of his
sur round ings had a kind of fas ci na tion. Money was never men tioned, save
as a su per fluity of which they had-no need. There was never any wor ry ing
about keep ing up ap pear ances, or meet ing bills. It is true the au thor i ties
would come upon them for rates and taxes, in spite of past protests, and
they had to pay for cer tain nec es sary things. Still, they had as lit tle to do
with money as pos si ble, and of course no one ever thought of sav ing.

Some times he was met by awk ward doubts; but con cern ing these he
spoke to no one, al though they nat u rally col ored his thoughts. One ques tion
which nat u rally faced him was of much im por tance. Had he reached his
life’s ideal? Did his present mode of ex is tence sat isfy him, and did he in- 
tend to re main on the Colony dur ing the rest of his days? He was but a
youth even yet, and al though his ex pe ri ence had made him old be yond his
years, he could not help re mem ber ing that he was of an age when, ac cord- 
ing to the ideas of the world, he was but on the thresh old of his ca reer.

Nat u rally, too, he thought much of Nora Brent wood. Not that he trou bled
much about her. He re al ized that What ever might have been the case if she
had been wor thy of his thoughts con cern ing her, his love for her was not
very deep. In deed, he could think of her with out a pang, save that pang
which came from the fact that she low ered his ideal of wom an hood. Still,
his ex pe ri ences with her led him to ask him self whether he was to live his
whole life with out ever think ing of love and mar riage. More over, if he were
to marry, where was he to find his wife? It is true there had been much talk
at the Set tle ment about affin ity of soul, and many rev o lu tion ary ideas had
been ex pressed about the evil of ex ist ing mar riage laws, but he had not
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found his affin ity in the Colony, nei ther did he be lieve much in their ideas
about mar riage.

In spite of all these things, how ever, he was con tent; nay, more, he was
happy, and he could look back with out a sigh to wards the ar ti fi cial life he
led when he was Squire of Mal pas Tow ers.

When evening came, he be came much in ter ested in his mis sion to
Muswell Hall; he won dered much what kind of re cep tion he would re ceive
at the hands of Mr. Muswell, and whether by any chance he would see
Grace. He also spent some lit tle time on his toi let, and ran sacked his bag- 
gage to find some of the “starched” gar ments so de spised in the colony.

“No, David, no; surely you are not go ing to wear those things?” said
Bertha Gray, as he ap peared in the large room prior to leav ing.

“Why not?” asked the young man, with a laugh.
“Why not? Well, it is a mark of the old, evil life. It is en cour ag ing a sys- 

tem whereby un nec es sary work is done.”
“Un nec es sary? I don’t quite see it.”
“Of course it is un nec es sary. For, first of all, starched things are un com- 

fort able, and, sec ond, they are use less. What does Thoreau say about un- 
com fort able and use less things. They oc cupy the time which should be
spent on some thing bet ter. Life is given to us to feed the mind and to cul ti- 
vate the soul, not to be wasted on the evil cus toms of a false civ i liza tion.”

“Just so,” laughed the young man, “only one of the glo ries of this
Colony is that each one can fol low his own sweet will. Now, hon estly, I feel
bet ter for hav ing some clean linen around my neck, and for the life of me I
can’t see why one can not as well wear linen as flan nel.”

“Of course, of course,” said Bertha Gray, “only it seems like low er ing
one’s stan dard.”

“Yes,” said Eva Rivers, “and I feel that when one of us goes among these
worldlings, he should ad mit of no com pro mise. I sin cerely hope that David
will let in some truth to their dark ened souls.”

“I will let in all I can,” laughed the young man, “but then I must ask you
to re mem ber that I have not ad vanced as far as you have. I am here largely
as a learner, and not as a teacher.”

“For my part,” said a Rus sian, “I think that per haps it is bet ter for these
peo ple to see one of us who is not so far ad vanced. He will be able, as it
were, to pre pare the way for the greater, and fuller truth.”

“A sort of John the Bap tist?” sug gested David.
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“Ay, that is it,” said the Rus sian.
“Oh, let us have no com pro mises,” said Eva Rivers. “Let us have no par- 

ley ing and quib bling about our sa cred mis sion. Let Ward law re mem ber
these things: First, that the world is groan ing un der a false sys tem. Sec ond,
that this evil sys tem is be cause of the love of per sonal prop erty and all the
abom inable laws which have come to sur round it. And third, that the only
cure for the evil —the only means whereby we can lift from the suf fer ing
mil lions of the world the crush ing weight of poverty, crime, com pe ti tion,
sweat ing, war, and all the kin dred evils—is by giv ing up all thought of per- 
sonal prop erty, to dis card all law, and all force, and to live in the spirit of
broth er li ness and lov ing-kind ness.”

She would have en larged on these three points, be cause she was fond of
mak ing speeches, and prided her self on be ing a good de bater; but by unan i- 
mous con sent it was de cided that this was scarcely the time for ora tions.
She saw, more over, that David was scarcely in the mood for be ing im- 
pressed, and as she was anx ious to have his good opin ion she apol o gized
for her warmth.

“I hope I haven’t hurt your feel ings, David,” she said, ev i dently with
some de gree of anx i ety.

The young man as sured her to the con trary.
“Be sides, she went on,”al though I don’t like these starched things, and

al though I be lieve they help to keep up a cor rect civ i liza tion, I must ad mit
that you look very nice. Of course, we are all sure that you were a swell be- 
fore you came here, and we think all the more of your sin cer ity be cause of
it."

“Yes,” said Bertha Gray, de ter mined not to be out done by her friend,
“we quite feel that some times our un con ven tional ways must be a lit tle
strange to you, and that you must now and then yearn af ter the flesh-pots of
Egypt; all the same, you, like the rest of us, re volt at the evil of the world
and de sire to live the ideal life. And I am sure that if any one could in flu ence
Muswell to give up the old bad life, it is you.”

“Don’t, don’t,” said David. “I am get ting giddy with so much praise—
but there, I must be off.”

He walked to the door, and looked out. The night was rather cold, but it
was clear and brac ing nev er the less. He had not left the house, how ever,
when he felt a hand on his arm.
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“Here, David,” it was Eva Rivers who spoke, “here is a warm neck cloth
for you. Be sure and take care of your self, won’t you? I shall be very lonely
un til you come back, and do for give me if I have hurt your feel ings.”

David looked, and saw that the girl’s eyes were hu mid, and that her lips
trem bled, but he said noth ing save a sim ple word of thanks, then hur ried to- 
wards Muswell Hall.

“What does she mean?” thought the young man, as he trudged along, but
his mis sion soon drove all thought of Eva Rivers from his mind.

When he came to the foot-bridge which spanned the lit tle river, he could
not help re mem ber ing his meet ing with Grace Muswell, and he won dered
whether he should by any chance meet her that night.

“I can hardly be lieve what I see, and hear, and feel,” said the young man.
“Ev ery thing is topsy-turvy, ev ery thing seems un real; but I sup pose it is nat- 
u ral. Per haps a talk with Mr. Muswell will bring me back to re al i ties.”

A lit tle later he had passed the lodge gates, and af ter fol low ing the wind- 
ings of the car riage drive for some dis tance, the great house ap peared to his
view.

“Per haps they will ex pect me to go to the kitchen door,” thought the
young man, as he rang the bell. “If Mr. Muswell has such strict no tions of
caste, he may take’ it as an un war rantable lib erty on my part to ap pear at
the front door.”

He laughed at the thought; all the same, his heart beat fast as he heard
ap proach ing foot steps.



169

7. The Com ing 0f Life’s Mas ter Pas sion

“MR. DAVID WARD LAW?”
The name was men tioned in a ques tion ing man ner as the young man was

ush ered into the pres ence of- John Muswell, the owner of Muswell Hall,
and the es tates which ac com pa nied it.

He was a man fast ap proach ing sev enty, but ev i dently hale and hearty.
He stood per fectly up right as David en tered, and gave one the im pres sion
that he was on good terms with him self and with the world gen er ally. Be- 
long ing to an old county fam ily, and oc cu py ing the lead ing po si tion in the
dis trict, he re ceived the homage of the peo ple around quite nat u rally. As be- 
came his sta tion and ed u ca tion, he re pu di ated all the new ideas which have
caused such a change in so ci ety. Had you asked him his views, he would
have told you that God in tended some to be rich and some to be poor, that
He made peer and He. made peas ant, and it was the bounden duty of the lat- 
ter to pay homage to the for mer. It was an in sti tu tion in the parish for all the
chil dren be long ing to the Church Sun day School to be in their places at the
Parish Church at five min utes to eleven, and also that each one should rise
on the en trance of Squire Muswell, and that none should take their seats
again un til that gen tle man had de posited him self in the great pew be long ing
to the fam ily. Had the cer e mony been omit ted, both vicar and the vil lage
school mas ter, who su per in tended the Sun day School, would have been se- 
verely rep ri manded. If any one should fail to make his or her obei sance to
him when he hap pened to be rid ing through the vil lage or the coun try lanes,
he was much per turbed. Not that he re garded it so much as a per sonal slight
to him self as a vi o la tion of those prin ci ples which he be lieved sa cred.

For Squire Muswell be lieved in the di vine rights of the aris toc racy, as
much as Charles I. be lieved in the di vine right of kings. This be ing so, he
re garded him self as a sort of God-ap pointed guardian of the parish—one
whose word should be law.

Let it be also stated that he had a high con cep tion of his own du ties. He
took a deep in ter est in those poor of the parish who paid him his due meed
of re spect, and never failed to at tend the Parish Church. He was a good
land lord, and a just mag is trate; he was af fa ble to his equals, and al though
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pa tron iz ing, was kind to his in fe ri ors, al ways as sum ing that those in fe ri ors
rec og nized his po si tion.

He was ex ceed ingly bit ter to wards the “Broth er hood Set tle ment,” be- 
cause, ac cord ing to his ideas, the mem bers broke the laws which he, John
Muswell, re garded as God-ap pointed.

When David en tered the room where he sat, he looked at him keenly. He
boasted that he could rec og nize a gen tle man at a glance, and was ap par ently
dis ap pointed at the young man’s ap pear ance. He had ex pected to see a
some what su pe rior me chanic—a young man of more than av er age in tel li- 
gence, per haps, but not a gen tle man. No gen tle man, he ar gued, af ter he had
heard his son George’s de scrip tion, could be have in such an un seemly man- 
ner. When he looked at David, how ever, he felt some what shaken in his
con vic tion. The young man was well dressed, and car ried him self with all
the ease of a man brought up in his own class. For the life of him Squire
Muswell could not speak to him as an in fe rior. Here was a man who was his
equal in ev ery re spect, save that he had low ered his dig nity by liv ing at the
Set tle ment.

“I have come in an swer to your let ter,” said David, qui etly. “I hope my
visit is not in op por tune.”

“Oh, no! I ex pected you. My son George—ah! here he is—told me he
had met you some days ago, and, as there is some slight dis agree ment be- 
tween my man of busi ness and Treloar, I thought that—ah!—that is, if you
came up the mat ter might be set tled.”

“I am afraid I know very lit tle about the mat ter,” said David. “I was told
that you did not see your way to mend the fences, and so—well, I am mend- 
ing them my self.”

“You?” The Squire lifted his eye brows sig nif i cantly.
“Yes. I am afraid I am not very ex pert at the busi ness, but I am do ing my

best.”
The Squire looked at David steadily, while the young man stood be fore

him. He spoke quite nat u rally, as though mend ing fences were as much the
duty of a gen tle man as drilling sol diers.

“Won’t you sit down?”
This the Squire said, as if in want of some bet ter re mark.
David ac cepted the seat to which he pointed, while George Muswell sat

near, as if in ter ested in find ing out who the young man re ally was.
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“Per haps we had bet ter come to a more def i nite un der stand ing,” said the
Squire.

“I shall be very glad,” replied David qui etly. “At the same time, it may
be well for me to say that my friend Treloar, who is nom i nally the owner of
Trewin nick, does not in tend urg ing any claims he may have.”

“But it would be so easy for him to sub mit his deeds to his so lic i tor,” re- 
marked the Squire.

“Yes, but you see he has no so lic i tor, and the gen eral agree ment among
those with whom he is as so ci ated is to let the mat ter drop. You do not see
your way to mend the fences; there fore I of fered to do it my self.”

The Squire was burn ing with cu rios ity, and al though he did his best to
sti fle it, he was not al to gether suc cess ful.

“And you find it strange work, I imag ine?” he said.
“Yes,” replied David, “it is rather strange yet; but I im prove daily.”
“I am nat u rally in ter ested in peo ple who live in the neigh bor hood,” said

Mr. Muswell. “As an old res i dent— in deed, my an ces tors have lived here
for many gen er a tions —I like to know what is go ing on in the vicin ity. And,
may I say it, I have been much puz zled by the at ti tude of ——of your
friends. As an old-fash ioned man, more over, I can not say that I have been
much pleased.”

“I am very sorry,” replied David.
“It might help me, there fore,” went on the Squire, “if you would tell me

why you have taken this pe cu liar at ti tude.”
“I am afraid I do not quite un der stand.”
“No? I am sorry I have not made my self plain. You see, when you have

con nec tions with peo ple, it is nec es sary that there should be some com mon
ba sis of ac tion.”

“Yes, I see that.”
“Well, you see, Treloar will not meet me on or di nary terms. He will not

sub mit our dif fer ences to or di nary means of ar bi tra tion.”
“I sup pose not. In stead, he yields en tirely to your po si tion. As a proof of

that, I have been for the last week mend ing the fences.”
David spoke very qui etly and re spect fully, and al though he put his case

in a few pointed words, the old man could not take ex cep tion to them.
“You see,” said the Squire, “I have my own po si tion and rights to main- 

tain. If it is my duty to at tend to this mat ter, of course it shall be at tended to.
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But Treloar has adopted an at ti tude so pe cu liar that—well, you see my dif fi- 
culty,” and the old man shrugged his shoul ders sig nif i cantly.

“Don’t you see it?” he con tin ued.
“Scarcely,” said David. “If you wish to know the le gal rights of the case,

there can be noth ing more sim ple than for you to con sult your own so lic i- 
tor.”

The Squire was non plussed. Ev i dently this was not the an swer he
wished.

“It would be in ter est ing to know ex actly how you look at the mat ter,”
said the Squire.

“In what way?”
“Well, to know what has led you and oth ers to adopt a po si tion so much

out of ac cord with the ac cepted cus toms of the coun try.”
“Oh, as to that,” replied David, “I am afraid I am a poor ex po nent. For

my own part my po si tion is sim ply this: I am tired of money stan dards and
ideals. I am tired of per sonal pos ses sion and all that it means. I am tired of
liv ing in the men tal and moral at mos phere which these things cre ate. It
seems to me that the life of the world is not nat u ral; it is ut terly ar ti fi cial,
and so-well, I have come to live among peo ple to whom money and po si- 
tion is noth ing, but with whom char ac ter is ev ery thing.”

“Will you ex plain your self more fully?”
This was the point at which the Squire had been aim ing all the time, and

af ter a few well-di rected ques tions, he suc ceeded in mak ing David talk
freely. He gave no clue to his pre vi ous po si tion, but he spoke plainly and
forcibly on the views he had been led to ac cept.

Ev ery sen tence seemed to sur prise the Squire more and more; he had
never dreamed of the thoughts which had for years been surg ing in men’s
minds. To him David’s po si tion was that of a mad man, and yet the young
man spoke with so much con vic tion that the old man could not for a mo- 
ment an swer him. Be sides, there was some thing of more than or di nary in- 
ter est in the pic ture of the hand some, ed u cated man be fore him. Here was
no foul-mouthed So cial ist, but one who had read widely, and who was con- 
ver sant with the ways of so ci ety; here was a man to whom he could not help
speak ing as to an equal.

“But it is rank athe ism,” he ejac u lated at length.
“Is it?” said David. “Well, let us see how far it ac cords with the teach- 

ings of the Founder of Chris tian ity.”
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“No, no,” said the Squire. “For give me, but I do not wish the sa cred sub- 
ject of re li gion dragged into the mat ter. I am an old-fash ioned man and be- 
lieve in the Bible.”

“So do I,” re marked David, “and, would you be lieve it, I have been led
to adopt my present at ti tude very largely through read ing the New Tes ta- 
ment.”

“In deed,” said the Squire, coldly. “Ah, well, we read dif fer ently, don’t
we? But do you know—of course, I do not wish to make per sonal al lu sion
—but it strikes me that if a for tune were left to most of your friends—well,
they would see dif fer ently.”

“Per haps so,” said David qui etly, “but that would not af fect the prin ci ple,
would it?”

“Wouldn’t it? Well, I am glad to have had this chat with you—very glad.
It clears the ground, doesn’t it? By the way, I hope we shall have no fur ther
trou ble with your friends about rates and taxes, and that kind of thing?”

“I—I hope not.”
“Ah, I am glad to hear you say that—very glad. By the way, could you

drink a glass of wine be fore you go?”
“No,thank you.”
“Ah, then per haps you would like a cigar? George, you have some cigars

here, haven’t you?”
"David took a cigar from the box and lit it. It was the first he had

smoked since he came to the coun try, and he en joyed it—George Muswell,
who had been silently sit ting by all the time, join ing him.

“Does it burn all right?” asked the young Squire.
“Yes, thank you. This brand was much in fa vor among some of our fel- 

lows when I was at Cam bridge.”
“Are you a Cam bridge man?” asked the Squire, quickly.
“Yes.”
“Ah, that is in ter est ing; so am I. What Col lege, may I ask?”
David told him.
“Why, my old Col lege!”
A great deal of the Squire’s re serve broke down in a sec ond. Af ter all,

the man must be a gen tle man.
“George, my son, pre ferred Ox ford, but I would rather he had gone to

Cam bridge. I haven’t been there for years now. I sup pose great changes
have come over the place?”
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For the next few min utes they talked freely, the Squire be com ing more
af fa ble each minute, and when at length David rose to go, George said he
would ac com pany him a part of the way. Ev i dently the young Squire was
much drawn to their vis i tor, and de sired to be friendly.

“Do you know, in spite of what you have said, I can hardly make you
out,” he said, as the two young men walked along to gether.

“No?”
“Not but that I sym pa thize with you in many things. Of course, my fa- 

ther be longs to the old-fash ioned school, and taboos ev ery thing new. But I
could not live with—— that—that is, those peo ple up at Trewin nick. All the
same, there is much in our modes of life that I hate.”

“Yes—what?”
“Oh, our ideas about mar riage, for ex am ple. It is a mat ter of barter with

us, very largely. A man is not al lowed to love a woman oft times. He has to
love es tates, and— and fam i lies.”

“I sup pose so.”
“Yes, it is so. I have found out that, and I am afraid that my cousin Grace

will——” He stopped sud denly. He felt he had said too much.
“Yes,” said David, al most ea gerly, “you were say ing some thing about

your cousin.”
“Was I?”
“Yes,” said David. “I hope she is quite well?”
“Yes, quite well, thank you.”
David saw that George Muswell did not wish to dis cuss his cousin, but

he sud denly be came so in ter ested that he pushed his ques tions al most to
rude ness.

“Is she go ing to get mar ried?” he asked.
“I am afraid so—that is, but I must be go ing back. Good night.”
For the next half mile David Bar ing scarcely re al ized where he was. For

the first time in his life the fate of a woman was more to him than any thing
else on earth. He re al ized then that Nora Brent wood was only a name to
him. And he re joiced with a great joy that he had been saved from mak ing
her his wife. He asked him self a thou sand ques tions as to what George
Muswell’s words might mean, and imag ined all sorts of gloomy pic tures
con cern ing Grace’s fu ture.

To whom was she to be mar ried? To George Muswell? Surely no, or the
young man would not have ex pressed him self in such a way. To whom,
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then? Was she to be a chat tel in the sale of mar riage, which the young
Squire had men tioned? The thought was mad ness. He called to mind his
sur mises con cern ing her past his tory. Was she one of the Muswells who had
been ex pelled from Mal pas Tow ers? And was she, in her poverty, to be
mar ried to some rich man?

Well, and what then? What had he to say in the mat ter? He had vol un tar- 
ily cut him self off from that class of peo ple. He had come to live among
those who looked upon them as the en e mies of true civ i liza tion. He had be- 
come poor that he might ful fill his ideals of life. He had given up all po si- 
tion, and spent his days in mend ing fences; he had ac cepted the for tunes of
the “Broth er hood,” in or der that he might live a true life and be freed from
hol low con ven tions.

And yet he loved Grace Muswell. He re al ized it now. He knew he loved
her, be cause his whole be ing went out to her, and al though he had seen her
but three times, he knew that she ful filled ev ery long ing of his life. But by
his own ac tion he had ren dered his po si tion hope less. He could not go to her
as an equal, and tell her his story. He had no home to of fer her, even if she
might ever learn to love him.

Oh, he had been mad—mad. And yet had he? Sup pos ing he had re tained
Mal pas Tow ers, and was still a rich man, and, un der these cir cum stances, he
had come across Grace Muswell and fallen. in love with her; well, what
then? Pos si bly her re la tions would have ad vised her to marry him, but
would she have loved him? If it were pos si ble to gain her af fec tions re ally,
she would love him as truly while he was poor and de spised as when rich
and courted. He had vowed that if ever he mar ried, the woman must love
him for him self. Well, why should he not seek to win Grace Muswell?

When he reached the Set tle ment he was asked many ques tions, which he
an swered as well as he was able, and then, plead ing weari ness, went to bed.
The next day he toiled at mend ing fences—toiled grimly and silently—and
all the while he sought to meet the ques tions that faced him.

On the fol low ing morn ing Treloar met him with: a laugh. “You will have
a change of work to day,” he said.

“Why?” asked the young man.
“Oh, your mis sion was a suc cess. Muswell has sent me word that the

fences will be re paired forth with.”
But David paid lit tle heed: he was think ing of some thing com pared with

which all else seemed as noth ing.
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8. Leap Year’s Priv i lege Out Of Sea son

FOR SOME TIME David nei ther saw nor heard of Grace Muswell. He worked
on the farm with the rest, and felt him self grow ing stronger and health ier
each day. More over, he en joyed the evening dis cus sions. Al though the
mem bers of the Broth er hood did not be lieve in the use of money, they had
so far sac ri ficed their prin ci ples as to buy a num ber of cheap copies of the
clas sics; They had gone so far as to ob tain a print ing press, whereby they
had been able to pro duce sev eral of Tol stoy’s shorter works, which were ea- 
gerly read, and, per haps, more ea gerly dis cussed. In deed ev ery thing which
fa vored their ideas was, if pos si ble, ob tained, and made, the sub ject of their
de lib er a tions. Thus it was that the thoughts of Max Nordeau, Fran cis of As- 
sisi, Ed ward Car pen ter, William Mor ris, Lau rence Oliphant, and many oth- 
ers formed the daily sub ject for con ver sa tion. The en tire free dom from con- 
ven tion al ity, and the ut ter ab sence of class dis tinc tions, were very pleas ant
to the young man, and he felt that the life he lived in the Colony was far
higher than that of a coun try Squire.

All the time, how ever, he was much ex er cised about Grace Muswell, and
he re al ized that each day he loved her more. So con stantly did she fill his
thoughts, that he al most for got the ex is tence of Emily Baker. He had made
ar range ments with Mr. Jay to pay her em ployer the amount agreed upon,
and hear ing noth ing from her, the girl be gan to fade from his mind.

One morn ing, how ever, some three months af ter he had set tled at the
Colony, he re ceived a let ter from the old so lic i tor, which also con tained two
en clo sures. One was from Emily, which ran as fol lows:—
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“RE SPECTED SIR,—I take my pen in hand to thank you for your great kind ness to me, and to
tell you that I am get ting on A1. I am get ting on a fair treat with the dress mak ing, and Miss
Perkins says as how I have im proved like any thing. I hope soon as how I shall be able to
set up for my self, as I want to get on and make a bit of money. I keep mother in hand pretty
fair, but I have to be jolly care ful not to let her have any money. Even as it is, she have took
one or two nice things, which I have bought for the house, to the three balls, and was roar- 
ing drunk for three days af ter. I hope I am much im proved in my looks. What with havin’
reg’lar meals, and bein’ able to buy a few togs, I don’t look like the same. I hope you will
not be of fended at my send ing you my like ness. As you will see I have a reg u lar new rig
out. I find that it pays to dress well. Miss Perkins says as how my clothes is a good ad ver- 
tise ment for her es tab lish ment. I of ten think of you, and I hope you think of me. If ever I
get up in the world I shall owe it all to you. I have changed houses, so, if you would be so
kind as to write me, my ad dress is Num ber 17, Par adise Ter race, Card well Street,
Whitechapel. It is a much bet ter house.”Your obe di ent ser vant,

"EMILY BAKER.

“P.S.—Please ex cuse my bad writ ing. I do hope you’ll think I am im proved in my looks,
and I should like for you to see me again. I am try ing to be a good girl.—E.B.”

David closed the let ter with a sigh. He felt sad at heart; why he could not
tell; and yet the girl’s com mu ni ca tion made him think of her piti fully. It was
the let ter of a re spectable work ing girl who had re ceived a scanty ed u ca tion;
but it also struck a sor did note, which was un pleas ant.

He looked at the pho to graph which she had sent. Yes, she had im proved
in looks. The face was fuller, and the eyes had a less haunted look, but there
was an at tempt at fin ery in her dress, which re vealed the in flu ences of her
sur round ings. If this girl were dif fer ently cir cum stanced, she would be the
equal of—but there, she was only an East-end dress maker, brought up
amidst all the sor did sur round ings of her class.

The other en clo sure was a let ter from the peo ple’s lawyer, in Mile End
Road.

“As per in struc tions, I have made in quiries about Emily Baker,” the let- 
ter ran, "and I have the fol low ing com mu ni ca tions to make:—

"1. That her par ents are dead.
"2. That my late clerk and his wife took her when her mother died. My

late clerk had been in the army, and was an of fi cer’s ser vant. This of fi cer
was called Cap tain Lev ant, and was sent to In dia. He left his wife at home,
and at that time the woman Baker worked for Mrs. Lev ant. When the child,
Emily, was born, Mrs. Lev ant died. The man Baker and his wife took the
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child, and then wrote to Cap tain Lev ant in In dia. The let ter was never an- 
swered, and the man Baker heard that he had died there of fever. Baker kept
the child in the hope that rich friends would turn up. Baker was do ing his
best to make in quiries, when the woman Baker, who had al ways been a bad
nut, got into a scrape, and Baker hur ried off here. I gave him odd jobs, and
af ter wards em ployed him reg u larly. While with me I no ticed he had some- 
thing on his mind and he of ten gave me hints, but never told me any thing
di rect.

"3. I have dis cov ered that it may be pos si ble to find out some thing about
the girl’s friends, but that it would be a very ex pen sive af fair. It is very
prob a ble that the girl has good con nec tions; but I could not un der take to
find them for less than £50.

"4. I have ev ery thing in train ing, and no one is in the po si tion that I am
to dis cover full par tic u lars.

"5. If I re ceive your in struc tions to pro ceed, con tain ing £20 for pre lim i- 
nary ex penses, with banker’s ref er ence for re main ing amount, I will at once
pro ceed to carry out the mat ter to your en tire sat is fac tion.

“If you will come and see me, I will place be fore you full par tic u lars of
my in quiries.”

To this was added a post script, that the girl was in good em ploy ment,
and was keep ing her self re spectable.

David read through this let ter sev eral times. It seemed to be straight for- 
ward enough, but it was very vague. It might eas ily be the con coc tion of a
clever man who wanted to make money.

What should he do? Should he give in struc tions to Crowle to pro ceed
with the mat ter, or should he let it rest? Sup pose the man’s let ter con tained
the truth and she was the child of an army of fi cer, would she, if taken by her
par ents’ friends—sup pos ing that any ex isted—be likely to live a bet ter, or
more use ful life, than as an East-end dress maker? He was tired of the ar ti fi- 
cial ity of girls in so-called good so ci ety. On the other hand, did not her let- 
ter re veal the fact that life, as a dress maker’s as sis tant, was mak ing her vain
and sor did? Which was bet ter? a life of re spectable idle ness, or that of a
toiler among other toil ers?

Two years be fore he would have had no dif fi culty in an swer ing the ques- 
tion, but now he felt dif fer ently. Taken as a whole the re spectable poor lived
just as hap pily, and, gen er ally, far more use fully, than those who were sup- 
posed to move in re fined cir cles. Nay, more, life was of ten more truly lived.
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And yet when he thought of the sick en ing sights of Whitechapel, when he
re mem bered the things he had seen, and the lan guage he had heard, when
he called to mind the at mos phere of the dis trict, he, felt that, if pos si ble,
Emily, who, as yet, was a pure—minded girl, should be taken from such
sur round ings. Per haps, af ter all, Crowle’s let ter was pure fab ri ca tion, and
even if it were not, why should he take part in such mat ters? He had come
away from the world; he had seen its hol low ness, and had en tered upon a
life which aided him in his en deav ors to keep his thoughts on things which
up lifted. Per haps Emily was just as well off where she was. Life, whether at
May fair or at Mile End Row, was a mat ter of barter, and ev ery thing was
sold to the high est bid der, and he doubted much whether there was not just
as much real hon esty of pur pose at the lat ter place as at the for mer. Once he
thought of try ing to get her to come to Trewin nick, only to dis miss the idea
quickly. The girl would be out of her el e ment there, and the life would be
ut terly un bear able. No; he could not en ter tain it, es pe cially when he thought
of Grace Muswell.

The next day he wrote to Mr. Jay, en clos ing Crowle’s let ter, and telling
him that he should like to know whether there was any truth in the man’s
story. He re ferred to the moi ety of the for tune which he still re tained, and
told him to make use of a part of it for this pur pose.

“I am afraid I am a good deal of a hum bug,” he said to him self, when he
had sent it off. “I still hunger for the flesh-pots of Egypt.”

It was new sum mer, and the whole coun try side was a pic ture of love li- 
ness. The val ley of the Fal from Truro to Fal mouth was a ver i ta ble Par adise.
Green fields and shady woods sloped down to the clear wa ters of the river,
which glis tened like glass in the light of the sun. Flow ers bloomed ev ery- 
where, while birds and beasts sported in the warm sum mer air.

The nov elty of his life had not yet worn away. There still re mained the
ro mance of the. life of the Broth er hood. He had been long ing for re al ity,
and here, he thought, he found. it. He was liv ing the life which na ture in- 
tended. He had dis carded lux ury. He worked for the food he ate. He was
freed from all thoughts of barter, while the worldly spirit of com pe ti tion
never en tered the Set tle ment. The work, too, now that he had be come used
to it, was pleas ant and health ful. God had placed the first man and woman
in the gar den—well, and he had come to work in a gar den. For such the
farm truly was. His com pan ions were, like him self, tired of the world’s ar ti- 
fi cial ity. Class dis tinc tions were abol ished, the gro cer’s daugh ter stood on
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ex actly the same level as the Rus sian Count, who, be cause of his re fusal to
bear arms, had been ex pelled from his coun try. Here, the sub jec tive was ev- 
ery thing, the ob jec tive noth ing.

Yes, so far, all this was fine, it was glo ri ous; and yet, when he faced the
fu ture, he be gan to doubt. Would he be con tent to spend the whole of his
life there? While he was young and strong all was well, but when he grew
old—What then? But what had the world to of fer him? He thought of
Colonel Storm. Of what use was he? What hap pi ness could there be in such
a life?

No, no. He could spend his days there qui etly and hap pily. He could dig,
and plant, and gather in the har vests. Af ter all, the value of life did not de- 
pend on cir cum stances, but on his thoughts, his ideals, his emo tions. He re- 
mem bered the words of the Founder of Chris tian ity, “A man’s life con sis- 
teth not in the abun dance of the things which he pos ses seth,” and thought
how true they were.

And yet, all the time, his heart was hun ger ing with a great hunger. He
con tin u ally thought of Grace Muswell, he con stantly dreamed of meet ing
her, of see ing the flash of her eyes, of feel ing the pres sure of her hand. But
he did not see her, al though he heard that she still lived at Muswell Hall.
Oc ca sion ally, too, he heard gos sip to the ef fect that Squire Brewer was pay- 
ing her at ten tions, and had asked her to be come the mis tress of Pen rose,
which for gen er a tions had been the home of the Brew ers.

When Au gust came, two events hap pened which led him to ex am ine his
heart more deeply, and to make a great de ci sion.

The first was noth ing more nor less than the an nounce ment that Grace
Muswell was en gaged to Squire Pen fold Brewer, and that the mar riage
would, in all prob a bil ity, take place in the late au tumn, or at Christ mas. The
news was dis cussed freely at the Set tle ment, for David found, that in spite
of all pro fes sions, the mem bers thereof, es pe cially the women, dearly loved
a bit of gos sip.

“Of course,” he heard Eva Rivers say, “it is noth ing but a mat ter of
barter, as most mar riages are. The Muswell girl is poor and proud, and so
she has just con sented to marry Brewer for a home.”

It was at this junc ture that David left the house, driven from it by mad- 
den ing thought. He had not gone more than a mile or so when he met two
horse men. The one was George Muswell, the other was Mr. Pen fold
Brewer. The for mer nod ded to David, but the young man’s at ten tion was di- 
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rected to the lat ter. He was a florid-look ing man of from forty-five to fifty
years of age. He had a large fleshy face, with thick lips and small eyes. Pos- 
si bly he was a kind-hearted man and a good land lord, but to David he
looked a mere sen sual an i mal. And Grace Muswell had promised to marry
him!

He heard Brewer give a great hoarse laugh as he rode along, where upon
the young man set his teeth, and vowed that he should never marry her.

He stayed out alone un til it was night, then, as he was re turn ing, a sec- 
ond event hap pened. He had barely en tered the road which led up to the
house when he saw Eva Rivers.

“Where have you been, David?” asked the girl.
“Oh, only for a walk,” said the young man.
“Alone, David?”
“Yes, all alone.”
“I’m glad of that. I have come out to meet you, and I’ve been wait ing for

you such a long time. I wanted to speak to you.”
“Oh, what about?”
“Do you like me, David?” asked Eva Rivers.
“Cer tainly,” said David.
“I thought you did. That is why I came. As you know, David, we here in

the colony have given up all false no tions about the po si tion of the sexes.
We don’t be lieve in the abom inable cus toms of a false civ i liza tion. They are
ab hor rent to us. That is why we can speak so freely. David, I feel that you
are the man to whom my soul has gone out; you are my true mate.”

“What do you mean?” gasped the young man.
“That I love you, and have made up my mind to tell you. It seems rather

sud den to you, but it came upon me the night I saw you first of all. Heaven
mated us be fore we saw each other. Why should I keep it from you? There
is an affin ity be tween us, and so—”

“Do you mean that you wish me to marry you?”
“Cer tainly, David, that is —”
“Eva, it can not be,” said the young man; “it can not be. Think no more

about it.”
“Oh, don’t mis take me,” said the girl. “I’ve no false no tions about—”
“It is im pos si ble, im pos si ble,” cried David. “Think no more about it.”
“Oh, but I shall, David,” said the girl. “I shall. It’s bound to come. I ex- 

pected this at first, but when you’ve thought about it you’ll see I’ve been
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right in speak ing to you.”
“Don’t, don’t,” cried the young man. “I tell you it is im pos si ble.”
“I shan’t give up hope,” said the girl.
The next evening David made his way to wards Muswell Hall. He had

de ter mined to see Grace Muswell, to speak to her, and to tell her—he knew
not what.
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9. David Makes A Mo men tous Con fes sion

IT WAS AN AU GUST EVENING when David made his way to the house where
Grace Muswell lived. All around him the har vesters were at work, and the
merry shouts of men and, boys were heard on all sides. Per haps the hap pi est
times in the coun try are dur ing the hay mak ing and corn-gath er ing sea sons.
Es pe cially is this true of Corn wall. There the farm ers do not usu ally en gage
men from a dis tance to do the work. It is true a farmer may en gage one or
two ex tra men for “a month of har vest,” but mostly they be long to his own
parish. The work is gen er ally done by peo ple known to each other. Dur ing
Au gust the schools are closed, and then even women and chil dren work in
the har vest fields. More over, it is a very or di nary oc cur rence for men who
usu ally work at some trade—ma sons, car pen ters, black smiths, and the like
—to leave their or di nary av o ca tion to give what they term “a har vest spell”
to a neigh bor ing farmer. Of ten, too, min ers, their, hours in the mine be ing
only few, turn into a har vest field, and la bor with out a thought of re ward.

As a con se quence har vest time af fords the coun try peo ple a chance for
so cial com mu nion. Es pe cially is this true at what is called “croust time.”

“Croust,” which is a cor rup tion of “carouse,” means an in ter val about
five o’clock in the evening, when work is sus pended for an hour, and when
all gather to gether amidst a ring of golden sheaves for rest and re fresh ment.
Then it is that sto ries are told, men and women joke with each other, youths
and maid ens flirt, and chil dren romp. Usu ally at such time the farmer’s wife
and daugh ters bring into the field an ex tra quan tity of ale, a huge pitcher of
co coa, and spe cial har vest cakes.

The towns may of fer great fas ci na tion, but I know of few sights more
beau ti ful, nei ther do I know of mer rier, hap pier hours than those of the
“croust times” in a Cor nish har vest field. The peo ple who gather there are
very sim ple and very rus tic; they have very el e men tary ideas about pol i tics
and re li gion, which are very pop u lar sub jects of dis cus sion among the older
por tion of the har vesters, but on. the whole they are very happy, very con- 
tented, and well-be haved.

As David wended his way to wards Muswell Hall he passed a har vest
field, where the har vesters had gath ered. He heard them pass their jests,
which, al though some times a tri fle coarse, were free from harm. He lis tened
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to the merry shouts and laugh ter of youths and maid ens; he no ticed a young
farmer who had come in from a neigh bor ing farm, sit ting apart with the
daugh ter of the farmer to whom the field be longed. He knew by their laugh- 
ter that they were happy. Af ter all there was a great deal of joy and mu sic in
the world. Whitechapel did not com prise the whole of hu man ity, and even
there, amidst squalor and dirt, there were thou sands who lived clean, whole- 
some lives.

These peo ple did not trou ble about the thoughts which had so wor ried
him; they never dreamed of the great so cial move ments which stir the
minds of men in great cen ters of pop u la tion, and yet they were happy and
God-fear ing.

Presently he fol lowed the foot path which led right through the field
where the peo ple had gath ered.

“It’s the young lord,” said one.
“Iss, so tes,” said an other. “Bra’ keenly chap, ed ’na?”
“Iss. I d’ ’ear as ’ow ee’ve been to col lege, and oal the rest of it.”
“Good-evenin’,” said old Tommy Trethewey, who had dropped in to

give Farmer Ben nett a har vest spell.
“Good-evening,” replied David. “Glo ri ous weather.”
“Aw iss; we sh’ll ’ave a fine month, I reckon. Ave ee saved moast of

yore corn over to Trewin nick?”
“There is but lit tle to save, but it is all stacked.”
“Put in mows, you do main?”
“Yes.”
“Aw. Ow many he ‘ee ovver ther naow, makin’ so bould?”
“I re ally don’t quite know. Nearly forty, I think.”
“Be ‘ee then, for sure. I do’ant never see noan of ’ee’ up to chapel,” said

Tommy Trethewey.
“No. I think I am the only one who has been.”
“Do’ant ‘ee b’lieve in goin’ to chapel an’ church, then, my dear?”
“Not much. I am afraid.”
“Why, then, my dear?”
David looked at the sim ple old man, and the rest of the rus tic con gre ga- 

tion, and de cided not to tell him why. Why should he dis turb their sim ple
faith? They were happy, and had no doubts about their re li gion. Why should
he show the dis par ity be tween the fat rec tor of the parish and the Di vine
Car pen ter, whose min is ter he pre tended to be? Why should he show that
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con ven tional re li gion bore but the faintest like ness to the teach ing of Je sus
Christ?

“I sup pose it is largely a mat ter of taste, isn’t it?” he said.
“Es et?” said old Tommy, ea ger for ar gu ment. "It do’ant seem to me as

ef et es. Tell ’ee wot, maaster, the world ed’n goin to be saved by new-fan- 
gled ways. I am a braave ould man now, but as far as I can zee, they that do
live ac cord ing to the Bible, and go to chapel and church, and do a fair job
for fair pay, git on best.

“Do they?” said David; “per haps they do.”
“I’ve ’eerd as ’ow you zay things be oal wrong, and you’ve come down

here to git out of the world. Well, do’ant you think that’s a cow ard’s trick,
maaster?”

“Per haps it is,” said David. He had no heart to ar gue. His mind was torn
with doubts and fears.

He walked along the path to wards the hall, and as he did so he heard a
man say:—

“You wad’n very re spect ful, Tommy, but you be a beg gar to argy.”
“He’ve got the makins of a man in un,” said Tommy; “I wish I could

have un livin’ with me for a month. I’ve axed um to come to our ’ouse to
tay two or dree times, but he wa’ant come.”

David could hardly help laugh ing when he heard this. What would these
peo ple say, he won dered, if he told them his ex pe ri ences?

These thoughts were soon driven away, how ever, when he re mem bered
his mis sion. He had come out that evening with the in ten tion of go ing to
Muswell Hall, and ask ing to see Grace Muswell. He had de ter mined to try
and per suade her against mar ry ing the man Brewer. It seemed easy to de- 
cide on do ing this some hours be fore un der tak ing, the mis sion, but as he
drew nearer the house he re al ized the mad ness of his quest. What right had
he to go and speak to this girl? He had vol un tar ily given up those things
which ac cord ing to the ways of the world would give him, the right of
meet ing her as an equal. He was a home less, land less wan derer. He had nei- 
ther po si tion nor means of mak ing it. But what of that? He had not given up
his man hood, he had not stul ti fied his con science; he was as wor thy of her
now, nay, more wor thy, than ever he had been.

As he drew near the lodge gates his heart beat wildly, he felt that he was
tak ing an im por tant step in life; but, he did not seek ad mis sion, for at that
mo ment he heard the sound of voices, and a sec ond later he knew that
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Grace Muswell was near him. The gate opened, and some half-dozen peo- 
ple walked along un der the shade of the broad-spread ing trees. They had
not seen him, but he had seen her and had heard her voice.

Hardly know ing what he did, he walked slowly be hind them. He knew
that it was use less now to go to the House, and al though he could see no use
in so do ing, he kept the party in sight. He heard their merry laugh ter, but
was too far away to catch a word that was ut tered. Nat u rally he did not wish
to play the eaves drop per, and yet he in stinc tively fol lowed them for nearly a
mile.

Presently he stopped sud denly, while the blood rushed, madly to his
face. He saw Grace Muswell leave her com pan ions and walk alone to wards
him. It seemed as though Prov i dence was fa vor ing him. He would have his
chance of speak ing to this young girl—of telling her all that was in his
heart.

He walked rapidly to wards her, but she was hid den from him by a turn in
the lane. A minute later they met face to face. He lifted his hat as she came
up, but was too ex cited to speak.

“Good-evening,” said Grace, and was about to pass on, when David
stopped her.

“Par don me, Miss Muswell,” he said; “may I walk back with you?”
The girl flushed as if slightly an gry. To say the least, it was pre sump tion

on the young man’s part to ask such a thing. As she looked at him, how ever,
her anger seemed to die away.

“I am afraid I am pre sum ing a great deal,” went on David; “and I would
not have asked for the fa vor if I had not grave rea sons.”

She saw that he was much wrought upon, and he was not an en tire
stranger. Be sides, he had ren dered her a ser vice, and both her un cle and her
cousin had spo ken of him as a gen tle man.

“Cer tainly; you may walk back with me, if you care,” she said, re al iz ing
at the same time that she had, per haps, spo ken too freely.

“Thank you,” said the young man; then there was an awk ward si lence
be tween them.

“I am afraid you will be very an gry with me,” said David presently, re al- 
iz ing the po si tion in which he was placed; “but I hope you will lis ten to me
pa tiently.”

The girl did not re ply, but she gave a ques tion ing glance. Again his ap- 
pear ance was in his fa vor. His eyes were clear and hon est, his ev ery move- 
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ment be trayed a re fined, sen si tive na ture. He was well dressed, too. In com- 
ing to see her he had again aban doned the coarser at tire of the Set tle ment.

“I have no right to ask this fa vor of you,” he went on, “save the right
which I be lieve in alien able to ev ery Eng lish gen tle man.”

Some how his way seemed eas ier when he had said this, and so he spoke
more freely.

“What I have to say has been in my mind and heart for months,” he con- 
tin ued, “al most ever since the day when I saw you rid ing with your cousin.
As I said, I am doubt less pre sump tu ous be yond words, but I can not help
speak ing. I love you with all my heart and life.”

The girl stopped sud denly, then walked on again, with height ened color.
“I should not have dared to tell you this,” and David spoke quickly, “had

I not heard that you were un der a prom ise to marry the man Pen fold
Brewer.”

“How dare you!” said the girl.
“I dare be cause my life is at stake,” replied David. “I dare be cause, al- 

though I have seen you only a few times, you are all the world to me. I dare,
too, be cause it would be a foul crime for you to marry that man. He is not
your equal in any re spect. True, he is a rich landowner, but he is a clown, a
man with out ed u ca tion, with out ideals, with out the knowl edge of what a re- 
fined girl like you must feel.”

Af ter this the two walked to gether for a minute with out speak ing, then
the girl looked at him again, and the anger died out of her heart. She for got
that they were not so cial equals, for got that he was a mem ber of a com mu- 
nity which she re garded as a horde of wild fa nat ics. For a mo ment he was a
man who loved her, and who told her so in earnest, hon est words.

I sup pose that no woman is in dif fer ent to an hon est man’s love. When
any man truly de clares this mas ter pas sion of life, he for the mo ment breaks
down a thou sand bar ri ers, sweeps away a thou sand hin drances. Life sud- 
denly be comes prim i tive, and for the time the forces of en vi ron ment be- 
come al most as noth ing.

“I dare say I speak roughly,” said David; “but I can not help it. The very
po si tion in which I am placed makes me take what I am afraid you will
think an un par don able step. I am alone in the world. By force of a cer tain
set of cir cum stances I can not meet you as an equal in So ci ety. You are a
lady bear ing an old name, and you live among peo ple who de spise such as
I. But love is not love which stops at the world’s con ven tions. I do not know
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you—that is, as the term is or di nar ily un der stood. Our ed u ca tion and as so ci- 
a tions have, I sup pose, been en tirely dif fer ent, but that counts as noth ing
with me. It is said you are to be mated with a clown; it is ru mored you are
to marry him sim ply be cause you are poor, and that they de sire you to have
a po si tion wor thy of your name. I do not know the truth of this. It may be
only the gos sip of peo ple who de light in such things, but it has made me
speak. It has made me tell you what for months I have locked up in my
heart.”

“You can not ex pect me to an swer you?” said the girl.
“Why not?” said the young man. “I love you. In the sight of God we are

equal. I could make you a thou sand times hap pier than the man of whom I
have been speak ing. You could not live with him. It would be hell to you.”

“But you for get,” said the girl. “You do not re al ize—”
She stopped, as though she did not know how to fin ish the sen tence.
“I for get noth ing,” said David. “I know I am a mem ber of a de spised

com mu nity. I know that those of whom that com mu nity is com prised de sire
to be true to their ideals; but that counts for lit tle with the world. I know that
I can not of fer you home or po si tion; but I love you truly, and—and—I am
not a clown.”

“Be sides,” he went on, af ter a sec ond’s pause, “in love, in true love, the
per son should be ev ery thing, the po si tion noth ing. Tell me, Miss Muswell—
tell me, can you ever care for me, can you ever love me?”

“It is im pos si ble,” said the girl. “I do not wish to hurt your feel ings, but
you must see that it is im pos si ble.”

“Why?”
“Why? Surely you can see?”
“No, I can not.”
“But our—our as so ci a tions—”
“What are they? If love is love at all, it is above and be yond all that. No

mat ter what your po si tion might be, if you were a dairy girl, a scullery
maid, if it were you, I should love you just the same. What has as so ci a tion,
po si tion to do with our love? You are a woman; I am a man. I am not as
good as you are, as pure as you are— for I be lieve that women are bet ter
than men—but I am sin cere. I love you truly. I know it seems like boast ing,
but I am a thou sand times more your equal than the man with whom your
name has been as so ci ated.”
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“I—I don’t wish to of fend you—to hurt your feel ings,” said the girl, “but
it is im pos si ble, quite im pos si ble! Don’t press it, don’t, don’t!”

The girl was in earnest, and she spoke kindly. The habits and ideas of her
class had not led her to de spise this man. Be sides, she was poor her self, she
was de pen dent on her re la tions for a home.

“You are not an gry with me, are you?” said David. “Be lieve me, I would
suf fer any thing to save you from pain.”

“No, I am not an gry, no; but I never dreamed of this.”
“Then be kind to me a lit tle longer,” he said. “Is the gos sip true?”
She was silent.
“Sup pose,” said the young man, “sup pose I was equal in what the world

calls for tune and po si tion to that man, what then?”
Still she con tin ued silent.
“Oh, I know it is true; I know you do not love him,” he cried, “you can- 

not. But should there be mar riage with out love? Should money and po si tion
de cide it?”

“Good evening,” said she. “I—I can not say more.”
“You will give me no an swer? no hope, no en cour age ment?”
“I have given you an an swer. It is im pos si ble, im pos si ble.”
“It is not, it is not,” said the young man. “You could love me, you can

love me. Oh! for give me, but I can not help speak ing plainly.”
“No, no, it is im pos si ble!”
“It is not im pos si ble,” he cried. “I will not take no for an an swer. But I

have been rude, harsh. I ought not to have spo ken in such a way, but I could
not help it. Think of what I have told you. Let me see you again.”

“No, no, it can not be!”
“But it must be, it must be. And you must not marry that man. You must

not. It would be sac ri lege, it would be blas phemy. Even if you can not love
me, I will pray that you may be saved from that. But you can learn to love
me. Lis ten, I will come here again a week tonight, and you must meet me.”

“No, no, it is ab surd for you to ask. I could not think of it.”
“But you must, you must. It is a mat ter of life and death with me.”
He left her hur riedly, while Grace Muswell went slowly up the drive,

and into the house with out speak ing a word.
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10. Heart Search ings

GRACE MUSWELL WAS VERY AN GRY. An gry with her self, an gry with David
Bar ing; more over, she was dis ap pointed with her self be cause she was not
more an gry. She felt that she ought to have in dig nantly told the young man
to leave her, that she ought not to have lis tened to his words. She ought to
have made him re al ize the ab sur dity, and, more, the pre sump tion of his
avowal. Fancy the idea of a young fel low whom she had seen only a few
times, and who be longed to a so cial ist, an ar chi cal sect, dar ing to make love
to her! He ought to be pun ished by law. She would tell her un cle, and he
would see to it that she should be free from such af fronts in the fu ture. How
dare he speak of what gos sips said about an en gage ment be tween her and
Mr. Brewer? And, more, how dare he ut ter such words about it? “Sac ri- 
lege.” “Blas phemy.” By what right did he in trude on her af fairs?

But what was worse, she had lis tened to this young man, and had even
told him that she was not an gry. Nay, more! Even when he had com manded
her to meet him a week later she did not ut ter a scorn ful re buke. Yes, she
would tell her un cle about his in so lence. She would ask her cousin George
to horse whip him out of the parish.

When she met her un cle, how ever, she spoke no word of what had hap- 
pened, nei ther did she in form her cousin con cern ing her san guinary de sires.
In stead, she went into her room and sat for a long time star ing into va cancy.

Yes; the fel low was rude, of course he was rude—in so lent, in fact. How
dare he? But then he was young, he was hand some, he was sin cere—and he
was a gen tle man. Yes, she was sure he was a gen tle man. Be sides, he was so
dif fer ent from—.

And then the girl shud dered like one afraid.
It was sweet to be loved. Yes, she could not deny it. She could not for get

the words the young man had ut tered; she could not for get the tones of his
voice or the flash of his eyes. She did not wish to for get. She was al most
alone in the world, and had to de pend on the char ity of her re la tions. Oh, it
was ter ri ble to be poor. Her soul re coiled from eat ing the bread of oth ers.
She had thought of get ting a sit u a tion as gov erness, but her un cle had for- 
bid den her. The one in Hert ford shire had for bid den her, who was her
mother’s half-brother; her fa ther’s near est re la tion, whom she called un cle,
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also for bade her. She had lost her for tune, but she was still a Muswell; and
no Muswell had ever be come a hireling.

“No,” these un cles had said, “stay with us, Grace, my dear. You will
soon find a rich hus band, and will be able to hold up your head with the
high est.”

This had been ut tered, not in so many words, but in ef fect. She must not
work for an hon est liv ing, but she must show her beauty and ac com plish- 
ments to rich, mar riage able men, that she might be sold in the mar riage
mar ket.

This young man was right, she hated the man Brewer, she loathed his
sen sual pres ence, she shud dered when he held her hand, looked at her face,
and ut tered his coarse, horsey laugh. And yet her un cle would have her
marry him.

“He has a fine es tate, my dear,” Squire Muswell had said, “a-very re- 
spectable rent-roll, and can give you a good po si tion. It is true he is older
than you, but that’s noth ing. As for those sto ries told about him, don’t you
take any no tice of them. All young men sow their wild oats, and now he’ll
set tle down as a kind, good hus band.”

She had not ac cepted him, she could not. But her re la tions re garded the
mat ter as set tled. In deed, what could she do? She was de pen dent on them
for ev ery thing; how then, could she refuse the hus band they had pro vided?
Many an other poor woman of good fam ily had ob tained a home and po si- 
tion that way, and why not she?

Then she thought of David’s avowal; she re mem bered his ev ery word.
Yes, she was an gry with him, nat u rally, but, but, but—

But facts had to be faced. Mr. Pen fold Brewer had of fered her his hand
in mar riage; her un cle had told her that it was her duty to ac cept, and she
had promised to give her an swer by the end of Au gust. Of course the gos sip
about their be ing al ready en gaged was false, still no one thought of deny ing
it. Her un cle and cousin re garded the mat ter as set tled, even though her
word had not been given. But could she ac cept? If she did, she would be
ashamed to hold up her head again. It would mean that she had, for the sake
of a home and po si tion, be come—, no, she could not bear to think of it!

But what could she do? Sup pose she re fused, what would be come of
her? She could not stay on at Muswell, and she did not care to ask her other
un cle, John Win field, to give her a home. Yes, it was while she was with
him that she had first seen this rude young man. She re mem bered that she



192

thought him very hand some as he sat by the road side; she called to mind the
amused smile on his face as he an swered Squire Win field’s ques tions. She
lit tle thought then that she would meet him un der such cir cum stances.

Of course his avowal was mad ness, pure mad ness. She ought re ally to
laugh at it, to tell of his au dac ity to her friends so that they might re gard his
dec la ra tion as a huge joke. But she could not do this, no, she could not. Af- 
ter all he was sin cere and earnest. Nat u rally she could not think of meet ing
him; why, the thought of such a thing was rem i nis cent of the cook in the
kitchen who met her “young man” un der the huge sycamore-tree ev ery
Thurs day night. Be sides, it was part of his creed to dis card all pos ses sions,
to live in de fi ance of all cus tom, among a set of un rea son able fa nat ics. He
had no home, no prop erty. He could have nei ther, ac cord ing to the prin ci- 
ples by which his life was to be gov erned.

But what should she do? The ques tion was be fore her, and had to be an- 
swered. Within two weeks she must ei ther ac cept or re ject Mr. Brewer’s
pro posal, and her whole fu ture hung upon her de ci sion.

“God help me,” she cried, as she burst into tears. “God help me.”
Mean while David found his way back to Trewin nick. He had seen Grace

Muswell, he had spo ken to her; he had de clared to her the love that was in
his heart. On the whole he ought to be sat is fied. She had not re garded his
dec la ra tion as an in sult, she had not bid den him leave her. So far all was
well. But then she did not love him, he saw that the mo ment he had made
his dec la ra tion. The thought of it was ut terly strange to her. She had sim ply
re garded him as a stranger who had one day crossed her path, and that was
all. She might not marry this Brewer; in his heart of hearts he did not be- 
lieve she could; but she could not any the more care for him.

When he reached the house he was again met by Eva Rivers.
“David, you look very pale,” said the girl.
“Do I?” said the young man, with a wan smile.
“Yes, you do. You have some thing on your mind, haven’t you?”
“Yes, I have,” said the young man, with out re al iz ing what he was say ing.
“I knew you had. I have seen it for a long time. You need a lov ing part- 

ner that you can con fide in. You want a com pan ion soul that has affin ity
with your own. Don’t deny it, David, you do.”

David looked at the stout, buxom young woman, and could scarcely re- 
frain from smil ing, but the smile soon died away.
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“We have both bro ken away from the world, David,” she went on; “we
have both come here to set tle down for life. We need each other. We must
not live our liVes in lone li ness. You have thought bet ter of what I said last
night, haven’t you?”

“It is quite im pos si ble, Eva,” he said, “quite im pos si ble; good night.”
The young woman was doubt less in earnest, and what is more she did

not in tend to be turned aside from her pur pose. As she had said the pre vi ous
night, they in the colony had bro ken down all or di nary re stric tions con cern- 
ing who should speak un der such cir cum stances. The woman, they ar gued,
had as much right to speak as the man, and she had acted up to the com- 
monly ac cepted doc trine. Mar riage, they de clared, was affin ity of soul,
noth ing more, noth ing less; this be ing so the or di nary views con cern ing
mar riage were ut terly false. In deed, ac cord ing to the Broth er hood stan dard,
nearly ev ery thing in or di nary life was wrong.

The next day David was much dis turbed. He dis cov ered that the mem- 
bers of the colony re garded his spir i tual mar riage with Eva Rivers as an ac- 
cepted fact. The young woman had in formed the mem bers of the com mu- 
nity that she had cho sen David, had told him so. Where upon the Set tle ment
re garded the mar riage as a cer tainty.

“I say, David,” said Lang ford, “I had no idea you had fixed upon Eva
Rivers.”

“Nei ther have I,” said David.
“But she has been pro claim ing that she has cho sen you,” said Lang ford,

with a laugh.
“I can not help that, can I? Nei ther by word nor ac tion have I given the

girl to un der stand that I am in the slight est de gree in ter ested in her. I must
make this known.”

“I think it will be well, old man. But, I say, is any thing the mat ter with
you?”

“Why?”
“Oh, you look so wor ried, so woe be gone.”
“Do I?”
“Yes. I say, David, do you re gret the step you have taken in com ing

here?”
“Oh, no. I am a bet ter, man, and a hap pier man for com ing. Here, at

least, one is re moved from the false at mos phere of the world.”
“Ah, that’s right!”
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Al though David had made up his mind to con tra dict the re port which
Eva Rivers had so dili gently set abroad, he al most won dered if, from the
girl’s, stand point, she was not right. If he were to re main at the colony all
his life, could he stay there in lone li ness? A man’s heart longs for con ge nial
so ci ety. And thus cer tain ques tions faced him. Did he in tend to stay there all
his life? Did he in tend to live ac cord ing to the ideas of the Broth er hood? If
he did, was not his dec la ra tion to Grace Muswell a mock ery? What right
had he, if there was the slight est pos si bil ity of her re turn ing his love, to de- 
clare it? Could he ex pect her to live there on the colony? Even if she would,
would he de sire it? The ques tion stag gered him.

Then again, if he in tended re main ing at the Set tle ment, could he do bet- 
ter than ac cept Eva Rivers’ af fec tion, which was ev i dently sin cere. But this
thought he dis carded at once. He could not think of it. He did not love her,
he did love Grace, and the idea of wed ding an other was sac ri lege.

Two days later was Sun day. On this day there was a gen eral hol i day on
the Set tle ment. Not be cause the mem bers re garded it as in any way sa cred,
but be cause they be lieved that, ac cord ing to phys i o log i cal rea sons, one day
a week should be set apart for rest and quiet com mu nion. They ad mit ted
that Moses, or who ever it was who wrote the Pen ta teuch, was a man far
ahead of his age. In deed, they of ten spoke of him as the great est states man
and the wis est law giver that the world ever knew. Of course, they said his
ideas on the land ques tion were very faulty; as also his opin ions on many
other mat ters; but on the whole he saw things pretty much as they saw them
them selves, and there fore was not far from right.

Sun day morn ing be gan by the ex hi bi tion of a longer list than usual of
wise say ings from the sages. The writ ers quoted most fre quently were those
who gave ex pres sion to the most rev o lu tion ary state ments, and when they
could find noth ing suf fi ciently sweep ing in the writ ings of Tol stoy or
Epicte tus, they re verted to other thinkers, some times one of them selves. Af- 
ter break fast there was a gen eral dis cus sion of the mot toes on the black- 
board.

This dis cus sion gen er ally lasted about an hour and a half, af ter which,
with the ex cep tion of those whose turn it was to cook a very sim ple meal,
they all strolled around the coun try side. At one o’clock din ner was served,
which was com posed mainly of veg eta bles. In deed, no an i mal food, save
milk, but ter and eggs, was ever eaten on the Set tle ment. The af ter noon was
also spent lazily, tea was dis pensed at five o’clock, af ter which a ser vice
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was held. To a cer tain ex tent this ser vice was re li gious. One or two hymns
were sung (these hymns, by the way, were taken from a so-called la bor
hymn-book), some pas sages were read, ei ther from the Bible, or from the
writ ings of their fa vorite au thors (the most pop u lar of whom was Fran cis of
As sisi), an ad dress was given, and then a dis cus sion took place. This Sun- 
day ser vice, more over, was open to the pub lic, and not un fre quently a few
peo ple came in from the coun try side to hear what was said. The thoughts
ut tered were usu ally re garded as quite be yond the com pre hen sion of the
farm la bor ers who came, while those who did un der stand re garded them as
pure in san ity. Still there was a cer tain nov elty in the gath er ings, and so a
few peo ple pre ferred the Broth er hood ser vices to those of chapel and
church.

The Sun day in ques tion was very fine. The air was hot, and some what
sul try. To re main in doors was al most im pos si ble, there fore it was gen er ally
agreed to have the ser vice be neath the shade of a huge sycamore-tree in the
gar den.

The sub ject de cided upon for the ad dress was Count Tol stoy’s Kreutzer
Sonata, and the speaker was the Rus sian Count who had been obliged to
leave his coun try be cause he would not bear arms. The women seemed to
be es pe cially in ter ested, be cause the book at tacked the con ven tional ideas
of mar riage. David had sug gested that the book was one scarcely likely to
lead to much ed i fi ca tion, but he had been over-ruled.

“We are not chil dren, David,” said Bertha Gray, “we are eman ci pated
men and women,” and they flocked to the gar den with a look of ea ger ex- 
pec ta tion on their faces.

The meet ing com menced with a la bor hymn. It was not, ac cord ing to the
Cor nish idea, sung with much hearti ness, but it came to an end presently.
No prayer was of fered, but a chap ter from the New Tes ta ment was read, af- 
ter which an other hymn was given out. So far it had not been al to gether un- 
like what might be seen and heard in any vil lage chapel.

While they were singing the sec ond hymn David looked around and saw
a dozen or so strangers. Among them he no ticed George Muswell and
Squire Pen fold Brewer. Both of them seemed some what amused; but they
paid close at ten tion to the pro ceed ings. Presently the Rus sian Count be gan
to speak. He de scribed Tol stoy’s book in the light of Rus sian cus toms and
Rus sian so ci ety. While he was giv ing this part of the ad dress David no ticed
that both George Muswell and Brewer seemed much in ter ested. Af ter the
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book was de scribed and an a lyzed, the Rus sian went on to tell of his im pres- 
sions of Eng lish mar riage. Then he spoke of what mar riage re ally should
be. In so do ing he at tacked all prop erty qual i fi ca tion, all le gal bonds, in
short, all the safe guards which Eng lish law has es tab lished. Fi nally he con- 
cluded by paint ing a pic ture of what fam ily life would be if his ideals con- 
cern ing mar riage were re al ized.

David felt very un com fort able dur ing the ad dress. Much as he hated the
com pet i tive sys tem in the com mer cial world, strongly as he be lieved that
the present ideas of money were eat ing out the best life of the na tion, he ab- 
horred the views which many held about mar riage. Once or twice, too, he
glanced to wards Muswell and Brewer, and noted the look on the lat ter’s
face, and as he did so he felt like get ting up and com bat ing the Rus sian’s
words. But by a strong ef fort he con trolled him self and waited un til the end
of the ad dress. The meet ing was then open for dis cus sion, and im me di ately
Eva Rivers got up to speak. No sooner did David see her rise than a dread
ap pre hen sion pos sessed him; he felt sure that she was about to make some
wild state ment.
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11. David Makes A Speech

DAVID WAS NOT MIS TAKEN when he be lieved that Eva Rivers in tended mak ing
a Wild dec la ra tion. He saw that she looked much in earnest; more over, she
was one who prided her self upon be ing “very ad vanced.” Dur ing the or di- 
nary dis cus sions in the “great room” of the house, ev ery one looked to Eva
to carry their opin ions to what they called their “log i cal is sue,” which meant
that the girl was in the habit of go ing to ex tremes, and she glo ried in the dis- 
tinc tion. Be sides, David be lieved that in re spect to the con fes sion she had
made to him, she was de ter mined to make it as pub lic as pos si ble, and that
was why he hated the thought of her mak ing her usual wild speech when
such peo ple as Brewer and George Muswell stood by. As a mat ter of course
ev ery thing would be re ported to Grace, who would nat u rally con clude that
he had given the young woman grounds for mak ing her dec la ra tions.

Eva Rivers spoke with great vol u bil ity and free dom. Her train ing at the
Set tle ment had de vel oped a nat u ral gift in this di rec tion. She was ac cus- 
tomed to the sound of her own voice, and she de lighted in mak ing speeches.
She be gan by say ing she was glad that the coun try had an op por tu nity of
hear ing the truth, and she trusted that the strangers present would give pub- 
lic ity to those high stan dards and ideals at which the Set tle ment aimed. Af- 
ter this she went on to at tack the ac cepted idea of mar riage, and drew ter ri- 
ble pic tures of men and women be ing obliged to live to gether, ac cord ing to
some un holy laws, when all affin ity of soul was gone. She quoted George
Eliot’s opin ion of the cen tral po si tion of Jane Eyre, and de clared that the
law which held Rochester to his le gal bonds was born in hell, and that each
link of the le gal chain was forged by hu man fiends. Af ter this she at tacked
what she called the bru tal cus tom of the woman be ing obliged to wait un til
the man pro posed mar riage to her.

“This means,” she said, with great em pha sis, "that in the eyes of the
world the woman is in fe rior to the man, and that it is the man’s pre rog a tive
to speak. Out with such blas phemy! Of ten men are afraid; they doubt the
dis po si tion of the woman, and thus a life time of lone li ness may en sue. Thus
the woman of ten ought to speak, and tell the man she in tends to marry him.
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"’ We must be free or die, who speak the lan guage Shake speare spake,
The faith and morals hold which Mil ton held.’

“For my own part I will be con fined by no laws, no cus toms. I will fol low
the dic tates of my heaven-sent de sires. And thus, I here and now de clare
that I have an affin ity of soul with David Ward law, and that I choose him as
my hus band.”

There was not of ten a sen sa tion at the Broth er hood, be cause of any sen- 
ti ment which might be ex pressed; but on this oc ca sion there was quite a
“stir in the camp.” Some of the women looked shocked, oth ers scorn ful and
an gry; while oth ers ap par ently en joyed the scene. The men, how ever, did
not ap pear well pleased at such a state ment be ing made in pub lic, es pe cially
as so many strange ru mors had al ready been cir cu lated.

No sooner had Eva Rivers sat down than David rose to his feet, and in
or der to give em pha sis to what he wished to say, he went to the lit tle plat- 
form on which the Rus sian had been stand ing, and faced the as sem bly. In
do ing this he no ticed that both George Muswell and Mr. Brewer were, to all
ap pear ance, deeply in ter ested in the pro ceed ings. Both seemed much
amused, and from the look on the face of the lat ter, as he made some re mark
to Muswell, he re garded Eva Rivers’ speech as a very spicy sub ject for gos- 
sip.

“We are are in the habit of speak ing very freely in our Set tle ment,” said
David, "per haps too freely. There are cer tain mat ters which should never be
men tioned in pub lic, for the rea son that they pro vide food for mor bid
minds, and thus they do more harm than good. Still, rightly or wrongly,
nearly all of us re gard ev ery sub ject as le git i mate for pub lic de bate. There
seems to be a gen eral opin ion that dis cus sion leads to truth, and that truth
can never do harm. I will not com bat this just now, but I do most em phat i- 
cally protest against per son al i ties be ing dragged into an open as sem bly such
as this.

"I have two things to say. One is, that I ut terly and en tirely dis agree with
the speeches we have heard. While I be lieve there are doubt less faults in
our mar riage laws, and ad mit ting that they have been much abused, I hold
that they are the out come of the needs of a mixed hu man ity. The views ex- 
pressed may be all right if men and women lived the ideal life. But as a
mass, they don’t. We have to take men and women as they are, and the mar- 
riage laws of Eng land to day are just the out come of the strug gles and
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thoughts of many gen er a tions. They have been formed by ne ces sity, be- 
cause of the lives and habits of men and women as a whole; they have been
ben e fi cial to the com mu nity, and they are the best that can pos si bly be
adapted to that com mu nity. With the great ba sic rea son for the ex is tence of
this Set tle ment, viz., that money lies at the root of our civ i liza tion, and is
de stroy ing our best life, I am in en tire agree ment, but with the opin ions ex- 
pressed about mar riage, I dis agree; I be lieve them to be abom inable, and if
gen er ally car ried out, they would drag the lives of men and women to perdi- 
tion.

“But I doubt if I should have risen to speak, if this were all. Eva Rivers
has sin gled me out for spe cial men tion, and thus I am in duty bound to
speak. She has elected to ex press her self freely, and I am obliged to fol low
her ex am ple. Not only do I dis agree with her views on mar riage gen er ally,
but I en tirely de cline to be as so ci ated with her sen ti ments. She has de clared
that she has se lected me for her hus band, and much as it nat u rally pains me
to ut ter what seems slight ing words to any lady, I must say that I to tally and
ab so lutely de cline the honor she would con fer upon me. I am sorry to have
to say this in pub lic, be cause doubt less this scene will be come the sub ject of
gos sip for the coun try side; but in self-de fense I am obliged to do so. Eva
has dili gently spread the news that she has spo ken to me, and that she in- 
tends to marry me. I as ex plic itly state that never by thought, look, or word
have I given her any grounds for mak ing this state ment; that when she
spoke to me, I told her that what she wished was ut terly im pos si ble. I have
re spected her as a sin cere and hon or able young woman, but I must de cline
the honor she would con fer. There is no affin ity be tween us, and I can as- 
sure her there never will be.”

As may be imag ined, David’s speech made a fur ther sen sa tion. Hith erto
he had rarely spo ken in the dis cus sions, but had been con tent to lis ten qui- 
etly. Some had imag ined that he re turned Eva River’s sen ti ments, and while
some of the women were an gry, and per haps a tri fle jeal ous, most of the
mem bers of the Set tle ment re garded the mat ter as set tled, and won dered
how the ex per i ment would work out.

David’s out spo ken words, there fore, were ea gerly lis tened to, and there
was quite a hush while he was speak ing. It was not what was ex pected, and
there was a gen eral feel ing of dis sent from his views. Many were an noyed,
more over, that he should have spo ken so plainly be fore Muswell and
Brewer, as well as be fore the dozen rus tics who stood by.
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Doubt less, how ever, the pres ence of the two men was the real rea son of
David’s plain speech. Had Eva made her con fes sion in the “com mon room,”
he would have prob a bly treated it as a joke; and while mak ing it plain that
he could not take her as his wife, would have used such words as to take
away a great deal of the sting from his re fusal. Now, how ever, this was im- 
pos si ble. He knew that both Brewer and Muswell would laugh about it at
the Hall, and he could not bear the idea that Grace Muswell should think of
him as hav ing an in trigue with Eva Rivers, while at the same time he pro- 
fessed to love her with all his heart and life. More over, he noted with sat is- 
fac tion the nods which these men gave to each other while he was speak ing,
and he hoped they would re peat his words to Grace.

But the af fair was not ended yet. David had ev i dently given Eva Rivers
great of fense. Her eyes flashed fire, and her face be came crim son. Al though
she pro fessed to have bro ken away from the world’s con ven tions, that hu- 
man na ture, out of which many of the world’s con ven tions have arisen, ex- 
pressed it self. She was still a woman, and the trite say ing about a “woman
scorned,” must be for ever true.

“Con cern ing Ward law’s re jec tion of my self, I have noth ing to say,” she
cried. “I made my state ment in pub lic, and I sup pose he had a right to an- 
swer it in pub lic, al though I must say his ac tion does not bear out his sen ti- 
ments as to the way men ought to treat what he has called ‘the weaker sex.’
But I don’t care about that. I de cline to be treated with any le niency be cause
I am a woman, and I shall re gard his re fusal of my sen ti ments just as one of
you men would re gard the re fusal of your prof fered friend ship.”

Tears stood in the girl’s eyes as she said this, which showed that she was
still a woman, and her boast a vain one.

“But what I wish to say is this,” she con tin ued. “Ward law came here as
one of us. He has pro fessed to hold our views on all vi tal mat ters. This is a
vi tal mat ter. And he scorn fully re pu di ates our views. How is Ward law to be
re garded? Is he still to be trusted as a mem ber of our fra ter nity? I claim that
we have been mis taken in him, that he is an out sider, and should be treated
as an out sider.”

At this there was gen eral con fu sion. Some de clared that Eva Rivers was
right, while oth ers main tained that her po si tion struck at the root of the lib- 
erty of the Set tle ment. Party feel ing ran high, and, had David de sired, he
could there and then have di vided the camp. More over, had he been am bi- 
tious in that di rec tion, he could have be come the leader of a new sect in the
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Broth er hood or der, and com pletely sep a rated his sym pa thiz ers from the oth- 
ers who saw dif fer ently.

But this was no part of the young man’s pro gram; he hated scenes and
dis rup tions of any sort; and with out wait ing to hear the end of the dis cus- 
sion, he left the gar den and went away alone.

Nat u rally he was much ex cited, es pe cially when he thought of what
Grace Muswell would think of it all. Presently, how ever, he saw how ridicu- 
lous the whole busi ness was, and he laughed im mod er ately. “It would form
a good sub ject for a Punch car toon,” he said. “Fancy a woman get ting up to
make such a speech, and my an swer ing her so se ri ously. It will be sure to
get in the pa pers.” This thought made the mat ter less pleas ant, and in spite
of him self he was led to think se ri ously.

For an hour or more he walked among the fields, and presently he found
him self down by the river, at the very spot where, months be fore, he had
helped Grace Muswell out of a very awk ward sit u a tion. The scene, of
course, had en tirely changed. Then an an gry tor rent rushed down the val ley,
while now only a tiny stream rip pled along the stony bed of the river; then,
all the trees were de nuded of leaves; now, the whole coun try side was cov- 
ered with the glory of rich sum mer fo liage.

He stood for some time on the lit tle foot bridge, look ing at the wil low-
cov ered banks of the river, and won der ing whether he should see Grace
Muswell, when he went to the lane near the lodge gates of the Hall, as he
had de clared he should. He felt the mad ness of it all, but still he de ter mined
to go. Just as Eva Rivers’ words, and the an nounce ment of Grace’s en gage- 
ment to Brewer, had de ter mined him to speak to her a week ago, so the
scene that evening and the look on Brewer’s face de ter mined him, mad as
the ac tion un doubt edly was, to go to the lane and wait, if need be, un til mid- 
night for Grace’s com ing.

“Good night, Brewer.”
“Good night; it has been a fine time.”
“Yes; a very funny busi ness.”
“By Jove, that love-mak ing girl was—” and then David heard no more,

for the man spoke in low tones. A minute later, how ever, the sound of
Brewer’s laugh ter reached him, laugh ter which made him think rather of an
an i mal in rude health than of a man who was sup posed to be long to the gen- 
try of the neigh bor hood.
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David knew what it meant. The two men had left the Set tle ment, and had
come to the cross roads, where they were sep a rat ing. The dis cus sion had ev- 
i dently been a long one, and he won dered what had hap pened. Doubt less
some hard things had been said about him self, and he won dered whether he
was in his proper el e ment among this strange com mu nity.

A minute later George Muswell came up to him.
“Ah, Mr. Ward law,” said the young man pleas antly, “en joy ing the quiet

of the Sun day evening?”
“As well as I can,” replied David.
“There has been rather a stormy scene up at the Broth er hood Set tle- 

ment,” said the young man, lean ing on the iron rail ing of the foot bridge,
just as David was leav ing.

“Was there? I came away early.”
“Yes; I saw you go ing.”
“But you waited to the end, I sup pose?”
“Yes. I had of ten heard of these ser vices of yours. My groom has gone

sev eral times, and has told me of your dis cus sions on the land laws, a stand- 
ing army, and sim i lar ques tions; and so I thought, as they were pub lic, I
would just like to lis ten for my self. It seems I hap pened on a for tu nate
night. That was Brewer’s opin ion.”

“Of course that was Mr. Brewer who was with you?” re joined David.
“Yes; he has wished me to ac com pany him for a long time. He thor- 

oughly en joyed him self, and says that he quite fell in love with that
amorous young lady. He says he shall cul ti vate her ac quain tance, and that
pos si bly she will pro pose to him.”

David did not speak. He did not en joy the con ver sa tion.
“Your speech did not seem to be much ap pre ci ated,” said Muswell

presently.
“I sup pose not.”
“I say, Ward law.”
“Yes?”
“You’ll ex cuse my ask ing a plain ques tion, won’t you?”
“Oh, cer tainly.”
“Then, how the d— can you re main with such a crew?”
“Muswell,” said David, “will you ex cuse my ask ing a plain ques tion?”
“Oh, yes,” said George Muswell, per haps not al to gether pleased that

David had adopted his own man ner of ad dress.
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“Then, how can such a fel low as you live amidst the ar ti fi cial shams of
so-called so ci ety?”

“Ex cuse me, do you know any thing about so ci ety?”
“Oh, yes,” laughed David.
“What do you know of it?”
“Oh, I know the mar riage mar ket. I know that money rules it; I know

that true lovers of ten fail to be mated be cause of the want of it. I know that
pure girls, who hap pen to be poor, are sold to fel lows like—like—well, say
the owner of Pen rose, just for the sake of home and po si tion.”

George Muswell was silent.



204

12. Love’s Young Dream

“IF EVER THERE WAS A MAD MAN OUT SIDE BED LAM, I am he,” said Bar ing as he
wan dered along the lane. “And if ever there was a man who de serves to be
put in Bed lam, well, I am the man. Here am I now, a pen ni less, home less
wan derer, ac tu ally wait ing in the lane here for one who will not think of me,
I sup pose, save with con tempt. Fol low ers are not al lowed to go into the
kitchen, and so——”

He laughed in spite of him self. No one could see the hu mor ous side of
the sit u a tion more clearly than he, and yet he was deadly in earnest. He was
in earnest when he gave up his beau ti ful home, in earnest when he tried to
un der stand the life of the peo ple by whom his money was made, in earnest
when he made his home with the “ide al ists” at the Set tle ment, while now he
felt that the hap pi ness of his life time might de pend on the events of that
night.

“Love, true love is affin ity of soul,” he cried. “If she re ally loves me,
then money, po si tion, name, have noth ing to do with it. If she could love me
as the Squire of Mal pas Tow ers, and not as David Ward law, then,— well, it
would not be my self who would be loved, but my name, my po si tion; and I
could not bear that—no, not even for her.”

The in flu ence of Nora Brent wood was greater than he imag ined.
He waited un til day light died away, but no one came. The har vesters

were gone to their home, the sound of voices had ceased, and a great si lence
fell all around him. Now and then he heard the noise of a night-bird, which
the coun try peo ple called “a corn-crake”; but be yond that noth ing.

Of course he was mad to stay there, but he could not help stay ing. He
gave up hope of her com ing, but wan dered along the lane—wait ing, lis ten- 
ing, won der ing.

He had not spo ken to Eva Rivers since the scene de scribed in the last
chap ter. The young woman was, nat u rally, of fended deeply, and she took
care to show it. But David ex pected this and laughed at it. He did not be- 
lieve she cared for him re ally. She was fond of ex per i ments, and per haps
she re garded this as one of them. Of course she was wounded; but the very
prin ci ples she held would lead her to feel less than women liv ing the or di- 
nary life. No, he would not trou ble about her. He did not think she would
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bear en mity long. She had so of ten en larged upon Tol stoy’s ex pla na tion of
the Ser mon on the Mount, and so of ten protested against the spirit of re tal i- 
a tion, that she would hardly be likely to seek re venge.

And yet he was not sure. He re flected that no one could live Christ’s
teach ing with out pos sess ing Christ’s spirit, and he had very grave doubts
about Eva in this di rec tion. She had not sug gested to him that she pos sessed
the Chris tian spirit at all, but had quoted the words of the Founder of Chris- 
tian ity be cause they seemed rev o lu tion ary, and if car ried out, would de stroy
the ex ist ing state of things.

It was af ter nine o’clock, and still he was alone. Would Grace come? Of
course not; but sup pose she did, what should he say to her? Only what he
had said. Well, what then? Sup pose she could care for him, sup pose for his
sake she was pre pared to sac ri fice the home and po si tion which were hers
for the ac cep tance—what then? What had he to of fer her? He had given up
home, wealth. Could he ask her to live with him on the Set tle ment? No, he
could not, he could not! He liked the life him self; there was much in it that
was de sir able. As a man, too, he could bear the hard ship it in volved; but he
would not bring Grace to it. Why he could not tell, but he would not.

Then what was the use of his wait ing to speak to Grace Muswell? There
was no use, and yet he waited, he could not help wait ing. All his life was
gone out to her, and he longed to see her.

The Hall clock struck ten, and still no one came. Now and then a bird
rus tled among the leaves, and again the sum mer wind sighed its way
through the corn fields, but there was no sound of a hu man voice. Some- 
times it seemed to David that the rip pling of the river in the val ley was like
the singing of many voices in the far dis tance, but presently its very mu sic
be came tor ture to him. His heart was yearn ing for Grace, and he still
waited, al though he felt sure she would not come.

Eleven o’clock. What was the use of it? Most likely ev ery one at the
Hall was asleep. What right had he to wait? What right had he to ex pect
her? Even if she thought of him kindly she would not think of meet ing him
alone at night. But still he waited. He would not turn back to the Set tle ment
un til the clock struck mid night, and af ter that—well, he would not think of
the fu ture.

Presently he heard the sound of car riage wheels and the tramp of horses.
There was merry laugh ter, too. Who was com ing? Prob a bly some party had
been to the sea side, and was now re turn ing. But why were they com ing to- 
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wards him? And the vil lage lay in the op po site di rec tion, and no house was
near save the Hall.

He drew close to the gates. A few min utes later a gay party came up.
Yes, he heard Brewer’s voice. There was no mis tak ing it, and surely that
was Grace speak ing!

His heart sank like lead. Even while he had been wait ing for her she had
been in the so ci ety of this man. She was like the rest of the world, then, she
was pre pared to sell her self for money! It was all money—all money. All
the world was a great mar ket and any thing, ev ery thing, could be bought;
and he who made the high est bid ob tained the cov eted ar ti cle. As for those
who could not, or would not bid,—well, they could pos sess noth ing. Thus it
came about that the lust for money be came the mas ter pas sion of life, and as
a con se quence ev ery thing be came a mere mat ter of barter, and all life was
de graded thereby. How could men and women be true and pure while the
moral at mos phere of the world was rank poi son?

All these oft-re peated thoughts flashed through his mind in a sec ond, and
just as sud denly left him. There were two car riages, and, as far as David
could see, there were three or four peo ple on horse back. On com ing up to
the park gates sev eral dis mounted, and he heard some say that they pre- 
ferred walk ing up to the house. The hour was late for the coun try, but they
were young. Life to them was full of ro mance, and the night was full of
beauty.

David could not help en vy ing them. In spite of the hol low ness of civ i- 
liza tion, they were happy; be sides, was not such so ci ety prefer able to that at
the Broth er hood Set tle ment?

He felt like an eaves drop per, and a spy, as the party dis mounted, and he
tried to drag him self away out of sight and hear ing, but he could not.

“Well, good night, Brewer. It is too late to ask you up to the house.”
“Yes, it is late; but I feel as though it were only just sun set,” replied

Brewer. “I am as fresh as a daisy,” and the Squire laughed loudly.
“Well, you have a good ride to Pen rose.”
“Yes, and a lovely one. I must think about the plea sures of the day. I

hope you’ve en joyed your self, Miss Muswell?”
“Yes, thank you.”
It was Grace who spoke, and David’s heart beat loudly as he heard her

voice.
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“By the way, I must ar range for a gath er ing at Pen rose soon; that is, be- 
fore your friends leave you. Of course it has been de light ful at the sea side
to day, and the ride back has been glo ri ous; but I like pic nics in one’s own
grounds best.”

“Do you? Oh, by the way, just one word be fore you go, Brewer. Grace,
will you wait a minute, or will you over take the oth ers?”

“I’ll walk on, George, thank you.”
Muswell walked a few yards down the lane with Brewer, while Grace

en tered the park gates alone. The rest of the party were some dis tance
ahead. The girl did not seek to over take the oth ers, but saun tered qui etly
along.

It was a glo ri ous night, al most as clear as day. The great har vest moon
shed its sil ver light upon the scene, and ev ery tree in the park looked as
though it were decked by the hands of an gels.

“Ex cuse me, Miss Muswell.”
It was David who spoke. No sooner had he seen her walk away alone,

than, un mind ful of ev ery thing, he hur ried af ter her.
She turned on him sharply. “Mr. Ward law!” she said.
“Yes,” replied David. “I have been wait ing for you for hours. I told you I

should, you know.”
“Wait ing for me!”
“Yes, don’t you re mem ber? I told you last week that I should come

tonight, and wait in the lane. I came about eight o’clock, and I have been
there ever since.”

“But I told you not to come; I told you that what you asked was im pos si- 
ble.”

“But I could not help it,” said David; “and you knew I should come,
didn’t you?”

“But, ex cuse me, I can not al low you to walk with me. My cousin will
over take me in a minute.”

“I could not help com ing, I could not help wait ing,” said David. “How
could I? I have been hun ger ing for a sight of your face ever since I saw you
last. You know that, don’t you? Have you ever once thought of me?”

In spite of her self, the young man threw a kind of spell upon her. There
was some thing strong and mas ter ful in his pres ence, in spite of his hu mil ity.
Be sides, he was in ev ery way su pe rior to the man who through out the day
had been thrust ing him self upon her.
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She did not an swer his ques tion; nei ther, on the other hand, did she re- 
peat the de sire that he should leave her. Away in the dis tance they heard the
sound of those who had left them. How hap pily pealed their laugh ter.

“I must tell you some thing, I can not help it,” cried David.
“It is no use; be sides, what will George think? He will over take us in a

minute. I be lieve I hear his foot steps now.”
Her an swer was not a dis missal, and even David felt it. It sug gested that

if there was no pos si bil ity of their be ing dis turbed she would lis ten to him.
“Let us turn in here,” said David. “It leads through the shrub bery, and of

course joins the main drive again.”
Was it the in flu ence of the sum mer night, or did the man’s pres ence

over power her? Cer tainly she turned aside with him into the path, which
threaded its way through a maze of flow er ing shrubs.

“I have been think ing so much about what I told you last week,” said the
young man; “I have re al ized that I acted like a boor, a clown. I had no right
to speak to you in such a way. But I hope you will for give me, for I could
not help it. Will you for give me?”

She meant to have spo ken in a chill ing way to him, but she could not.
“There is noth ing to for give,” she said. “Of course what you ask is im pos si- 
ble, but—”

“But why, Miss Muswell, why? Oh, I do love you!”
He was only a boy af ter all, a boy filled with all sorts of strange fan cies

and im prac ti ca ble thoughts; and she —well, she was only a girl, who had
not be come sor did and cal cu lat ing, in spite of life’s at mos phere.

“How can you live amongst such peo ple?” she asked sud denly.
“I want to tell you,” he said; "I ought to have told you last week, but I

did not think. When you saw me ly ing on the bank that day, such a long
time ago, I was not poor. I was rich, very rich. My money had been left me
by one who had made his riches by grind ing the poor. Be cause I was rich I
was courted, and made much of by ev ery one. I saw that it was not I for
whom they cared, but my money, my po si tion. No one heeded how it was
made, no one thought of the suf fer ing and pain and sin which it cost. I was
rich, and that was enough. I was in tro duced to a young lady who af ter wards
pro fessed at tach ment to me. I thought I cared for her at the time, but I
didn’t. Still, I pro posed to her, and she pro fessed to love me; but as soon as
I told her that I might soon have to give up my money she laughed at me,
and treated my dec la ra tion as a farce. I am glad she did now, be cause I have
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found out that I never loved her. But I saw that, as a rich man, I could never
be sure that any one ever re ally cared for me. Oh, I was mis er able! All life
seemed a hol low sham. Ev ery one and ev ery thing seemed sor did and heart- 
less. Then I went among the peo ple where my for tune was made, amidst the
dregs of Lon don life. It was in the East End of Lon don. I saw the drunk en- 
ness, the im moral ity, the squalor, the sweat ing, out of which my for tune had
been made. Oh, it was hor ri ble; and I hated money. It seemed to me the poi- 
son which has caused our great na tional can cers; sweat ing, bad houses, op- 
pres sion, vice of all sorts, gam bling in ev ery form, wars of na tions and wars
of in di vid u als, all found their root in money. None of these things would ex- 
ist with out it. Even re li gion and love seemed to have be come a mat ter of
barter. I did not see the use of try ing to live a true, con sci en tious life; in
fact, I did not see how one could live the Chris tian life in a world where
money was the gov ern ing force.

“But I must not weary you with that; per haps you can scarcely un der- 
stand me, and yet I be lieve you can. Any how, I de ter mined to give it all up,
and hear ing of the Set tle ment, and be ing told that it con sisted of a body of
men and women who had left, the world in or der to be true to their con- 
sciences, I came and joined it.”

"The rest you know. I have been fairly con tented there, and re ally it is a
more healthy life than that of the or di nary so ci ety man or woman—ay, more
true to one’s best ideals than that of the com pet i tive money-lov ing world.

“But lately all has been dif fer ent. I have learnt to love you; I— But you
know, don’t you? It there any chance for me? Can you care for me?”

Grace was silent.
“You don’t care for money and that sort of thing, do you?” went on the

young man. “You be lieve that love is in de pen dent of all that, don’t you?
You can love me for my self, can’t you? Oh, say you can!”

There was pas sion ate plead ing in David’s voice, and it thrilled the girl’s
heart. Af ter all, she was a girl, young, ar dent, ro man tic. She could not help
com par ing him with the rich Squire who had of fered her his hand.

“You un der stand me now, don’t you?” went on David. “I am so strangely
placed that I am obliged to take such means as this of speak ing to you. It
ought not to be, for I love you; and you, surely, yes, you love me!”

“No, no!” said the girl.
“Yes, you do—you must; you can not care for that man! You don’t, do

you?”
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“No,” she replied; “no, I can not.”
She did not mean to say this, but some how the words seemed dragged

from her.
“And you will not marry him, what ever hap pens— will you?”
“No, never!”
She ut tered the words sav agely, as if she found it hard to be obliged to

say them.
“Thank God for that,” cried David; “thank God for that! And you can

learn to love me, can’t you?”
Some how the at mos phere which he had cre ated around her had made

Grace for get the pe cu liar sit u a tion in which they were placed. She for got
that they were com par a tive strangers, for got that, ac cord ing to her un cle’s
ideas, she was com pro mis ing her po si tion in so ci ety by speak ing to him in
such a way.

“And if I could, what then?”
She spoke the words in vol un tar ily. She seemed to in stinc tively re al ize

their po si tion. Cer tain she had never ar rived at any con clu sion by care fully
think ing about it.

“What then?” cried David. “Why, I should be the hap pi est man on earth!
Tell me, can you? Oh, I do love you!”

“I am poor, too,” she said. “My fa ther—that is, I am de pen dent on my
re la tions. What would be come of me?”

“Oh, I would give you a home.”
“How? You could not, if you be lieve what you have been telling me!”
She had not meant to an swer him at all. She had not meant to say any- 

thing, for she did not know her heart. In deed, she spoke at ran dom; her
thoughts were in co her ent, ut tered un der the in flu ence of ex cite ment.

“Love makes all things pos si ble,” he cried; “if you can love me, there
must be a way! Tell me, can you?”

“No, you must go away; I am sure you must.”
They had reached an open space. In the near dis tance great trees grew,

and flow er ing shrubs abounded; but just there the moon light fell, and he
could see her face plainly. To him it was fair be yond words, for his whole
heart had gone out to her.

“Must I go?” he said; and they both stood still.
“Yes, you must. We are near the house.”
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“But will you send me away with out one word? Tell me you love me,
and all things will be pos si ble. Tell me.”

“I can not,” said Grace; “I can not; I—I don’t know.”
He caught her hands in his, and she did not draw them away. Thus they

stood face to face. She was a tall, finely formed girl, but he tow ered above
her. She felt how strong he was, how mas ter ful.

“Look at me,” he said.
She tried to dis obey him, but she lifted her eyes to his.
“I love you,” he said, “love you with all my heart. I am poor, I am home- 

less, I am friend less; but I can do all things for you. Can’t you care for me,
can’t you give me a word of hope?”

He had for got ten all save her pres ence. His life on the Set tle ment
seemed some far-off dream to him now.

They two were all the world. The o ries of life, and all men’s ar gu ments
about them, were noth ing. He loved this maiden, and that was all, save his
over-mas ter ing long ing for, her to love him.

Grace did not speak.
“Will, you send me away?” he asked again, and his voice was husky

with pas sion. “My heart is aching for just one word. You will not send me
away with out a word, will you?”

Her eyes turned to wards the ground, and she tried to speak, tried to tell
him that his words were mad ness, tried to an swer him an grily, but she could
not. Then their eyes met again; his ea ger, burn ing; hers dim with tears.

Her head dropped upon his breast, and she burst into tears.
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13. David Be gins To Re al ize His Mad ness

IT WAS PAST MID NIGHT when David reached the Set tle ment, but he had "no
thought of time. Life to him was changed. It could never be the same again.
Words were ring ing in his ears which he would never for get, hopes were
stirred within his heart which would never die. He was liv ing in the bliss ful
present. Grace loved him. She had strug gled against it as though it were mad- 
ness, but it had con quered her. He had noth ing, and yet he pos sessed all things.
She loved him for him self, for him self alone. This was the thought which
thrilled his heart, and trans formed the coun try side into a beau teous par adise.

He did not think of the fu ture; the present was enough for him. Grace.
loved him, she had con fessed her love, and he was happy be yond words.

When he opened the door of Trewin nick House he saw Eva Rivers stand ing
as if await ing him.

“You are late,” said she.
“Yes.”
“Where have you been?”
David did not re ply.
“I sup pose you’ve been among the money-grubs,” she said. “You’ve been

hob nob bing with those lo custs which blight the beauty of life; those par a sites
which suck the life-blood of the land.”

David laughed; he could not help it, but the girl was ter ri bly in earnest.
“This is no place for you,” she said. “You are still long ing to be amongst

the flesh-pots of Egypt. This is a place for peo ple with ideals and prin ci ples.
You are dilly-dal ly ing, that’s what you are. Even now you long to be among
the pa gans.”

Per haps she had not waited for him for the pur pose of say ing this, but she
flung her words at him sav agely. Doubt less she was a well-mean ing girl, but
he had pub licly re fused her love, and—well, in spite of her dis avowal of the
in equal ity of the sexes, she was still a woman.

“Good night, Eva,” said David, and he went to bed.
He did not sleep, he could not; and when morn ing came he rose and went

out among the fields. He was very happy, for as yet he re al ized noth ing save
that Grace loved him. More over, all na ture min is tered to his glad ness.

Those who live in the cities know noth ing, can know noth ing, of the beauty
of sun rise in the coun try. We speak of the beauty of even tide, but it is poor
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com pared with sun rise, for dawn must ever be more glo ri ous than sun set. All
na ture bursts into life; flow ers, trees, and all liv ing things en ter upon a new
day. Ev ery meadow tells the story that it has been peo pled by an gels, ev ery
hill top be comes an al tar of God, ev ery val ley a tem ple where the choirs of the
Almighty pour forth their praise. Birds and beasts and flow ers all feel the
touch of the Di vine; river and rip pling rill breathe forth their mu sic to wel- 
come the dawn of a new day.

And David re al ized it all. He bared his head, and drank deep of the sweet
morn ing air. The world was full of beauty, and God loved him. He had man i- 
fested His love in the love of the woman who was all the world to him.

For hours he wan dered with out one anx ious thought. He was young, and he
was happy. He loved, and was loved; but what of the fu ture? He had given up
the world, given up its riches, given up his home; what should he do?

Should he bring Grace to that Set tle ment, even if for love of him she would
come? It was im pos si ble. The peo ple among whom he lived were hon est; they
were try ing to be true to their con vic tions, and to a large ex tent he was at one
with them, but he could not bring Grace among them. All their dis cus sions
were free from wrong thoughts, and there was no man i fes ta tion of base de sire;
but he would not have Grace there. Why he could not tell, but he could not
bear the thought of her be ing alone with Eva Rivers and Bertha Gray, the Rus- 
sian refugees, and the rest of them. He would not like her to take part in such
dis cus sions as those which Bertha Gray de lighted in. No, this class of “New
Woman” might be all right from the stand point of ex per i ment-mak ing, but as
as so ciates for the woman he loved—no, he could not think of it.

But what could he do? Well, he could make a home for Grace; he could—
But he stopped short. That meant go ing back into the world of com pe ti tion; it
meant tak ing part in the strug gle for ex is tence, which lay at the root of nine-
tenths of the evils of life. Should he lower his ideals, should he suc cumb to the
first temp ta tion?

Af ter all, were not his words to Grace a mock ery? What right had he to tell
her of his love? She was poor, and he glo ried in her poverty. She had pre ferred
him and poverty to an other man with wealth. But mean while she was de pen- 
dent on her rel a tives for the food she ate, for the clothes she wore. Could he
who pre tended to love her leave her so?

These and a thou sand other thoughts filled his mind, and he was sorely per- 
plexed. He re mained in the fields for hours, and al though he thought hard, he
could not solve the prob lem of his life.
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He went back to the house in time for break fast, and was met by a con fused
shout of voices. The sub ject of the pre vi ous Sun day night had cropped up, and
it was be ing ea gerly dis cussed. When he en tered, how ever, many re lapsed into
si lence. His views had dis pleased many, and had cre ated some amount of re- 
sent ment. “If ex ist ing mar riage laws are the out growth of life’s ne ces si ties,”
they urged, “can not the same be said of the rest of the things which civ i liza- 
tion has sanc tioned?” Ac cord ing to them, civ i liza tion was cor rupt to the core,
and must be swept away. What was the use of com pro mis ing ’I The abuses
which he ad mit ted were sim ply the nat u ral out come of an evil sys tem, and
they stood for an ut ter re volt against the sys tem. Thus it came about that he
was treated some what coldly.

It is said by some that big otry is dead. I doubt if it is; I doubt if it ever can
die; and per haps there are few peo ple in the world so big oted as those who de- 
claim against big otry. There is no the olo gian as nar row as the broad the olo- 
gian, no more in tol er ant per son than the man who de clares him self to be an
ad vanced rad i cal. I sus pect that ev ery earnest man must be a bigot when his
po si tion is car ried to its log i cal is sue. These peo ple claimed to be the broad est
of thinkers, whereas they were as nar row as lines. And a line, ac cord ing to Eu- 
clid, is length with out breadth.

David re al ized this as he sat down to break fast that morn ing.
“What are our mot toes for to day?” said some body presently.
They had ex hausted, so they said, the prin ci pal say ings of their fa vorite

teach ers, and a month be fore it had been de cided that ev ery mem ber in the fra- 
ter nity should in turn write pre cepts for the other. It hap pened that it was Eva
Rivers’ turn that morn ing to pro vide texts for the day.

Eva, on hear ing the ques tion which I have just men tioned, ex hib ited the
black board be fore her fel lows. This was what David read:—

"Who is the real traitor? It is he who, hav ing ideals, low ers them for the sake of pol icy. The
true man is he who, hav ing an ideal, re mains true to it, even al though it may be im pos si ble,
and even al though his faith ful ness may cost him his own life, and the lives of oth ers.

"Who is the man who has lost his soul? It is he who gives way to self ish ness. What is the cause
of self ish ness? The worldly spirit of com pe ti tion and per sonal pos ses sion. There fore he who
seeks per sonal pos ses sion lives in hell, and is an en emy to his race.

"What is one of life’s great est fal la cies? To be lieve that char ity ex pressed in gifts to the so-
called poor can help them. Thus all en deav ors to al le vi ate poverty by poor laws, es tab lish ing
hos pi tals and the like, are like putting stick ing-plas ters on a can cer. The only cure for poverty
is to de stroy the idea of per sonal pos ses sion.
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“‘There fore some out from among the un godly, and touch not the un clean thing.’”

“Eva is log i cal as usual,” was the re mark.
At that mo ment the post man came, and ev ery body seemed pleased ex cept

Eva. First, be cause no let ters came for her; sec ond, be cause his ad vent drew
at ten tion away from her com po si tion. She had spent a good deal of time on it,
and an tic i pated a good deal of dis cus sion, and per haps a few com pli ments. Ev- 
ery one who re ceived let ters, how.ever, read them ea gerly. They did not seem
to re al ize that the post man who brought the let ters was a unit in the great com- 
mer cial sys tem. They took no note that the} pa per which they scanned so ea- 
gerly was pro duced by men who were in the midst of. the world’s com pe ti tion;
but it is hard to be con sis tent in this world.

David took his let ter out in the gar den to read. It was very bulky, and he
saw that it came from Lon don. On open ing it, he found sev eral en clo sures.

The first he read was from Emily Baker;

"RE SPECTED SIR,—I take my pen in hand to tell you that Miss Perkins have given me the sack.
She says that my wages was paid by you, and that as the money have stopped, and trade is
slack, she can’t keep me. What I shall do I am sure I don’t know. Mother have stole some of
my money, and she’s been on the booze ever since. She came to Miss Perkins the other day,
and kicked up a row. I haven’t had no an swer to my last let ter.

“YOURS RE SPECT FULLY, EMILY BAKER”

“P.S.—I be have Miss Perkins would keep me on at 7s.- 6d. a week but for mother; but she says
it would kill her cus tom if she came again. It’s hard for a girl to keep straight.”

“Poor Emily!” said David, “what can be done for her, I won der? And why is it
that pay ment is stopped? I left in struc tions for Mr. Jay. I must see to this.”

He opened an other en clo sure, which was from Mr. Crowle, the “Peo ple’s
Lawyer,” to Mr. Jay.

"Bar ing and Baker.

"DEAR SIR,—I have made fur ther in quiries, as per in struc tions, and have nearly
con cluded my case. As the amount you for warded, how ever, has been al ready
swal lowed up in ex penses, I can not pro ceed fur ther un til I re ceive a fur ther
sub sidy.
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"I have been in formed by Miss Perkins that the money she re ceived for Emily Baker’s wages
has been stopped. She has there fore dis charged her. I have just heard bad re ports about the said
Emily Baker, and I am afraid that if some thing is not done for her, the girl will get in a bad
way.

“YOURS TRULY, J. B. CROWLE.”

“What can this mean?” asked the young man. “Ah!” here is a let ter from
Mr. Jay."

It ran as fol lows:—

"DEAR SIR,—I here with en close two let ters for your pe rusal. One you will no tice is ad dressed
to me from the man Crowle, of Mile End Road.

"As you will re mem ber, you in structed me in our last in ter view to re serve a moi ety of your es- 
tate for your per sonal use, the rest to be dis posed of in other ways, you en tirely re fus ing to par- 
tic i pate in it.

"The moi ety re ferred to is now ex hausted, hav ing been dis posed of in the fol low ing way:—

£. s. d.
Paid to broth er hood Set tle ment,
as per your in struc tions ………………………
Paid to the man Crowle to make
in quiries con cern ing Emily Baker …
Paid to Miss Perkins, for Emily
Baker, as per your in struc tions ……
My own fees …………………………………………………………
To tal
…………………………………………………………………………
———————————- — — —

“You will see, there fore,” con cluded the let ter, "that you have slightly over drawn your ac count,
and I shall be glad to hear from you in re la tion thereto at your ear li est con ve nience.

"I am, more over, sorry to find that no fur ther help can be given to the girl Emily Baker. I hear
she is in straits, and the woman whom she re gards as her mother is a bad woman. What will
be come of her one does not like to think.
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“YOURS FAITH FULLY,”JOHN JAY."

Op po site each item in the bill, Mr. Jay had placed the amount, and David
saw that the to tal was some what in ex cess of the sum he had left in the
lawyer’s hands.

When David fin ished this let ter he felt like one stunned. Never be fore had
he re al ized what he had done as he re al ized it now. He had had no use for
money dur ing his stay at the Set tle ment. He had writ ten to Mr. Jay shortly af- 
ter his ar rival, telling him of the name by which he wished to be called, and
had given him in struc tions con cern ing the amount he wished paid to the Set- 
tle ment.

He was ut terly con founded. He counted the money which he had brought
with him. It was only a few pounds, scarcely enough to pay what he owed to
Mr. Jay. He had not cal cu lated upon con tin gen cies of this kind. The amount he
had con trib uted to the Set tle ment, al though there was no stip u la tion that he
should give it, he re garded as his quota to wards his main te nance. In prin ci ple
they had noth ing to do with money, but it had been a cus tom for those who
had any to put it in what they called the “com mon pool,” just be cause—well,
be cause they could not live with out money un der the evils of civ i liza tion.

Truly he had crossed the Ru bi con. Well, he had thought it all out, so he
imag ined, and was pre pared to stand by the con se quences. But he had not re al- 
ized all that might hap pen.

He re al ized now that money could do good, and that from want of it, that
girl Emily Baker might drift to ruin. But what could he do? He was help less.

And then there was the bill of the lawyer. Even al though a man did not be- 
lieve in money, it was not right to be in debt. He had given away his for tune,
but he had no right to give away what was not his own. Those few pounds
which he pos sessed! Well, they must be sent to Mr. Jay. He must be hon est, at
all events.

But Grace! He had told her that he loved her, he had said he could give her
a home. Well, so he could, ac cord ing to the idea of the Set tle ment. He could
have a lit tle cot tage on the farm, and they could live alone in their love. But
would that be right to her? She had been ten derly reared. True, she was poor,
but her as so ci a tions had al ways been re fined. Could he take her from a good
home, even al though it was not her own, to be sub jected to the pri va tions of
the farm?

No, he could not. He re mem bered the “do as you please” habits of the Set- 
tle ment. They made free of each other’s rooms and houses, so free that the
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com mon pri va cies of life were ig nored. No, he could not sub mit Grace to it.
But he could work some where. He could ob tain a sit u a tion. Oth ers had

done it, why not be? But in do ing this he would be go ing back to the sor did,
ma te ri al is tic world—the world of shal low ness and sham, the world of greed
and op pres sion. He would be sell ing his soul to gain the world.

He was sorely dis tressed. That which he con sid ered to be his duty pointed
one way, while his love for Grace in di cated an other. What should he do?
Rather, what could he do? He was prac ti cally pen ni less, and he had thrown
away the chances of ob tain ing a po si tion which were in his hands when leav- 
ing Cam bridge. Then, he looked for ward to the pos ses sion of £300, by means
of which he would be able to live, while he pre pared him self for his pro fes- 
sion. Now he had noth ing; and, worse than that, his mode of life had ut terly
un fit ted him for the or di nary work of the world.

Be sides all this, the prin ci ples which he had ac cepted for bade his go ing
back to the world. He did not be lieve in com pe ti tion, did not be lieve in the
world’s barter. He be lieved that by liv ing on the Set tle ment he was fos ter ing
ideals which were im pos si ble in the world. He com pared the thoughts and
hopes of the Broth er hood Set tle ment with those of the peo ple he had met
around Mal pas Tow ers. The one rep re sented re al ity, it de spised class and
money dis tinc tion; it cared noth ing for the ar ti fi cial i ties of so ci ety, it was
earnest, it was sin cere. The other was rem i nis cent of shame, of hol low ness, of
lies. He re mem bered that ev ery thing was sold to the high est bid der, and that
char ac ter was of lit tle im port. He had him self known that po lite so ci ety
winked at the basest pas sions, be cause they were as so ci ated with wealth and
po si tion, while at the same time it had treated homely virtues with a smile of
tol er ant con tempt. No, he could not go back to such a life.

Through out the day these thoughts filled his mind, and when evening came
he re ceived an other com mu ni ca tion, which ex cited him even more than the
oth ers. It was noth ing less than a let ter from Mr. Muswell, ask ing him to come
up to the Hall im me di ately.
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14. The Sec ond Visit To Muswell Hall

THE LET TER WAS BROUGHT by a spe cial mes sen ger. This mes sen ger, more over,
was rec og nized by var i ous mem bers of the Set tle ment, who watched
David’s face as he read.

“What time do you dine at the Hall?” he asked the youth.
“Half-past seven, sir.”
“Tell Mr. Muswell I will call at nine o’clock,” he said.
“A re ver sion to type, eh, David?” said Lang ford.
“No, I do not think so.”
“You seem in fa vor among these peo ple.”
“I am afraid not.”
“Afraid, eh?”
“Yes, afraid.”
“I say, old man, shall I proph esy?”
“Yes, if you like.”
“Well, then, you’ll not be long be fore you are back in the world.”
David shook his head.
“Am I not right?”
“I could not go back if I would.”
“No?”
“No, I have burnt my bridges, and you know the width of the gulf.”
“Would you if you could?”
“As you un der stand it—no.”
“You qual ify, old man.”
“Ev ery thing needs qual i fi ca tion in this world.”
“The first step in the down ward path is qual i fi ca tion,” re marked Lang- 

ford.
“Is it?” said David. He turned away with a weary sigh, for he was very

tired. All through the day he had been try ing to face life’s prob lem, but. the
light did not shine upon his way, save a light which threw ev ery thing else
into deeper dark ness.

“I don’t of ten quote Scrip ture,” said Lang ford, “but I re mem ber one pas- 
sage.”

“Yes.”
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“‘If any man come to Me and hate not his fa ther and mother and wife, he
can not be My dis ci ple!’ quoted Lang ford.”I know the word ‘hate’ means to
love less, but the prin ci ple is plain. If a man loves his own life more than he
loves the truth, he can not be the dis ci ple of Him; whom we pro fess to fol- 
low."

“That was the cry of those old per se cut ing Catholics who burnt their
own chil dren,” said David.

“I know it; but a great truth re mains.”
“And are you sure you have found that truth?”
“I be lieve we more closely ap prox i mate to it than any other class of the

com mu nity.”
“Per haps we do,” said David thought fully. “But life is a big af fair. It can- 

not be mea sured by the inch rule of our the o ries.”
“Nev er the less, the dis tinc tion be tween right and wrong is very clear.”
“Is it?”
“Yes; don’t you think so?”
“Yes; but our con cep tions con cern ing right and wrong dif fer.”
“Give us an ex am ple.”
“The sub ject of our dis cus sion on Sun day night. The the ory of the Rus- 

sian Count, worked out to its log i cal is sue, means free love. He be lieves it
to be right. I, on the other hand, be lieve it to be of the devil.”

“To the pure all things are pure.”
“But to the im pure?”
“Noth ing is im pure.”
“Then, ac cord ing to you, noth ing de pends on law or cir cum stance, but

on the char ac ter of the in di vid ual.”
“That is it.”
“Think where that leads you, Lang ford,” said David, and he went up- 

stairs to dress for his visit to Muswell Hall.
He had not told Lang ford any thing con cern ing his love for Grace

Muswell. He could not. It seemed too sa cred for speech. It was a mat ter be- 
tween him self and Grace—and God.

He hardly re al ized what Squire Muswell’s let ter por tended. Surely he
could know noth ing of what had passed be tween him self and Grace the pre- 
vi ous night! And yet such might be the case. Per haps they had stayed longer
to gether than he had imag ined, and so Grace might have been ques tioned on
her re turn to the house. Or per haps she had been asked to give a def i nite an- 
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swer to Brewer’s pro posal. Yes, he re mem bered now; it was the last day of
Au gust.

He went into the fields again. It wanted an hour to the time when he
must start on his jour ney to the Hall, and he could not stay in doors. He must
go out into the open air. Be sides, the con ver sa tion of his com pan ions ir ri- 
tated him. They spoke as though they had solved life’s mys ter ies, as though
wis dom would die with them. They had found the truth, and those who dis- 
agreed with them were ei ther liars, knaves, fools, or blind with self ish ness.
He went down to the river, and, sit ting among the wil low bushes, gave him- 
self over to thought.

Mean while, Grace Muswell sat in her room alone. She had passed a ter- 
ri ble day. She had en tered the house on the pre vi ous night, un no ticed, and
had tossed for hours on a sea of deliri ous joy. Like David, she, too, had
been un able to see the clouds which hung in the sky. She lived in the bliss- 
ful present. The aw ful gloom which had rested on her life had been rolled
away. She felt brave enough to re sist her un cle and all his per sua sions. She
would never marry Pen fold Brewer now. Dur ing the past few months she
had feared that she would be driven to this. She was poor, de pen dent on her
rel a tives for ev ery thing, and thus ha rassed on ev ery side, feel ing the bit ter- 
ness of poverty, for bid den to earn her own liveli hood, she seemed to be car- 
ried on to wards a doom at which she shud dered. She had thought but lit tle
of David un til that night when he first told her of his love. How could she?
She was ig no rant of his feel ings, ig no rant of ev ery thing save that he was a
fad dist who had given up his chances in life to live among a sect of god less
fa nat ics. She be lieved him to be a gen tle man, and re garded him as an in ter- 
est ing fel low, who un der other cir cum stances it might have been a plea sure
to know, but be yond that noth ing. But af ter he had told her of his love, af ter
she had left him, she felt dif fer ently. Her heart was strangely stirred, she
knew not why. Of course his love for her was hope less, it was mad ness; and
yet she thought of his words with plea sure. More over, they made her hate
more than ever the idea of mar ry ing Pen fold Brewer. The Squire’s heavy
face, thick lips, and coarse voice, be came pos i tively loath some. But she
never thought se ri ously of meet ing him, al though she felt a strange de sire to
do so.

Mean while she knew that the dread day when her an swer to Pen fold
Brewer must be given, drew nearer. Her un cle ex pected her to ac cept him,
and had writ ten to Mr. Win field ask ing him to come down, so that they
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might ar range about set tle ments. The two to gether had de ter mined that she
should not be a dower-less bride, so John Win field had de cided to come to
Corn wall.

When Sun day came, and George re turned from the dis cus sion at Trewin- 
nick, she had lis tened ea gerly to his de scrip tion of the gath er ing. More over,
her heart beat’ wildly when be re lated how David scouted the ideas which
were ad vanced, and had ab so lutely de clined to ac cept the “New Woman’s”
prof fered love.

“The fel low is ev i dently a gen tle man,” said Mr. Muswell; “the mys tery
to me is that he can live among such a crew.”

She took no part in the con ver sa tion which fol lowed, but ev ery word
made her think more kindly of David, and caused her to loathe the idea of
mar ry ing Pen fold Brewer with greater in ten sity.

All through the day of the pic nic a great bur den rested upon her. She was
haunted by strange fears, and she avoided spend ing a mo ment alone with
the man who had asked her to be his wife. In deed, she was glad when
George had asked her on the night of the pic nic whether she would wait for
him or re join the oth ers. It had given her a chance to be alone. She longed
for so ci ety, and yet she was afraid of it. She had won dered whether David
would come to the lane in the hopes of meet ing her, and al though she tried
to per suade her self that he would not," she al most hoped he would.

Thus it came. about, when David came to her and told her again of his
heart’s long ings, that the par ti tion be tween them, which had been weak en- 
ing all through the week, fell down, and she had to con fess that she loved
him. For a time she seemed to have en tered into the val ley of peace. She
was weak, but David was strong; that which she hoped seemed im pos si ble,
but David would make it pos si ble.

When she arose in the morn ing her heart was full of joy; the world
seemed full of mu sic, and the storm which she dreaded was far away. On
com ing down she saw Mr. Win field. He had come the pre vi ous evening,
and had gone to bed be fore she had re turned home. She was not sur prised at
his ap pear ance, and dur ing break fast she was gay as the gayest.

Dur ing the morn ing, how ever, Mr. Muswell came to her.
“Will you come into the morn ing-room, Grace, my dear?” he said with a

smile. “Your Un cle John and I wish to speak with you.”
She fol lowed him with a fast-beat ing heart, for she felt that the in ter view

was mo men tous. But she was brave, she was strong.
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Mr. Win field be gan the con ver sa tion
“And so it seems there will be one less bear ing the name of Muswell,”

he said. “Ah, Grace, Grace, what a sly puss you are, never to write and tell
me! But still, I am an in dul gent old fel low. Brewer is not a nice name, but I
hear he’s a good, sub stan tial man. Now, tell me all about it.”

“There is noth ing to tell,” said Grace.
“Noth ing to tell!”
“No. That is—ex cept I am not go ing to marry Mr. Pen fold Brewer.”
At this there were many words, many con fused, an gry words, and for

some time Grace feared to tell the glad se cret of her heart.
Presently, how ever, Mr. Win field asked her rea sons for her be hav ior.
“Be cause I do not love him,” said Grace; “be cause I al most dis like him;

be cause the thought of mar ry ing him is loath some to me.”
“Non sense!” said Mr. Muswell; “non sense! You must be mad, my girl!”
But this led to more ques tions, and a lit tle later Grace told her un cles

why she could not marry Mr. Pen fold Brewer.
At first they could not un der stand her. Such a thing was im pos si ble! A

Muswell love a name less fa natic— a man who lived amongst a law less, im- 
moral crew! Why, she had scarcely seen him.

But Grace was firm, and told them that she meant to marry the man of
her heart.

Both Mr. Muswell and Mr. Win field were men of the old-fash ioned
stamp. As we have be fore hinted, they had no sym pa thy with in no va tions;
more over, they could not brook op po si tion. Their will must be law, or what
would be come of the world. Presently, how ever, they cooled down suf fi- 
ciently to ask her fur ther ques tions.

“Well,” said Mr. Win field, “of course, if you marry this fel low we can do
noth ing more for you. But what will you do? Can he give you a home?”

Grace was silent.
“Will you go and live on the Set tle ment?”
Grace shook her head.
“The fel low does not be lieve in pri vate prop erty; he does not be lieve in

the use of money; he does not be lieve in com pe ti tion; he can never, there- 
fore, pro vide you a home. Child, you are mad.”

A great weight fell upon Grace’s heart. Yes, she was mad; but she could
not help it, and she loved David.

Presently she went up to her room alone, leav ing the two men to gether.
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“This is a pretty busi ness,” said John Win field.
“I should think it is. She ought to be put into a mad house. If I had my

way she should be”; and many other wild words were ut tered.
“I thought he was a de cent fel low when I saw him,” said Mr. Win field,

presently.
“I be lieve he is, in spite of his tom fool ery,” said Mr. Muswell. “I be lieve

he is. I had him up here once. Do you know, he is a grad u ate of Cam bridge
Uni ver sity. He be longed to my old col lege.”

“Per haps he would lis ten to rea son.”
“He might. Shall I have him up here?”
“It might be best. Yes, it will be. Send him a note straight away, and ask

him to come up tonight. If the fel low is not a vil lain, if he has any feel ings
of a gen tle man, he will not stand in the girl’s way.”

“Let’s hope not. Do you know, Win field, I thought I had set tled the girl’s
fu ture splen didly. It is true Brewer has been a bit of a rake, but he has set- 
tled down now. He’s be tween forty and fifty years of age, and ought to give
up sow ing wild oats. Of course Grace knows noth ing about this, and we’ve
taken good care to keep such things from her. George hasn’t liked it; and
I’ve had to take him to task se verely. You see, Brewer has been a bach e lor,
and—well, one ought to ex cuse a great deal. He has a fine es tate, un en cum- 
bered. I should think his rent-roll must be—let me see—well, a good way
on in the four fig ures.”

“It’s mad ness to refuse such an of fer.”
“Of course it is. I thought the girl was well brought up, too, and knew

what is be com ing to her sta tion. I had made up my mind to give her a fine
wed ding, and now—”

“Let’s have him up here, Muswell; let’s have him up. We’ll talk to him.
We must save Grace at all costs.”

At nine o’clock David ar rived, and on be ing shown into a room was told
that Mr. Muswell would see him shortly. A few min utes later the door
opened, and two men en tered. Of course he rec og nized Mr. Muswell im me- 
di ately, but the other he was not so sure about. He thought he had seen him
be fore, but could not tell where. Then sud denly he re mem bered. This was
Grace’s other un cle. This was the man he had seen that day when he was
walk ing from Cam bridge to Lon don.

“Good evening, Mr. Ward law,” said Mr. Muswell. He spoke pleas antly,
hav ing made up his mind that he would have to be diplo matic. “This is
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Mr. Win field, of Win field Hall.”
“We have met be fore, I think,” said David.
For the life of him Mr. Win field could not speak to the young man as he

had in tended. This man was his equal; he spoke with ease, he car ried him- 
self like a gen tle man, and looked like one, too. He was well dressed, and his
clear, frank eyes and finely-molded face be trayed the fact that here was no
money-seek ing ad ven turer.

“We have asked you to come up tonight be cause, well, we wish to speak
to you on a very del i cate mat ter.”

David waited qui etly for them to pro ceed.
“Per haps you can guess what it is?”
“Yes,” said David, “I can guess what it is. At least I think so.”
“Ah, that’s right. Of course, as you may know, we are both re lated to—

that is, Mr. Win field is—but won’t you sit down?”
“Thank you.”
David sat down, and waited for them to pro ceed.
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15. “Give Me A Year”

“I AM SURE,” said Mr. Muswell, “we shall be able to ar range—that is, our
busi ness very eas ily. Em—I be lieve that—that is, you have had some con- 
ver sa tion with my niece?”

“Yes,” said David. “I have. I love Miss Grace Muswell. I have told her
so.”

“Don’t you think you have acted a very un wor thy part, young man?”
asked Mr. Win field.

“No,” said David, “I have done noth ing of which I am ashamed.”
“Then you ought to be ashamed.” The young man’s cool ness an gered

Mr. Win field. It was un war rantable pre sump tion for him to lift his eyes to
her, and he would make him feel it.

“Will you ex plain why?” He felt ner vous when with Grace, then his
words came stam mer ingly, con fus edly; but with these men all was dif fer ent.

“You have treated her as if she were a scullery maid. You have met her
with out the sanc tion—of—of—her guardians.”

“Yes,” said David, “I have. Un der dif fer ent cir cum stances I should have
acted dif fer ently. But by my own choice I am liv ing among peo ple whom
you re gard as your so cial in fe ri ors. You would not al low me to meet her as
an equal, there fore—well, I may have trans gressed con ven tional cus toms,
but I have acted hon or ably.”

“Do you call your self a gen tle man, young man?”
“I do not call my self any thing,” said David; “still, if I cared, I think I

might lay claim to the name.”
“Then,” con tin ued Mr. Win field, “what right have you to clan des tinely

up set a young girl’s mind, when you have no home to give her, and when
ac cord ing to your pro fessed be liefs, you do not think it right to seek to give
her one?”

The man had probed David’s wound al most at the be gin ning of their in- 
ter view, and he was ren dered al most speech less. Per haps his early train ing,
and the at mos phere of his early life in flu enced him; “any how, he felt it was
dis hon or able to tell a young girl that he loved her while his pro fessed con- 
vic tion for bade him try ing to give her a home in any way com pa ra ble with
the one from which he would take her. Per haps if John Win field had stated
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this ob jec tion dif fer ently he might have con fessed as much; but the old
Squire’s haughty tones an gered him.”

“You as sume a knowl edge which you do not pos sess,” he said.
“Then,” said Mr. Muswell, “we, as Miss Muswell’s guardians, claim to

know what your prospects are. I may tell you that she has not a penny piece
in her own right.”

“I am glad of it,” said David.
“Glad!” ex claimed both men to gether. “Glad! Why?”
“Be cause you can not ac cuse me of mer ce nary mo tives, and be cause I do

not think money con sid er a tions should come in where love is con cerned.”
This was fol lowed by a long con ver sa tion, which in evitably came back

to the ques tion which trou bled David so sorely. It was the sub ject of which
he was afraid; it was the only mat ter con cern ing which he could not give
an swers which sat is fied his own con science. Af ter an hour’s de bate, which
at times be came an gry, no real progress had been made. David re fused to
re lin quish Grace, and yet he saw no way of pro vid ing her with a home.

“She has been ten derly reared,” said Mr. Muswell, at length; “reared in
one of the most beau ti ful homes in the coun try. She has ev ery ed u ca tional
ad van tage; bear ing an old name, she has been re ceived into the best so ci ety.
Ever since she lost her wealth she has been care fully pro tected, and has
wanted noth ing. Young man, I ask you by what right you act in this way?”

Truly, David was in a dilemma. He could see no way out of the dif fi- 
culty. Al though he tried to per suade him self that her life at the Hall was in- 
im i cal to all that made life beau ti ful, he could not think of sug gest ing that
she might live the much-vaunted “nat u ral life.” He could not ask that she
might live in a cot tage on the Set tle ment, and be de prived of all the re fine- 
ments to which she had been ac cus tomed. It seemed all right for the women
in the colony, but not for Grace.

“Can you not see how you are stand ing in her way?” said John Win field.
“By your act you are de priv ing her of a good home, of a kind hus band, and
of con ge nial sur round ings.”

To this, how ever, David could an swer to some ef fect, and he was not
slow in con demn ing the liv ing death to which they would con sign her. In- 
deed, he spoke so strongly that even these two men did not urge it again.

It was a strange in ter view. Again and again did Mr. Muswell and
Mr. Win field try to take an au thor i ta tive at ti tude, and com mand him to give
up his un war rantable pre sump tion; but again and again were they de feated.
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He was strong in his con vic tions, strong in his faith in Grace. And they felt
this. They had re al ized that Grace was de ter mined. They could not force her
to marry Brewer; more over, in a year or so she would be of age, and thus
able to act in de pen dently of them.

“Well, what are you go ing to do?” was the ques tion of ten re peated.
“Give me a year,” said David at last, in des per a tion.
“A year? Well, what then? Are we to un der stand that if, at the end of a

year, you are not in a po si tion to give Grace a home, you re lin quish any
claim upon our con sid er a tion?”

“At least, let me see Grace.”
“No, never,” said John Win field; “not with my con sent.”
“I do not ask, to see her alone,” said the young man humbly, for he saw

that these men were act ing in what they be haved to be Grace’s in ter est. “I
ask that here, in your pres ence, she be con sulted. If, at the end of a year, I
do not show that I have some claim on your con sid er a tion—then—then I
will no fur ther seek to in flu ence her.”

It tore his heart to say this; but he felt it to be his duty. It would not be
right to per suade her to adopt a mode of life with which she had no sym pa- 
thy.

They felt like re fus ing this; but the sin cer ity of his tones,the ex pres sion
of his face, com pelled them to ac qui esce. Ac cord ingly Grace was called in,
and when she en tered David felt that all his res o lu tions were be ing scat tered
to the winds. She looked so young, so fair; so free from guile. What ever her
sur round ings, she was a child of Na ture; she was fol low ing the prompt ings
of her heart. Their eyes met, and in stinc tively they moved to each other, and
be fore the un cles could in ter fere, he had caught her hand and kissed it.

“Grace,” said Mr. Win field, “in con sid er a tion of what you said this
morn ing, we have asked this young man to come here. He, we think, has
taken a dis hon or able ad van tage of your youth and your fool ish ness. We find
it hard to be pa tient un der the cir cum stances—but—but we are. He has no
money, no po si tion, no home, and by his pro fessed prin ci ples he does not
be lieve in work ing to ob tain one. Yet he has dared to pro pose mar riage to
you.”

Grace looked into David’s face, and a look of trust came into her eyes.
“We have had a long con ver sa tion,” con tin ued Mr. Win field, “and he has

asked for a year.”
“For what?” asked Grace.
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“To pro vide you with a home wor thy of you,” said Mr. Win field; “if at
the end of that time he is not able to do so, he prom ises to re lin quish you.”

“Is that true, David?” asked the girl.
“In a sense he is right,” said David humbly; “but not—that is—Grace,

will you trust me?”
“Yes, David,” said the girl, with out a sec ond’s hes i ta tion.
“And if at the end of a year he can not sat isfy us—then this mad ness

must be at an end. You un der stand that, Grace?” said Mr. Muswell.
“I shall never marry Mr. Brewer,” said the girl, “nor— nor any one else,

but—but—” and then she looked to wards the young man.
“And mean while you are not to see each other. You con sent to that,

young man?”
“Yes,” said David; “I con sent. You trust me, Grace?”
Again their eyes met, and David had no fear.
“We must tell Brewer that the af fair can stand over for a year,” said

Mr. Muswell to Mr. Win field, af ter David had left the house. “I hope, be fore
that, the girl will have come to her senses.”

“Yes,” replied the other. “Muswell, if any one had told me three days ago
that I should be a party to such mad ness, I—I should have——”

“And so should I,” replied the other; “but the mat ter is set tled now. The
fel low is hon est, and he’ll come to see that he is act ing dis hon or ably, while
Grace will soon get over this non sense.”

“There’s no trust ing women, Muswell.”
“Not as a rule; but I trust Grace.”
Mean while David made his way back to the Set tle ment. He was happy,

in spite of his fears. He knew that Grace loved him. She had braved her un- 
cles’ anger, and she trusted him.

But what should he do?
That was the ques tion which haunted him. He had a year—a year. He

was young, he was strong, he had some ed u ca tion; but what could he do in
a year? Be sides, could he give up his prin ci ples? could he lose his soul by
go ing back to the world? Should he be come a part of that great com pet i tive,
for tune-hunt ing com mu nity? Should he par tic i pate in the life that meant the
warp ing of his soul? Money! Money! It lay at the root of the world’s trou- 
ble. If money stan dards did not ex ist, nat u rally Grace would marry him; and
now, if for her sake he low ered his stan dard and tried to win her a home,
should he not, even al though he gained his heart’s de sire, be tray his con- 
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science? Duty, not hap pi ness, should be first. But then did God lead him to
love Grace, only that he should give her up? For he could not—no, he could
not ask her to live with him on the Set tle ment. The life there would mad den
her. He had a per fect right to give up his po si tion in the world; but he had
no right to per suade Grace. The Set tle ment might present a great ob ject-les- 
son to the world, al though at present it had not, as far as he could see, im- 
pressed the coun try-side very fa vor ably.

Be sides, could not a man live in the world with out par tic i pat ing in its
shams? Had not Lang ford ad mit ted that very night, that to the pure all
things were pure. Thus cir cum stances and con di tions did not af fect? All de- 
pended on the char ac ter of the in di vid ual! Grace had lived in the world, and
she was un sul lied. Even that very night she had promised to trust him. And
she had sac ri ficed ev ery thing for him.

I will not try to de scribe all David’s men tal wan der ings dur ing the next
few weeks. They can be bet ter imag ined than de scribed. But each day his
out look be came Wider, and he was a con stant thorn in the side of the ad- 
vanced spir its in the Set tle ment.

Sep tem ber passed, and Oc to ber came to an end, and he still re mained on
the colony. He wanted to be up and do ing; he longed to go into the world
and try and make a for tune for Grace; but some thing for bade him. He had
heard noth ing from her since the night when he vis ited Muswell Hall; but
he had been in formed that she had left the county. Where she had gone he
knew not; but he trusted in her im plic itly.

When No vem ber came, he re ceived a let ter from Mr. Jay. It in formed
him that Emily Baker was earn ing her liv ing by play ing a pi ano at a pub lic-
house, called “The Prodi gal’s Re turn.” Mr Jay also ex pressed the fear that
the in flu ences by which she was sur rounded would ruin her. The let ter also
con tained a Bank of Eng land note. The lawyer told him that on again go ing
into his ac counts he had dis cov ered a mis take, and that the sum he had sent
was ow ing to him.

Through out the day fol low ing the re ceipt of the let ter, the young man
went around the farm like one dazed; but when night came he had ev i dently
made up his mind about some thing.

“I am go ing to Lon don to mor row morn ing,” he said to Lang ford af ter
sup per.

“For good?”
“No—at least such is not my in ten tion.”
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“Why, then?”
“There are some peo ple that I wish to see.”
“You have some thing on your mind, David.”
“I have a great deal on my mind.”
Lang ford asked him many ques tions, but David told him noth ing def i- 

nite, and when he started on the fol low ing morn ing many strong sen ti ments
were ut tered. Eva Rivers’ good bye was char ac ter is tic.

“I told you that you longed for the flesh-pots of Egypt,” she said. “Well,
go. Go into busi ness. Help in the sys tem of grind ing. Up hold the rot ten sys- 
tem of in jus tice and fraud. Go! But I don’t quite give up hope. You’ll turn to
the bet ter life when you have tasted the husks.”

By evening David reached Padding ton Sta tion. It was a No vem ber night,
cold and murky, but the life of Lon don still had its charm for him. The rush- 
ing ve hi cles, the cries of men and women, the cease less march of that great
throng ing hu man ity fas ci nated him.

For a few min utes he was dazed, then, re al iz ing why he had come to
Lon don, he went to the Un der ground book ing-of fice and took a ticket for
Whitechapel. When he got into Whitechapel Road, it seemed for a mo ment
that he had never left it. There were the same shouts of the coster-mon gers,
and butch ers, and hawk ers of all sorts; the same trams and ’buses threaded
the great thor ough fare, the same seething mass of peo ple pre sented them- 
selves to his gaze. But this was only for a minute. He re al ized that he had
been liv ing away, “far from the madding crowd,” he re mem bered that he
had been where strife and toil for riches did not ex ist. He had been liv ing
for ideals, for thoughts, and mean while the traf fic and tur moil had still con- 
tin ued.

The life in Corn wall had changed him. He knew this be cause he looked
at what he saw with dif fer ent eyes. He did not cease to pity, and it still sad- 
dened him to see so many de bauched, de based peo ple. But he saw, too, that
there were brave, pa tient men and women. There were hus bands who ac- 
com pa nied their wives on their shop ping ex pe di tions. There were youths
and maid ens who loved each other. There were many merry shouts, as well
as hoarse cries. Life was not al to gether bad.

He passed by a group of peo ple sur round ing a Sal va tion Army cap tain,
who ex horted them to re pent and turn to God. Close by was the Sal va tion
Army shel ter he had vis ited many months be fore.



232

“At any rate they are try ing to do good,” he thought, “and what have I
been do ing?”

He trudged on to wards Mile End Road. Ev ery where the same life pre- 
sented it self. Ev ery where pub lic—houses abounded—ev ery where men and
women plied their trades, and trudged the dreary high way.

He passed the Peo ple’s Palace, that fine in sti tu tion which was largely the
out come of Be sant’s great novel. It must have cost much money, and the
work it was do ing in the neigh bor hood must be ben e fi cial. Bad as
Whitechapel was, what would it be but for this and sim i lar in sti tu tions? But
what had he done, him self, for the city where his un cle had lived and had
made his money?

Presently he came to “The Prodi gal’s Re turn.” He had seen the pub lic-
house of ten in his fre quent pere gri na tions through this part of the East End,
and now he en tered. A great num ber of men and women had gath ered, and
were mak ing merry over their li ba tions. It was a ghastly sight, while the
lan guage he heard was sim ply beastly. Presently above the shouts of men
and women he heard the tin kling of a pi ano. The mu sic came from an other
room, and David made his way thither.

Yes, there was Emily Baker sit ting at the pi ano, tricked out in tawdry
fin ery, while around her stood a group of men and women, who were
singing “Sol diers of the Queen” to her ac com pa ni ment.

Af ter the song was over, rude jests were passed, lan guage un fit for re pro- 
duc tion was ut tered, and Emily Baker heard it all. David watched her face,
but she did not ap pear to blush, or be ashamed. Why should she? She heard
it ev ery night, and she had be come ac cus tomed to it.

Presently she looked up and saw David. In stantly she rose to her feet.
“My Gawd!” she cried.

The young man walked to wards her and held out his hand. “How are
you, Emily?” he said.

“Oh, so, so. I thought I should never see you again.”
The crowd around laughed as they shook hands, and passed the usual

jokes.
“’Ee’s come back to ’is lit tle donah,” cried one.
“Oh, Emily,” cried an other, “and this is wy yer woodn’t love yer own

Chawlie. A toff, too.”
A great many other re marks passed which were freely gar nished with

oaths, but David took no no tice.
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“When can I have a talk with you, Emily?” asked David.
“Oh, twelve o’clock,” said the girl; “but what’s the good of it? I’ve come

’ere—and—but I couldn’t ’elp it.”
“Of course you couldn’t.”
“No, I couldn’t,” re peated Emily de fi antly.
“Then shall I come back at twelve?”
The girl looked at him al most an grily. She seemed to be on the point of

re fus ing him; then she said:
“Oh well, I don’t mind, but I’m none of your sort.”
“Very well then. I’ll be here at twelve o’clock.”
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16. “The Touch Of Life”

AT TWELVE O’CLOCK David re turned to “The Prodi gal’s Re turn.” Out side
were num bers of men and women, many of whom were drunk. Of course
the great mass of the re spectable por tion of the com mu nity had gone to bed,
but num bers had taken ad van tage of the pub lic-house hours, and re mained
to the last.

“’Ere’s Emily’s toff,” said one, as he saw David.
“Oh, yus,” said an other. “Wot, ole pal, av yer come fer yer lit tle donah?

O, crikey, int ’e a treet!”
But David took no no tice of them. He looked to wards the door of the

bar-par lor, from whence, presently, Emily emerged. A few min utes later
they got away from the howl ing mob, and were able to speak in quiet ness.

“Why didn’t yer let me alone?” asked Emily.
“Be cause I want to help you,” replied David.
“’Ow kin yer ’elp me?” cried the girl an grily. She spoke the di alect of

the dis trict in a far more pro nounced way than when he had talked with her
be fore. “I’d bet ter never ‘ve gone ter thet there dress maker’s. I shouldn’t a
know’d no think ’bout bein’ in a nice place then.”

“Would you like to go back again?”
“I dunno. I has my lib erty now, that is, through the d’y, and there’s good

com pany at the ‘Prodi gal.’”
“Do you like it, Emily?”
“Wot did you come ’ere for?” asked the girl. “I should ev liked it orl

right but for you. It wer you who made me dis con tented.”
“I am glad I did,” said David.
“What for? W’en the money didn’t come in she just sacked me. And

then—well, I ’ad to do sut think.”
“Would you like to go back again?”
“No, I wouldn’t. She wouldn’t have me, nei ther. She knows as ‘ow I’m

at the ’Prodi gal.’”
“But if I could get you an other place—a bet ter place?”
“I’m not fit for a bet ter place.”
“But you’re a good girl still, Emily?”



235

“Yes, I am,” she said, pas sion ately, “I am. I don’t drink—nor—nor—no- 
think.”

David heaved a sigh of re lief.
“But that plice is ’ell,” she con tin ued, pas sion ately; “it’s ’ell, that’s wot it

is! I’d run away, but for mother.”
“How is your mother?”
“Oh, she’s just the same.”
A lit tle later David left Emily at the door of the house where she lived,

then he re turned to the lodg ing-house where he had ob tained a bed. He had
promised her he would see her again be fore he re turned to Corn wall, and
tell her what he hoped to be able to do for her, but his heart was sad be cause
he felt him self pow er less.

“She’s much coarser than she was,” he mused. “In a lit tle while she will
take plea sure in that kind of life, and then—God help her! And I can do
noth ing—noth ing! Af ter all, money is of use. I could do a great deal of
good with it if I had it now. Which is wrong, I won der—the in di vid ual or
the sys tem? Is it money that is wrong, or is it the men and women who con- 
trol it?”

The streets were grow ing qui eter, al though many night birds still
prowled around. Hoarse shouts and ter ri ble oaths still reached him as he
found his way to the lodg ing house. Presently all he had done came back to
him with re newed force. He com pared the life of those men and women on
the Set tle ment with those around him. What good were Lang ford and
Treloar and the rest of them do ing? Like the her mits and recluses of old
times they had come out from the world, while all the time the great surg ing
tide of hu man ity drifted—whither? The lust for wealth, the grind ing com pe- 
ti tion, the dis re gard for hu man wel fare were bad enough; but what was the
good of go ing away from it all? Was it not cow ardly? Would it not have
been a braver, a no bler thing, to have re mained in the world, to have fought
its bat tles, to have tried to make it bet ter, to have used its wealth in or der to
up lift life?

But it was too late now. He was a poor man. What should he do?
The next day, while walk ing along Fleet street, he felt a slap on his

shoul der, and heard a cheery voice say ing— “Bar ing, surely it’s you!”
“Cyril Pen rith!” cried David.
“It is. Where have you been, and what have you been do ing?”
“Oh, var i ous things.”
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“Have you—well, I sup pose you have. You rich fel lows have a good
time of it. I saw in the pa pers sev eral months ago that you had left Mal pas
Tow ers, and had gone abroad for an ex tended tour; oth er wise I should have
looked you up. I say, old man, I’ve had no in vi ta tion, you know.”

“Haven’t you?” said David, like one dazed; “no, you haven’t.” He hes i- 
tated for a sec ond, try ing to de cide whether he should speak freely, but de- 
cided to tell Cyril Pen rith noth ing, at least, for the present. “Any how, we
must have a good time now,” he went on. “It’s just lunch time, and you
must come with me.”

“Good; I shall be de lighted. Which is your club?”
The ques tion stag gered the young fel low. He had for got ten all about

such lux u ries; but he re mem bered that his sub scrip tion held good till the
end of the year.

“The County Gen tle man’s,” he said. “Come on.”
The two jumped into a cab, and a lit tle later were en sconced in a com- 

fort able cor ner in a West End club.
“And now tell me what you have been do ing?” said David.
“Oh, I’ve picked up a liv ing by jour nal ism.”
“And have you got on well?”
“Amaz ingly, I sup pose. I said I should, you know, when—in Cam bridge,

that af ter noon—you know.”
“Yes, I re mem ber.”
“It was a hard pull at first, but I did it. In a year and a half I have—” and

Cyril Pen rith proudly told of his suc cesses.
“In fact, I’ve been in luck’s way,” he added, presently, “and now—well,

it seems my ar ti cles have at tracted the no tice of the great cap i tal ist, Sir John
Mortell.”

“In deed!”
“As you know, Sir John is a great phi lan thropist, and he con tem plates

start ing a new daily pa per.”
“What, for phi lan thropy?”’
“Yes, and no. Of course, as you know, Sir John is a very re li gious man,

but he is also a keen busi ness man. He has very ex alted ideas about the use
of wealth. He says he is only a stew ard of the Almighty, and that it is his
duty to use his money in do ing good. He be lieves in mak ing money—righ- 
teously, and in us ing it righ teously. Money, he says, is given to us to make
the world bet ter. You see this is in en tire op po si tion to your So cial is tic
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ideas. By the way, what has be come of them since you be came wealthy, old
man?”

“Go on,” said David, “we’ll talk about that presently. Sir John Mortell,
you say, is—”

“Aw fully kind, aw fully con sci en tious, and yet is one of the jol liest old
gen tle men you ever saw. He’s been won der fully good to me. But that’s by
the way. He be lieves that one of the great est forces in the world is the press,
and that a daily news pa per con ducted on Chris tian lines can be made to pay,
and do un told good. Still, al though he makes no money by it, he is de ter- 
mined to run it.”

“I see, and are you to be ed i tor?”
“Not yet. That may come. I’m to be as sis tant ed i tor.”
“And Sir John, you say, is a great cap i tal ist?”
“Yes, of course you know that. He’s greatly in ter ested in the East End,

and he’s go ing to tackle that,” and then Cyril Pen rith burst forth into an en- 
thu si as tic de scrip tion of the pa per’s ideals.

“I doubt whether such a pa per can be made to pay,” said David,
presently.

“I be lieve it can, and of course Sir John be lieves it can. He holds there is
more Chris tian feel ing in the world than the pub lic gen er ally rec og nizes. He
be lieves that the best part of the com mu nity is tired of the jour nal ism which
is tied to party and fi nan cial in ter est. He says that at present our daily pa- 
pers are too of ten muz zled by sor did in ter ests, and thus the pub lic fail to un- 
der stand all the truth. His scheme is to have a daily pa per con ducted on
broad Chris tian lines, a pa per prac ti cally gov erned by the Ser mon on the
Mount. His guid ing prin ci ple is that ev ery man should ex ist for the gen eral
good; that all our money, our brains, or what ever power we pos sess, should
be used for mak ing the world brighter and bet ter. He is not an as cetic, rather
he is a man who en joys life. He pa tron izes the arts, he can dance like a boy,
he be lieves in good mu sic, good plays; he up holds all clean, hon est sport;
but in all these things he uses his in flu ence for the up lift ing of so ci ety. He
will in busi ness touch no en ter prise that is not clean and hon est; all the
same his busi ness in ter ests are very-var ied. He has made a huge for tune, but
of this he spends only a mod er ate amount on him self, the rest he de votes to
those things which he be lieves will be for the re gen er a tion of the race. He
has bought a lot of pub lic-houses and is-run ning them as tem per ance ho tels,
and he fills these ho tels with ev ery pos si ble at trac tion. Of course he does
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not al low gam bling; but bil liards, cards, bagatelle, and ev ery form of game
is in tro duced into them. Then he con stantly ar ranges for balls and par ties,
which are con ducted in a healthy way. He has es tab lished a num ber of
work men’s clubs and work women’s clubs, and they are splen didly fit ted up.
He has or ga nized win ter lec tures and en ter tain ments all over Lon don.”

“It is very fine,” said David.
“Fine? I be lieve you. At first I took but lit tle in ter est. I had lit tle sym pa- 

thy with it; but I tell you I be lieve if a hun dred men in Sir John’s po si tion
were to do like wise they would do a great deal to change the life bf Lon- 
don.”

“And re li gion—does that come in?” said David.
"It comes in ev ery where. Not os ten si bly, but very re ally. Sir John’s re li- 

gion is just this. Love to Christ is love for one’s fel low-men. If one loves his
fel low men he must try to serve them. Be cause of this, he be lieves ev ery
man is a stew ard of the Almighty. This is prac ti cal re li gion. Ev ery power is
to be used for God, and thus for the whole race. He is a great be liever in
those lines of Low ell’s:—

“‘He’s true to God who’s true to man, wher ever wrong is done
To the hum blest and the weak est, ’neath the all be hold ing sun,
That wrong is also done to us, and they are slaves most base,
Whose love of right is for them selves, and not for all the me.’”

“I see,” said David, with a far-off look in his eyes.
“He’s not a bit dreamy and un prac ti cal, al though some men say he is,”

went on Cyril. “He re gards Chris tian ity as a very pos i tive thing. He does
not fa vor the old monas tic idea of go ing away into the wilder ness to pray;
he be lieves in prayer ac com pa nied by deeds in the very cen ters of life’s
strug gles. Un like our old friend Lang ford, he looks upon money as a great
gift from the Almighty; a great bless ing to be used for the good of the com- 
mu nity.”

“I see,” said David, again, but all the time he saw noth ing. His mind was
in a state of chaos.

Presently lunch came to an end, and Cyril Pen rith looked around, like
one wait ing for some thing.

“Will you have any thing more?” asked David.
“No thanks,” said Cyril, “ex cept a cup of cof fee in the smoke-room.”
“Smoke-room! oh yes, ex cuse me, I had for got ten.”
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“For got ten your smoke?” cried Cyril.
“Yes. I haven’t smoked for sev eral months.”
“No—why?”
“Oh, I’ll tell you di rectly; but I’ll have a cigar now. This is the way to

the smoke-room.”
A waiter brought cof fee and cigars, and David lit a cigar.
“It is pleas ant to smoke af ter a nine months’ fast,” he said.
“I should think it is, but why—I say, old man, you look dif fer ent, and

you have not told me what you have been do ing this last year and a half.”
“No, but I will.”
The two young men drew their chairs closer to gether, and then David

told his story.
For some time Cyril Pen rith spoke no word; but presently when David

re lated his in ter view with Mr. Jay, in which he stated his de ter mi na tion to
give up his wealth, he gave an ex cla ma tion which was more ex pres sive than
el e gant.

David paid no heed, how ever; he went on telling his story with per fect
frank ness. He de scribed his ex pe ri ences at length, giv ing in de tail his life at
the Broth er hood Set tle ment.

“And is that all?” asked Cyril.
“No, it’s not all,” replied David. It did him good to tell his ex pe ri ences to

Cyril; it en abled him to see the value of the course he had taken from a
healthy young man’s stand point. For months he had longed for a friend to
whom he could speak freely, and now he poured out his soul to his one-time
friend.

“No, it’s not all,” he re peated, af ter hes i tat ing a sec ond, and then he told
of his love, and of the pe cu liar sit u a tion in which it had placed him.

“You think I am a blither ing id iot, Cyril?” he said, when he had fin ished.
“No,” replied the other, “I think you are one of the most con sci en tious

fel lows in the world. But that old lawyer was right; you were mad.”
“Men said that of Paul, and of one greater than Paul,” said David.
“True, true—but do you mean to say you are poor?”
“Jay sent me £20 the day be fore yes ter day.”
“And that is all you pos sess!”
“Yes, and for my self I de sire no more; and yet—” he stopped sud denly.
“But where is all your money gone?”
“I signed a pa per giv ing Jay au thor ity to give it away.”
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“To whom—to what?”
“I never stip u lated. I was too anx ious to be rid of it. The whole busi ness

mad dened me.”
A puz zled look came into Cyril Pen rith’s eyes, but he said noth ing.
“And what are you go ing to do now?”
“In a few days I am go ing back to the Set tle ment. I have de cided noth ing

yet.”
“But what about this young lady?”
“God only knows.”
Cyril Pen rith was a wise young man. He made no fur ther re marks on

David’s con duct. Per haps he di vined the thoughts which were work ing in
his mind. Be sides, his jour nal is tic in stinct man i fested it self.

“Bar ing,” he said, “Sir John’s new pa per will be out in a week or two,
and I want good copy. Will you em body what you have told me in a se ries
of ar ti cles?”

“What?”
“I will pay you, say, four guineas an ar ti cle, and I can use, say, six. You

need not spend the money on your self—use it to help that girl you told me
about—Emily Baker you called her, I think. You may be able to save her
from ruin that way. I will speak to Sir John about her too.”

“I am afraid I can write noth ing worth read ing,” said David.
“Al low me to judge,” said the other.
The two young men stayed to gether the whole af ter noon. They had

many things to speak about, and the time flew quickly. Both spoke ea gerly,
and they ap proached most sub jects from op po site stand points. The con ver- 
sa tion was a rev e la tion to both.

“I am not con vinced yet,” said David, when the clock struck five.
“No,” replied the other, “your con vic tion will come to you when you are

alone.”
“I don’t think I shall al ter,” urged David; “be sides, if I did, it would not

mat ter. I am poor, and I lack the money-mak ing in stinct.”
“If you love that girl, you’ll never rest un til you give her a home. It is

your duty, my boy. On your own con fes sion you could not ask her to be- 
come a mem ber of the colony.”

“No, I couldn’t.”
“Of course you couldn’t. You are not as mad as that. But what are you

go ing to do?”
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“It may be that I have done wrong in speak ing to Miss Grace Muswell,”
said David. “See ing that I de ter mined to give up the world’s wealth, and the
world’s lux u ries, I ought also to have given up all thoughts of love. I am
afraid I ought.”

“You could not, man. God would not let you. You are young, and you
could not help lov ing, and lov ing—well, you could not help telling her. But
you must prove wor thy of her.”

“Yes, I must try.”
“But what are you go ing to do?”
“I don’t know—yet.”
Three days later David Bar ing re turned to the Broth er hood Set tle ment.

Dur ing those three days he had made some tem po rary pro vi sion for Emily
Baker, but he did not see Mr. Jay. In deed, he went around the City like one
dazed.

“I must think it out. I must fight it out in quiet ness,” he said, as he came
to Trewin nick Gates. “I won der what God would have me do?”



242

17. The End Of The Mad ness

“HAL LOA, WARD LAW, back again!” said Treloar, as he en tered.
“Yes, back again.”
“And just in time for sup per,” said Bertha Gray. “Well, you’ve been to

Baby lon, I sup pose?”
“Yes, I’ve been to Baby lon.”
“And how does it im press you af ter nine months’ ab sence?”
“It’s just the same,” said David.
“Of course it is, and it al ways will be while the money sys tem ob tains.

You will al ways have gam bling, both in the Stock Ex change and in gam- 
bling hells—you will al ways have drunk en ness and im moral ity, sweat ing
and cru elty— un til money in ter ests are de stroyed. Mar riage will con tinue to
be a mar ket and virtue will still be bought and sold. Well, I’m glad you’ve
come back to our sim ple life.”

The girl was ev i dently ea ger for an ar gu ment, but David said noth ing.
“The longer I live, the less do I be lieve in law of any sort, ex cept the

laws which spring from our own lives,” she went on. “All law is wrong; all
force is wrong. We must be free, ab so lutely free! For my own part I shall
live my life un tram meled by the world’s con ven tions; I am de ter mined to be
nat u ral, and fol low the dic tates of my own be ing. We must each be a law to
our selves, and no sys tem or gov ern ment has the right to in ter fere.”

There was gen eral ap plause at this, es pe cially on the part of the fe male
por tion of the com mu nity, and an ea ger con ver sa tion fol lowed in which
some very strong opin ions were ex pressed.

“We must be log i cal,” said Eva Rivers, "log i cal. We must face facts, and
we must face con se quences. I have done it in the past and I am pre pared to
do it again. I laugh at the opin ion of the pa gan world. I claim the

right to live my life as I will. I look at things from the high est stand point,
and I will not be re strained."

David could not quite un der stand Why such heat should be man i fested,
but the rea son for the opin ions ut tered, opin ions which I will not write
down here, ap peared later.

Dur ing the next few weeks David worked on the farm as be fore. He was
de ter mined to act con sci en tiously, and he wanted to take no steps for which
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he would af ter wards be sorry; but in the mean while events were mak ing his
course plain.

Al though the sum mer had been fine, and the farm ers of the dis trict re- 
joiced in a good har vest, the crops at the Broth er hood Set tle ment had been
very poor. This was largely the re sult of the fact that many of the mem bers
of the colony re fused to work. Some had worked hard and will ingly; oth ers,
how ever, had idled away pre cious hours. They had come there to live a nat- 
u ral life, they urged; why, then, should they work when their de sires led
them to rest, or to read good books? As a con se quence of this there was a
good deal of fric tion, but David had pur posely avoided tak ing any part in
their dif fer ences.

Just be fore Christ mas, how ever, the con se quences of this mode of life
be came man i fest. The lo cal au thor i ties had come upon them for rates, and
when, af ter a good deal of ar gu ment, they had been obliged to sell their pro- 
duce in or der to pay the de mands, food be came very scarce. They re fused to
work for wages among the farm ers in the dis trict, and they had lit tle on the
farm on which they could raise money.

In ad di tion to this, it hap pened at this time that their num bers were aug- 
mented by con verts from Lon don, who had be come con vinced, so they de- 
clared, that the peo ple on the Set tle ment were liv ing the ideal life. But these
new com ers brought noth ing with them, and, as food was al ready scarce,
their wel come was far from warm. In deed, the Set tle ment broke up into two
par ties, one call ing it self the “prac ti cal ide al ists,” the other claim ing for it- 
self the ti tle of “ide al ists,” with out the prac ti ca bil ity be ing called into ques- 
tion.

The prac ti cal ide al ists de clared that as food was scarce new mem bers
should not be ad mit ted un less they could bring some means to keep them
alive, the oth ers main tain ing that all com ers should be re ceived, what ever
their con di tion.

“We must be true to our ideals,” these lat ter de clared. “We will all share
alike while there is any thing to eat, and when it is all gone we will trust to
Prov i dence.”

Eva Rivers be longed to the ad vanced school.
“What did the Car pen ter of Galilee say?” she cried. “Did he not say,

‘Take no thought for to mor row what ye shall eat and what ye shall drink’?
And again, ‘Is not the life more than meat, and the body than rai ment?’ No,
let us be true.”
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All the same, the po si tion led to sore dis rup tions. Many an gry words
were bandied, and cer tainly the ti tle “broth er hood” failed to de scribe their
con di tion.

Presently, how ever, a more se ri ous ques tion cropped up. Claim ing, as
they did, ab so lute free dom from na tional law, and de mand ing the right to
live ac cord ing to the call of their up lifted na tures, “free love” crept in. At
first it was only mooted, but presently the “ad vanced spir its” be came more
pro nounced. This was the sub ject which was be ing dis cussed when David
re turned from Lon don, and it re sulted in the strong opin ions at which we
hinted ear lier in this chap ter. In deed, ever since the dis cus sion on Tol stoy’s
“Kreutzer Sonata,” the feel ing on the ques tion had been grow ing stronger
and stronger, un til “con ven tional bar ri ers,” as they were termed, were ab so- 
lutely dis carded.

“This is a ter ri ble busi ness,” said Lang ford to David one evening as the
two men went for a walk to gether.

“Yes,” said David qui etly.
“The Set tle ment will be wrecked, ru ined.”
“It seems like it.”
“When we might have done so much good, too.”
“What good have we been do ing?”
“We have been an ob ject-les son to the world.”
“And all the time the world has been un con scious of our ex is tence,” said

David.
“But we have noth ing to do with that. We were leaven, my boy, leaven.”
David laughed.
“And now these evils have sprung up.”
“Lang ford, you have a sis ter. Would you let her come here?”
“NO!”
“Why?”
“Well, you see, the thing has be come a tragedy.”
“But is not ev ery thing the nat u ral out come of the prin ci ples pro fessed?

This fi nan cial con di tion was in evitable; as for the other mis er able busi ness
—well, the mo ment the laws, which are the out come of many gen er a tions
of strug gling and mis takes—were dis carded, it also be came in evitable. My
God, we are an ob ject-les son to the world!”

“But our ideals are right!”
“But the in di vid u als are at fault!”
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“Yes, that’s it.”
“Ev ery thing would be right if we had a per fect hu man na ture. But, you

see, we must take hu man na ture as we find it. Our colony con sists of choice
spir its drawn to gether by nat u ral affin ity, and see what the re sult is. But
think of what it would mean if ac cepted by a mixed hu man ity?”

“Yes, it wouldn’t do!”
“Lang ford, isn’t ev ery thing a mat ter of the in di vid ual? Isn’t it bet ter men

who make bet ter sys tems? Take money, now—wouldn’t money be a bless- 
ing if men used it right?”

“No, no, David, I see what you are driv ing at. It won’t do!”
“But you say that to the pure all things are pure.”
“Yes.”
“Then your words must ap ply to com merce, to busi ness of all sorts—

aye, to com pe ti tion.”
“David, David!”
“Oh! yes, Lang ford, I’ve been think ing a great deal. You know my his- 

tory!”
“Yes, I know.”
“Look you; sup pos ing, in stead of hav ing given up my for tune, I had de- 

ter mined to use it for the pur pose of do ing good, should I not have been a
more use ful mem ber of so ci ety than by com ing here?”

“Of course not. No good can be done in the world while money lies at
the root of our na tional life.”

“Money is not at the root of our na tional life. We have not gone deep
enough. Men are greater than money.”

“But money kills man hood.”
“Then, cir cum stances are more than char ac ter. I don’t be lieve it. Lang- 

ford, we are great fools. Chris tian ity is not a neg a tive thing, it is pos i tive; it
is not death, it is life. Ev ery thing in life is given to us—not to be re nounced,
but to be used.”

Lang ford laughed bit terly. “The old plat i tudes,” he said.
“May they not be old truths?” said David. “Why, think, as a colony we

pro fess to dis card money, to de spise it, to re gard it as the root of evil; and
yet think of the scene we have just left. An ar chy! Good heav ens, it is an ar- 
chy with a vengeance!”

“Yes; but that is be cause we are sur rounded by an evil sys tem. We can’t
break it down all at once; and as a con se quence we are obliged to com pro- 
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mise.”
“‘We fail to be log i cal,’ to quote Eva Rivers,” laughed David; “but think,

my dear fel low—roads must be kept up, chil dren must be ed u cated, and—”
“I ob ject to that,” said Lang ford; “that is, you look at the ques tion from a

wrong stand point. If each man were to do his duty, all this could be done
with out com pul sion.”

“But would each man do his duty? Sup pose the coun try made no laws,
would the chil dren be ed u cated, would the or der of the dis trict be main- 
tained! If hu man na ture were per fect, yes; but then it isn’t. Why, even on
our colony of se lect souls, men won’t do their duty. As for these ideas about
mar riage—well, while men and women are what they are, our very ideals
be come ex cuses for ev ery kind of dev ilry.”

“But think of life un der ex ist ing cir cum stances. Think of the mar riage
mar ket of the world.”

“Even that is bet ter than what we have on the colony. You know, Lang- 
ford, that even now Bil son is vow ing vengeance on Crowle with be cause the
lat ter has—— but you know. Why, the thing is hellish.”

“But Bil son’s wife does not care for him.”
“Lang ford, it won’t do. Just as there must be au thor ity in the home, so

there must be au thor ity in the State. If men and women were per fectly wise,
and per fectly vir tu ous, there would be no need of law; but they are not; they
are fool ish, and they are frail. Oh, I know! the lust of the world, the lust for
gold, po si tion, for pos ses sion, is ter ri ble! It is mad den ing, but ours is not the
right method for chang ing it all. Moral plat i tudes are right enough, but they
can only act as guides to those will ing and want ing to do right. What is
needed is that the dis po si tion of the in di vid ual shall be changed, and no sys- 
tem of ethics can do that. Emer son is as help less as a baby; so is Thoreau,
and Car pen ter, and Ruskin, and all the rest of them. We need a new life, a
Di vine life. The preach ers are right, old man, even al though they fail to live
out their teach ing. Change men’s lives, and then all the world’s gifts be- 
come con se crated to a no bler use. The sys tem of ex change, of barter, is not
wrong; it is men and women who are wrong!”

For a long time the two men talked earnestly, David pour ing forth the
doubts which had been surg ing in his mind, Lang ford com bat ing them from
the stand point of the an ar chist.

They were now in the month of Feb ru ary, and David rec ol lected that he
had been on the colony nearly a year. When he had first come, the Set tle- 
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ment was less than two years old, and al ready the mem bers were be gin ning
to reap the har vest of the seed they had been sow ing. They had sown the
seeds of an ar chy, and the har vest of an ar chy was in their midst. They were
men and women with hopes, and crav ings, and pas sions, and be cause they
were fal li ble men and women, their boasted lib erty de gen er ated into li- 
cense.

“I can’t bear it much longer,” cried the young man when he was alone;
“the truth is, in com ing away from the world’s sins, strug gles, and Wrongs,
these peo ple have not come away from them selves. While they lived in the
world there were re strain ing laws; here, great ideals are be ing de based in
the name of lib erty.”

The next day he went up to Muswell Hall, and asked to see Squire
Muswell.

The old gen tle man met him coolly.
“What can I do for you?” he asked.
“I came to ask for per mis sion to see Grace.”
“Why, have you ful filled the con di tions we agreed upon?”
“No, not yet.”
“Have you done any thing?”
“No, noth ing.”
“You are still at the Colony, I hear it”
“Yes.”
“May I ask whether you sym pa thize with their—their modes of life?”
“No,” said David, “I do not.”
“Ah, but have you done any thing—that is—”
“No, I have done noth ing yet, but I wanted, if pos si ble, to see Grace for

a few min utes. I wished to ask her—”
“No, young man, no. She is not in Corn wall, and if she were I would not

con sent for you to see her. And re mem ber, you have only six months more
to ful fill the con di tions to which I was fool ish enough to agree. I de pend on
you to be true to your prom ise to give up all thought of hen.”

“But will you give me her ad dress that I may write to her? I wish to ask
her ad vice on an im por tant mat ter.”

“No, I’ll not give you her ad dress. Look, young man, can’t you see you
are act ing an un wor thy part?”

“No,” said David, “I can not.”
“But, you—you, on your own show ing, are a pau per!”
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“No, I have never begged, and I have never re ceived char ity.”
“Any how, I will never al low my niece to be dragged down—dis graced,”

said the old man an grily.
“I will never drag her down, never dis grace her,” cried David.
“Then be a man, and give up all thoughts of tak ing ad van tage of a young

girl’s fool ish ness.”
When David left the Hall, he could not help re joic ing, even al though he

had failed to see Grace. “She loves me!” he said to him self; “loves me al- 
though I am poor —loves me for my self. I can never doubt that, never. And
she was tempted by gold, and po si tion, too. Thank God, she is above it all.”

The next morn ing he re ceived a let ter from Cyril Pen rith.
“I am afraid those later ar ti cles of yours won’t do,” the young man

wrote. "The first six, on your ex pe ri ences at the colony, were all right; but
the oth ers are what jour nal ists call ‘pif fle.’ I am afraid na ture never in- 
tended you to be a news pa per man. You might write a novel; but yours is
not the stuff for a daily pa per.

"You will be glad to hear Sir John’s ven ture is turn ing out well. It is rais- 
ing a great row, nat u rally. You see he re fuses to be nob bled by brew ers, fi- 
nanciers, party politi cians and the like, and as a con se quence they are all
down on him, but it is be ing ea gerly read by hosts of peo ple. I should not be
sur prised if it does not cre ate a new era in jour nal ism.

“When are you leav ing that Broth er hood busi ness? It is surely time you
be came sane. Very pos si bly I could help you to get some work in Lon don,
work that even your con science would not for bid you to do.”

David threw down the let ter in dis may. “But what can I do?” he cried; “I
am fit for noth ing—noth ing. These last two years have com pletely un fit ted
me for or di nary work. But I’ll stay here no longer. My eyes are opened now.
Yes, I’ll go to Lon don, and I will get on; yes, and when I do I’ll use my
money rightly. I’ll make it a bless ing to men; — what a fool I’ve been!
Mr. Jay was right. He tried to save me from mad ness, and I would not be
saved. If I had that wealth now, I could, yes, and I would do un told good
with it. But I have only three pounds in the world! Still—yes, I—”

For hours he tried to for mu late plans, and presently a look of de ter mi na- 
tion set tled on his face. When he was able to snatch a few min utes of soli- 
tude he wrote a let ter to Mr. Jay.

By re turn of post he re ceived the fol low ing re ply:—
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"DEAR MR. BAR ING,—I was very glad to get your let ter. I have been wait ing for it a long
while. Please come here im me di ately, I think I can do some thing for you. Wire time I may
ex pect you here.

“YOURS FAITH FULLY.”JOHN JAY."

This mis sive ar rived while they were sit ting at break fast, and as sev eral
oth ers had re ceived let ters that morn ing, there was a cer tain amount of
quiet ness.

“I am go ing to bid you good bye to day,” said David.
“Good bye! What do you mean? Do you mean to say you are leav ing for

good?”
“Yes,” said David.
“And you give up your lib erty, your ideals?” said Eva Rivers.
“I am leav ing the Set tle ment.”
“Why?”
“Well, our sym pa thies are not in com mon.”
“Have you re ally made up your mind, David?” said Lang ford.
“Yes. I can stay no longer!”
“But why?” said Eva Rivers. In spite of David’s re buff she still held to

her de ter mi na tion to win him for her hus band.
“Well, be cause the life here is not in ac cor dance with my ideas.”
“You mean that we have bro ken down con ven tional bar ri ers?”
“Yes, if you choose to put it that way—that and other things.”
“Then you are go ing back to the world, with its false ideals, its ma te ri al- 

ism, its sor did aims?”
“I am go ing to Lon don.”
“To make money?”
“If I can, yes.”
“And what will you do with it?”
“I shall try and do good with it if I can.”
“Bah!” said Eva Rivers, “do you know what I think you are, Ward law?

You are a traitor—a traitor to your prin ci ples and to your con science. You
are a cow ard, too. You have put your hand to the plow, and now you turn
back.”

Sev eral ap plauded this, but many re mained silent.
“No,” said David, “I hope to go for ward.”
Half an hour later he had left the Broth er hood Set tle ment for ever.
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Book Three: David Bar ing’s
San ity

1. Mr. John Jay’s Diplo macy

MR. JOHN JAY, so lic i tor, sat alone in his of fice in Chancery Lane. All his
clerks had left, for it was far past the time when the of fice was usu ally
closed. In deed, Mr. Jay was break ing a long-es tab lished rule—never to at- 
tend to busi ness af ter six o’clock in the evening. It was now nearly eight,
and still the old lawyer sat at his desk. For some time he en deav ored to at- 
tend to var i ous doc u ments that were placed be fore him, but presently he
gave up try ing.

“It’s no use,” he said to him self; “and these things can stand over.”
He looked at his watch fre quently.
“If his train is not late he should be here in a few min utes,” he said, at

length; “in fact, he ought to have been here be fore this. He was due at
Padding ton at seven, and now it only wants a few min utes to eight. Still, it’s
half an hour’s cab drive. Per haps, though, he’s too poor to take a cab!” and
the old man laughed pleas antly.

Presently he touched a bell, and a man en tered.
“You’ve made all ar range ments about din ner?” he asked.
“Yes, sir; di rectly you are ready it shall be brought into the room, sir. Ev- 

ery thing is ready there, sir.”
“Thank you; you may go.”
A cu ri ous smile rested on the lawyer’s lips, oth er wise his face wore its

usual ex pres sion. Those who knew him best, how ever, would have told you
that this smile meant some thing. Many peo ple said that Mr. John Jay’s
smile meant more than an hour’s talk of some men.

“I won der how he’ll take it?” he mused at length. “Af ter all, I might
have asked him to meet me at my house; but no, it will be bet ter here, and



251

eight o’clock is my usual din ner hour. Ah, that’s he.”
David Bar ing en tered the lawyer’s of fice with a ques tion ing look in his

eyes, but he learnt noth ing from his ea ger glance at Mr. Jay’s face. The
smile had gone.

“Ah, Mr. Bar ing,” he said qui etly, “you are rather late.”
“The train was late,” said David.
“I thought so. Where is your lug gage?”
“It is in the pas sage.”
“That’s all right. Where do, you in tend stay ing tonight?”
“I have not thought about it; in fact, I have not been able to—to— you

see, I am anx ious about my fu ture. It is just like this. Ow ing to—”
“Ex cuse me, Mr. Bar ing, eight o’clock is my din ner hour, and I never

talk busi ness dur ing that time.”
He touched the bell, and the man who had an swered his sum mons a few

min utes be fore again ap peared.
“Is din ner ready?” asked Mr. Jay.
“Yes, sir.”
“That’s right. Come this way, Mr. Bar ing,” and he led the way into an- 

other room.
“You have been here be fore, I think?” he con tin ued.
“Yes, nearly a year ago, when—when—”
“Just be fore you left for Corn wall?”
“Yes, that’s it.”
“Just so—will you take this seat? ‘For what we are about to re ceive, may

the Lord make us truly thank ful,’” and Mr. Jay sat down be fore his plate of
soup.

Dur ing din ner David made sev eral at tempts to speak of the thoughts up- 
per most in his mind, but the lawyer did not al low him. The mo ment David
in tro duced any sub ject which ap proached busi ness the lawyer had some re- 
mark to of fer.

“Ah, salmon. Yes, salmon’s a fine fish. It’s rather early in the sea son yet
—still it’s not bad.”

“It’s splen did, all the time I’ve been in Corn wall, I never tasted it; you
see we were too poor, be sides—”

“Ah, John, you are giv ing us a sen si ble din ner. French cook ery is all the
craze now, but give me the plain old Eng lish food.”
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And so on. Presently, how ever, when din ner was over, and cof fee was
placed be fore them, the old lawyer pro duced a box of cigars.

“I like things old,” he said; “these cigars are twenty years old, and I
don’t think they have lost their fla vor. There’s some sub stance in them, too.
One of these lasts me an hour. Will you take one? Ah, that’s right. Take that
arm chair, and draw it close to the fire. It’s very cold yet. Now then,
Mr. Bar ing, I shall be glad if you will give me a full ac count of what you
have been do ing.”

David needed no sec ond bid ding. He re lated his ex pe ri ences at length,
omit ting noth ing of im por tance, save the fact of his love for Grace
Muswell.

Presently David stopped, but the lawyer spoke no word.
“That’s all,” said David, at length. “I hardly know what led me to write

you, but I sup pose it must have been your past kind ness.”
“Go on,” said Mr. Jay.
“I think that is all,” said David. “I must try and get work of some sort,

and you—”
“Please fin ish your story first,” said the lawyer.
“I have fin ished it.”
“But the woman has not come in yet,” said Mr. Jay.
“Who told you there was one?”
“There al ways is.”
David looked at the old man ques tion ingly.
“When you went to Corn wall,” said Mr. Jay, “I asked a man in Fal mouth

to give me some de tails about this Set tle ment. When I re ceived his let ter I
was sure of the way in which your freak would turn out. But there must be a
woman some where.”

“But—but have you heard any thing?”
“No; I have made no in quiries since that first let ter. Only I have been

prac tic ing as a lawyer be tween forty and fifty years. At the end of fifty
years I mean to re tire. Even a lawyer learns enough in that time.”

“Yes, there—there is—that is, you are right,” said David; “but I did not
think it was nec es sary to tell you about her.”

“Just as you please, Mr. Bar ing,” said the lawyer, with a grim smile, “but
I think I shall know bet ter how to act if you tell me about her.” Per haps, al- 
though he was a bach e lor, there was a green place in the arid desert of his
heart.
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“I will tell you,” said David, and forth with he "told his story of his love.
“And the name of the fair lady?” asked the old lawyer.
“Grace Muswell.”
“Muswell!” and John Jay looked up sharply. “Any re la tion to the owner

of Muswell Hall?”
“Yes, a niece.”
“Also of John Win field, of Win field Hall, in Hert ford shire?”
“Yes.”
The lawyer looked straight into David’s face for nearly a minute. He

opened his lips as if to speak, and then lay back in his chair with closed
eyes, with out say ing a word.

“Do you know her?” asked David, but the lawyer did not an swer.
“Well,” he said, presently, “you see I was right.”
“Yes, I sup pose so. And yet I didn’t’ know what to do with my money—

then. If I had re mained a rich man I should very pos si bly have made a fool
of my self in an other way.”

“Per haps so,” said Mr. Jay slowly. Then presently, “And what have you
in your mind, Mr. Bar ing?”

“I have come to you in the hope that you might be able to ad vise me.
Years ago I hoped to be a bar ris ter, per haps even now you can help me to
some thing of that sort.”

“No,” said Mr. Jay.
David was silent.
“No,” re peated the lawyer, “you haven’t brains for the law. You were

cast in the wrong mold. Be sides, there is no need.”
“No need, what do you mean?”
“I mean this,” said Mr. Jay, ris ing to his feet, “when, nearly a year ago

you signed a pa per au tho riz ing me to dis pense your for tune to char i ties I
told you you were mad. I told you, too, that I de sired to save you from your- 
self, you, on the other hand, in sisted that you were sick of money, and
would have noth ing more to do with it. You gave me carte blanche, if you
re mem ber, to deal with ev ery thing as I thought best. No body but a mad man
would have done such a thing. But I have not been a lawyer for more than
forty years for noth ing, and I have learnt some lit tle about hu man na ture.
Well—”

“Well,” said David, “what?”
“Only that I was not mad,” and Mr. Jay laughed qui etly.
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“What did you do?” asked David.
“I did noth ing,” said the lawyer.
“Noth ing?”
“Noth ing, save that I ad min is tered your es tates as be fore. I have vis ited

Mal pas Tow ers once a week to see that all was go ing well there, and I am
afraid I have per jured my soul by set ting a ru mor afloat that you had gone
abroad in search of ad ven tures.”

“But—but—”
“Your for tune is still your own,” said Mr. Jay, slowly.
David felt his head whirl, and he thought he was go ing to faint. Presently

he re cov ered him self.
“Thank God!” he said.
“Thank me, rather,” said the lawyer, grimly.
“So that—that—”
“Here is the pa per you signed,” said Mr. Jay, grimly pass ing him a doc u- 

ment. “I haven’t had time to deal with it. If I were you I should burn it.”
David read it slowly, and then threw it on the fire. A few sec onds later it

was re duced to ashes.
“Ah.” said Mr. Jay, “you’ve come to your senses at last. Did you think,”

he went on presently, “that I had done as you asked?”
“Yes,” said David.
“And yet you thought your self fit for a lawyer. Why, if you knew any- 

thing, you would have known that had I done as you asked it would have
been the talk of the coun try. Ev ery news pa per in Eng land would have been
full of it.”

“I should not have seen it if they had,” said David. “I pur posely re- 
frained from read ing news pa pers. ’I de sired to know noth ing about it.”

“Well, you are still a rich man,” said Mr. Jay. “What will you do with all
your pos ses sions?”

“I hardly know,” said David. “I’m too be wil dered; but I’ll try and do
good with it.”

“Yes,” said the lawyer, grimly.
“At any rate, my mad ness has taught me the use of money,” said David.

“It has taught me that it should be a great power for good. It has made me
feel that I am a stew ard of the Almighty, and that I must be true to my stew- 
ard ship.”
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Not a mus cle of the old man’s face moved, but he lis tened at ten tively to
the young man’s ev ery word.

“Do you think you’ll make a fool of your self again?” he asked presently.
“I don’t know. As some re gard it, I may. I shall not keep a pack of

hounds nor pa tron ize the turf. But I think I can make men’s lives a lit tle
brighter with it.”

“We shall see,” said Mr. Jay, qui etly, “be sides—”
“Be sides what?”
“I was think ing of the woman.”
“Ah!” said David. "Yes, but that will be all right.
“Will it?” said the lawyer, “well, we shall see.”
“Yes,” said David, "she has cho sen me be liev ing that I was pen ni less,

be liev ing, too, that it was against my prin ci ples to make money. She trusted
me en tirely, That very fact has con vinced me that even the mar riage mar ket
of the world need not de stroy life al to gether. It made me re al ize that I was
wrong when I be lieved that the spirit of the world could sub due pu rity and
good ness.

That other woman—well, let her be, but I can never doubt Grace."
“Do you know who she is?”
“I think so.”
“You know to whom Mal pas Tow ers be longed?”
“Yes, it was Grace’s old home.”
“As ro man tic as one of Du mas’ nov els, isn’t it?”
David was silent.
“The girl is at Win field Hall just now.”
“Are you sure?”
“Per fectly.”
They sat for a long time, talk ing. David ex cited, be wil dered, yet happy

be yond mea sure. The lawyer grim, of ten caus tic, yet ev i dently re gard ing his
young client with real af fec tion.

Presently David rose as if to go. “I shall have to ask you to lend me a
twenty-pound note,” he said with a laugh, “the banks are closed.”

The lawyer smiled as he handed him the money.
“Money is a very nec es sary thing af ter all,” he said.
“I will try and make it use ful.”
“That’s right,” said the lawyer; “and now, Mr. Bar ing, for give an old

lawyer for preach ing a short ser mon. Ser mo niz ing is not in my line, but I’ll
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try and make it to the point. You seem to be cast in a re li gious mold, and I
re spect you as one who wishes to do right. But in fu ture, in stead of read ing
the works of these fan tas tic philoso phers, just read the say ings of the
Founder of our re li gion. He didn’t talk about get ting away from the world,
but about bring ing the King dom of Heaven into the world. He did not re- 
gard wealth as an evil, but He con demned the love of it. He looked upon ev- 
ery man as a stew ard of God. He lived in the world, ate and drank, and
joined in the world’s plea sures, and He pu ri fied ev ery thing. Wealth is a
great re spon si bil ity, Mr. Bar ing if it be comes mas ter of us, it is the devil,
but it can be made a won der fully good ser vant. Read His para ble of the tal- 
ents in stead of so much other stuff; aye, and re mem ber that He came not to
take away life, but to give it, not to stul tify life, but to in spire it. The man
who uses money for him self only, is a thief, and loses his soul; the man who
runs away from it is a cow ard, the true man is he who uses it in the spirit of
the Per fect Man. But there—”

The lawyer be came his grim, sat ur nine self again.
“I must be get ting old,” he said, “I am talk ing plat i tudes.”
The next morn ing David started for Mal pas Tow ers. It was a year since

he had left it, and he never ex pected to see it again. All life seemed new to
him as the train swept through Streatham Com mon and Thorn ton Heath. A
white fog rested upon Lon don, but once out side the city the blue sky ap- 
peared. The air was sharp and ex hil a rat ing, and al though the trees were bare
he felt that the win ter was nearly over.

“What will Grace say?” he thought; “oh, what good we can do! Ev ery
cot tager’s life on the es tate shall be made bright. Ev ery house shall be made
com fort able. Healthy amuse ments shall be given to them sum mer and win- 
ter. The grounds shall be thrown open for all sorts of fes tiv i ties. As for
Whitechapel, yes, half my in come shall be spent in mak ing it bet ter. I’ll go
down there again, but I shall go with new eyes. It shall be my pur pose, not
so much to think of the evils, as to de vise means for their re moval. They
said at the Broth er hood Set tle ment that they were an ob ject-les son to the
world, be cause they showed how men could live with out money; I’ll try and
show what can be done with money. I’ll en cour age ev ery thing that’s
healthy; I’ll try to—” and then be fore the young man’s en thu si as tic men tal
gaze there ap peared a pic ture of what he hoped to ac com plish.

No one knew of his com ing at Mal pas Tow ers, so he had to walk from
the sta tion to the house. For this he Was glad. It was joy to him to note the
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cot tages that he would pull down and re place by bet ter, and an in fi nite plea- 
sure to walk be neath the broad av enue of trees to wards the house. Presently
he reached an em i nence from which he could see the square tow ers, the
broad ex panse of park, the great trees, and the fine, un du lat ing coun try. “It’s
all mine,” he cried, “mine and Grace’s to do good with.”

When he came to the door of the house all was silent; he saw that ev ery- 
thing had been well cared for dur ing his ab sence. Mr. Jay had been a faith- 
ful stew ard. He stood on the doorstep and looked around him, and tears
came into his eyes—tears of joy and grat i tude.

When the ser vant opened the door and saw who it was, he started back
like a man fright ened.

“Well, Bas sett, I’m back again,” said David.
“Good lor’, sir!”
“You are sur prised to see me, eh?”
“I dunno, sir. Mr. Jay said you might be back any day or you might not

re turn for years. Ex cuse me, sir, I’m ’artily glad to see you, sir.”
“Thank you,” said David.
“Ex cuse me, sir, but are you re turned for good?”
“Yes, for good, Bas sett.”
“Thank God, sir;”and John Bas sett started for the kitchen.
David did not know what to do; for the mo ment he felt he was an in- 

truder in the house, but only for a mo ment. He took off his over coat and
hung it up, for John Bas sett had been too ex cited to at tend to his du ties. He
had hardly done, this, how ever, when he heard the sound of foot steps and of
ex cited voices. A minute later a troop of ser vants ap peared be fore him.

“We couldn’t ’elp it, sir,” said Mrs. Job son, the cook; “no sooner ’ad
Bas sett told us you had come back, than I just felt I must come and tell you
how glad I am.”

“And I too, and I too,” said the oth ers.
David shook hands with them all round, and his eyes were filled with

tears.
“Thank you; it is very good of you,” he said, when he was able to con- 

trol his voice; “I am glad to see you all again.”
“Thank you, sir; and you’ll please ex cuse us, sir, we couldn’t help it. The

house has been very lonely since you’ve been gone, sir; and we are glad
you’ve come back.”
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“Of course I’ll ex cuse you, Mrs. Job son; and I’m very glad to see you
all.”

“And you are ’ome for good, sir?”
“Yes, for good; I shall only go away for a day or two oc ca sion ally.”
“Thank God, sir;”and Mrs. Job son wiped her eyes vig or ously.
“And you’ll want some lunch, sir, won’t you, sir?” said Mrs. Job son,

true to her call ing.
“I’m as hun gry as a hunter, Mrs. Job son; and is there a fire in the li- 

brary?”
“I ex pect so, sir! Mr. Jay told Mrs. Hayes to be sure and have ev ery thing

in readi ness. But we’d al most given up hope.”
“I thank you,” said David; “and will you tell Mrs. Hayes that I shall be

glad to see her?”
“Yes, sir, thank you, sir; God bless you, sir.”
“It seems they did care some thing for me af ter all,” he said to him self, as

with a fast-beat ing heart, he found his way into the li brary.
“Oh, it’s beau ti ful, beau ti ful,” he con tin ued, as he sat in a great arm chair,

and put his feet on the fender. “Ah—here is Mrs. Hayes.”
The woman had ev i dently aged greatly since he saw her last, but she was

still hale and hearty.
“I was afraid I should not live to see you again,” she said with a sob.
“Oh, but you’ll live many years yet,” said David; “sum mer will soon be

here, and you’ll have to dance with me at my wed ding.”
“Are you go ing to be mar ried, sir?”
“I hope so, Mrs. Hayes; but, never fear, you shall be house keeper here as

long as you live!”
That was one of the hap pi est days of David’s life. Af ter do ing am ple jus- 

tice to the lunch which Mrs. Job son had pro vided, he wan dered around the
park, and lis tened while the birds chirped, and watched the young lambs
sport in the sun shine.

“Ah, yes,” he cried, “it will be the first of March to mor row, and the days
are grow ing longer, and the sky is bright, and—and— Thank God! Thank
God!”

And he went back to the house again, and wan dered among the old
rooms, and thought of what Grace would say when she saw them, and pic- 
tured the joy that would be hers when he should tell her that it should be her
home.
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Oh, the joy of it all, the great, glad, surg ing joy! Oh, yes, he would sur- 
prise her. He would sur prise Mr. Win field, and Mr. Muswell, and George.
Then af ter that, with Grace by his side, he would use his great wealth to
make life sweeter, truer, purer.

The next morn ing he started for Win field Hall.
“Will you be away long, sir?” asked Mrs. Hayes.
“No, I may be back tonight—in any case, to mor row.”
“Thank you, sir.”
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2. David Bar ing’s Plan

ON THE FOL LOW ING MORN ING David Bar ing found his way to Win field Hall.
He had no def i nite idea of what he would do, but he could not help vis it ing
Mr. John Win field. Be sides, he longed to see Grace. It was now six months
since he had ei ther seen or heard from her, and he wanted to feast his eyes
on her face. Some times he felt as though it could not be true that she cared
for him. How could she? They had only met a few times, and he was sure
that she must re gard him as a fa natic and a mad man. He felt so ut terly un- 
wor thy of her too, that he feared for the fu ture. Still, he called to mind the
time when, for his sake, she braved her un cles’ anger, and re joiced at the
thought that she had promised to trust him, when to do so seemed the height
of folly.

As he walked from the sta tion he stopped at the place Where he had first
seen her, and re called the mem ory of the time when, on that bright June
morn ing, he had sat on the bank and watched her as she drove up by her un- 
cle’s side. It seemed many years ago, al though scarcely two years had
elapsed. He had had strange ex pe ri ences since then, and, some how, life was
dif fer ent. In some re spects it was poorer, more sor did and base, but in oth- 
ers it was sweeter, purer. Grace had, for him, made the world holier, her
love had made him re al ize that many of his fan cies and fears were ground- 
less. She had shown him that wom an hood was greater than cir cum stances,
and that all life’s gifts could be sanc ti fied. Through Nora Brent wood he had
seen that a poor, sor did love was a mar ketable ar ti cle, and that a soul less
woman could be bought and sold; but through Grace he had re al ized that a
pure love ex isted in scorn of cir cum stance, and for ever re mained the great- 
est gift of God.

He longed to see her that morn ing, al though he feared that he would be
un able to do so.

When he ar rived at Win field Hall, he was im me di ately shown into the
room where Mr. John Win field sat.

“What can I do for you?” said that gen tle man, coldly.
“I came to speak to you on an im por tant mat ter,” replied David. “I de- 

sired also to see Grace.”
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“I will hear what you have to say, Mr. Ward law,” said the Squire; “but I
ut terly for bid you to see my niece that is, un til you can sat isfy me that you
have ful filled the con di tions. And that, I take it, is im pos si ble,” he added,
af ter hes i tat ing a sec ond.

David did not speak, and Mr. Win field was not slow in in ter pret ing his
si lence.

“On the whole I am glad to see you,” he went on, “for I would like to ap- 
peal to your bet ter na ture. You pro fess to love Grace and yet you would
drag her away from a good home; you would de stroy her chance of fu ture
hap pi ness.”

“You have noth ing against me, per son ally?”
“There is ev ery thing against you,” said Mr. Win field. “I do not know

who you are, I know nei ther your fa ther nor mother. You ad mit that by con- 
vic tion you are a fad dist and a fa natic. You have, in an un wor thy way, won
my niece’s af fec tion. Had I not loved her so, I should have been tempted to
have—have—well, let her suf fer for her un du ti ful ness and mad ness.”

“Then you do not be lieve in love?”
“Love!” cried Mr. Win field scorn fully. “Yes, I be lieve in it; but such as

you have no right to speak of it. If you truly loved Grace you would never
dream of ru in ing her life.”

“But I would not ruin it. I will spend my life in mak ing her happy.”
“Pshaw!” said Mr. Win field scorn fully. “Ex cuse me, Mr. Ward law,” con- 

tin ued the Squire, presently, “but I find it hard to be civil. How can you call
such a feel ing as yours love, when—but think. You can see, you can un der- 
stand how Grace has been reared, and yet you would drag her into poverty.”

“Ex cuse me,” said David, “but you have given me no op por tu nity of
show ing you that I will not drag her into poverty. Our ar range ment was that
I should have a year, and that if it that time I could not give her a home, I
would re lin quish all claim on her. Well, only six months have passed, and I
am come to say that I am in a po si tion to of fer her a home.”

“Yes, but what kind of a home, and how have you come by it? A few
months ago you pro fessed not to be lieve in per sonal prop erty, and you
spoke to my niece un der—but we will not speak of that again. How, then,
can you give her a home now? You do not seem to re al ize, young man, who
my niece is, or what our ex pec ta tions for her are.”

“Yes, I think I can,” said David qui etly.
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Mr. Win field looked at the young man steadily. He could not un der stand
him. He had sought to dis miss him with out giv ing him an in ter view, and af- 
ter wards had tried to treat him as one with whom he could not ar gue, and
yet he had given him the in ter view, and, against his will, had talked with
him.

“Well, let us come to some def i nite set tle ment then,” said Mr. Win field.
“You say you can of fer my niece a home. But have you con sid ered that it
must be a home be fit ting her sta tion? I will not have her an out cast. Can
you give her a po si tion in so ci ety equal to that which she oc cu pies at
present?”

David was silent.
“Noth ing less than this will sat isfy me, young man, and on no other con- 

di tion will I give my con sent.”
“And you would blight her life if I can not do this?”
Mr. Win field laughed some what bit terly. “I am not a be liever in your no- 

tions, Mr. Ward law,” he said. “Love is all very well, but—but there, it’s no
use talk ing. You un der stand my terms, and they are those of Mr. Muswell as
well.”

He seemed to think the mat ter was set tled when he said this, and rose as
if to in di cate that the in ter view was at an end.

“Then you do not re gard an in come of four hun dred pounds a year suf fi- 
cient?” said David.

“Do you pos sess that?” asked Mr. Win field.
“Yes, I pos sess that.”
“What proof have I of that?”
“I can re fer you to my so lic i tor.”
“And what po si tion could my niece oc cupy with four hun dred pounds a

year?” said Mr. Win field, presently. “No, no, it will not do.” But he spoke
more kindly.

“At any rate, I think I have ful filled the con di tion,” said David qui etly.
“But that does not sat isfy me,” said Mr. Win field, “nei ther will it sat isfy

Mr. Muswell.”
“Then I must re gard this as a re fusal?”
“Cer tainly, and if within the year you have noth ing bet ter to of fer—well,

I must trust to your honor to—to re lin quish your claim on my niece.”
In spite of his glad ness of heart, David could not help a feel ing of anger.
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“There is no won der men are bit ter,” he thought. “Mar riage is a mar ket
where the high est bid der has the best chance of ob tain ing the thing he
wants. Still, I know Grace loves me, thank God for that.”

“Per haps I ought to say that I have a house in ad di tion to four hun dred a
year,” said David, “a house and a few acres of ground.”

“A farm, I sup pose,” said Mr. Win field, “a mere farm. That would do,
Mr. Ward law, if my niece were the daugh ter of a trades man, strug gling
lawyer, or an ob scure cler gy man, but she has had an of fer from one who—”

“Is a man she could never love,” re joined David.
“He is a gen tle man,” said Mr. Win field, “he is a mem ber of a county

fam ily,” and he looked as if no more need be said.
“Then I sup pose I must go,” said David. “I sup pose I must re gard this as

an ut ter re fusal of my of fer?”
Mr. Win field was silent.
“I can at least see Grace be fore I go,” he con tin ued.
“No, Mr. Ward law, not with my con sent; be sides, you promised in Corn- 

wall not to seek her again un til you could of fer her a home wor thy her sta- 
tion.”

David found it hard to keep from telling the whole truth, for he longed to
see Grace again. But he re frained, for at that mo ment a plan was born in his
mind.

“You shall hear from me again be fore the year is out,” he said as he pre- 
pared to leave.

Mr. Win field did not speak, but when David had left the thought over
what had been said with great dis sat is fac tion.

“I sup pose this is all ow ing to mod ern topsy-turvy ideas,” he said, at
length. “Fancy the pre sump tion of the fel low. Upon my word, I am afraid
for the fu ture— I am in deed. Where shall we get if such things are al- 
lowed?”

A few days later both Mr. Win field and Mr. Muswell re ceived a let ter
which set them won der ing greatly. It pur ported to come from Mr. John Jay,
so lic i tor, ask ing them to meet Mr. D. W. Bar ing, the owner of Mal pas Tow- 
ers, as that gen tle man had an in ter est ing com mu ni ca tion to make on the
sub ject of the prop erty. As the mat ter was of con sid er able im por tance to
Miss Grace Muswell, the only sur viv ing child of the late owner of Mal pas
Tow ers, the let ter urged the ne ces sity of her ac com pa ny ing Mr. Win field. A
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date was men tioned which would be con ve nient to Mr. Bar ing, and the fa- 
vor of a re ply was re quested.

Shortly af ter the re ceipt of the let ter Mr. Muswell was on his way to
Win field Hall. He had not been so ex cited for a long time, and a thou sand
wild fan cies flashed through his brain.

“I don’t like see ing this fel low,”«he thought, “he’s the nephew of old
Bar ton, the fel low who got poor Roger in his clutches; but he owns the
place, and this let ter must mean some thing.”

He found Mr. Win field as ex cited as him self.
“We must go, of course,” said that gen tle man. “I have never met this

Bar ing. Have you?”
“No; I heard that he was seen a good deal dur ing the first few months af- 

ter he came into his prop erty, but about a year ago I saw that he had gone
abroad for an ex tended visit. I sup pose he has lately come back.”

“Yes, doubt less that’s it; but for the life of me I can’t think what it
means. The prop erty is gone right enough; why, as you know, when Roger
died and ev ery thing was sold, there was not enough to——”

“Yes, I know; still, the let ter must mean some thing. You know, too, that
Grace is par tic u larly men tioned. I won der if, by any chance, young Bar ing
can have seen Grace and fallen in love with her.”

“I don’t think that’s pos si ble, Muswell; be sides, if he had, he would not
have taken such steps as these to try and see her. Still—well, let’s hope for
the best. I told you about Ward law, didn’t I?”

“Yes; I think you acted wisely. Oh, I hope we shall be rid of him all
right.”

“I hope so. Of course, we must stamp that non sense out of Grace’s head.
For the life of me I can not un der stand why we con ceded so much. The
whole af fair is so ab surd.”

“Yes; I can not un der stand it my self. Still, the fel low had the ap pear ance
of an hon est man, and un der some cir cum stances a few hun dreds a year
must not be tri fled with.”

“Do you know, I’ve of ten wished I had in quired more fully into the mat- 
ter. He of fered to re fer me to his so lic i tor, but I was so ut terly op posed to
him that I re fused to take any no tice of what he said.”

“That’s a pity; still, I am afraid we shall hear from him again. He’s not
the sort of fel low who gives up eas ily.”

“No. Do you know, Muswell, I can’t help lik ing him.”
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“Nor I; but then, as a hus band for Grace, he is, of course, im pos si ble.”
“Of course, quite. Well, we had bet ter ac cept Mr. Jay’s in vi ta tion for

March 28th. I am quite cu ri ous to know how things will turn out.” On the
28th of March David Bar ing rose early. Never, in the whole of his life, had
he been so ex cited; never had he felt so happy.

“Thank God, it’s a bright morn ing,” he said, as he looked from his bed- 
room win dow. He looked at his watch; it was only six o’clock. “Six hours,”
he cried, “in six hours Grace will be here.” Never did the hours drag as
heav ily as they dragged that day. The young man wan dered around the
house and around the grounds like one de mented. He asked Mrs. Hayes
hosts of ques tions, and gave John Bas sett im pos si ble or ders. He tried to
read, he played at bil liards, he got a pack of cards and tried to play a game
of Pa tience, all to kill time, yet it seemed as if the clock would not go
round. “Ah, but she is com ing, com ing to day!” he would cry joy ously. “Just
an hour or two more, and she will be here! I won der what she will say, I
won der how those old fel lows will take it! Oh, but we shall be happy, we
shall be happy.” At eleven o’clock Mr. Jay came, grim and tac i turn as ever.
“If I were a doc tor I should give you a seda tive, and send you to bed,” he
said sourly. “All the seda tives in the world would not keep me quiet,” said
David.

“No, I sup pose young men will be mad.”
“Oh, I am sane enough now.”
“Are you? Well, there is some lit tle busi ness I wish to dis cuss with you.”
“Oh, hang busi ness.”
“By all means, but it’ll have res ur rec tion. It’s about that girl Emily

Baker.”
“Oh, yes, what of her?”
“Well, for one thing her mother is dead—that is the woman she has

called mother.”
“Dead, eh! Well, it is a good thing for the poor girl.”
“The other is that there is some truth in what that man Crowle told you.

Her par ents were re spectable peo ple.”
“I am very glad.”
“I have had a talk with her my self. I re ally be lieve you saved her from

ruin: but she’s a good girl.”
“I’m sure she is.”
“What are you go ing to do for her?”
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“I’m in doubt. What would you sug gest?”
“This. I would send her to school; that is, if you are de ter mined to con- 

tinue to play the Good Samar i tan. I would also tell her about her parent age.
The fact would act as an in cen tive in her case. By this means you could
help her to be come a teacher, or some thing of that sort.”

“Yes, yes, by all means! By Jove, there’s an other car riage com ing, and
it’s only just half-past eleven. It must be they.”

“No,” said the lawyer, “it can’t be they, for there’s no train; and it’s not a
car riage at all, but a dog-cart.”

“Oh, it’s the doc tor’s dog-cart,” said David, with a woe be gone face;
“one of the ser vants is poorly. Oh, but the time does drag slowly.”

“At my age it goes too fast,” said the lawyer.
A lit tle later, how ever, David was not mis taken; the con veyance he had

sent to the sta tion was re turn ing, and he felt that Grace was near.
His heart beat fast as he saw her alight from the car riage, and he had dif- 

fi culty in re strain ing him self from rush ing to wards her. Per haps if he had
known the thoughts in Grace’s mind he would have found it still harder.
For, as may be imag ined, this visit to Mal pas Tow ers was to her a sore or- 
deal. When she had left it, years be fore, she was lit tle more than a child, but
she loved her old home be yond words. She knew ev ery tree in the Park, she
had tra versed ev ery path way through the woods, she loved ev ery room in
the old house. Her mother had died there, died of a bro ken heart; her only
brother had been her com pan ion there, and al though she was not proud of
him, she had sin cerely mourned his death a few months be fore. Her fa ther,
too, had been her com pan ion there; and al though peo ple had said he had led
a dis rep utable life, he was al ways kind to her, and she loved him dearly And
now she was all alone, and de pen dent on her un cle’s char ity. She was a
proud girl, and the fact was bit ter ness to her. Many times she had de ter- 
mined to go into the world to earn her own liv ing; but she had been kept
from do ing so by the com mands of those whom she was bound to re spect,
and who de clared that a Muswell should never re ceive a hireling’s wages.

When Mr. Win field had com mu ni cated the con tents of Mr. Jay’s let ter to
her, she had begged to be spared the pain of see ing the home that was no
longer hers, but her un cles had per suaded her. Now as she once again stood
in the room that she knew so well, it seemed as though her heart was torn in
twain. For she re mem bered ev ery thing—the pic tures, the or na ments, the
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chairs, all were just as she knew them years be fore, and tears came rush ing
into her eyes as she called to mind the in ci dents of her child hood.

“Try and get your busi ness, what ever it is, done quickly,” she said. “I
can not bear to stay here.”

“Non sense, Grace,” said Mr. Win field, “it may be that this busi ness will
be for—that is, I’ve heard young Bar ing is a fine fel low.”

“I hate him,” cried the girl, “I hate him!”
“Hate him! You said you had never seen him.”
“No, but I hate him for all that. What does he care; what can he care for

our old home? Oh, it’s hor ri ble!”
Mr. Muswell and Mr. Win field, on the other hand, were very com pla- 

cent, yet very ex pec tant. They sur mised that their visit must have a very se- 
ri ous im port, oth er wise Mr. Jay would not have writ ten them. They noted
with plea sure that ev ery thing was well cared for, and ex pressed great sat is- 
fac tion that none of the tim ber had been cut down.

“I can not un der stand it at all,” said Mr. Muswell again and again, “the
Muswells have no claim on the place. I was in the busi ness, and I know that
old Bar ton bought ev ery thing, and that ev ery thing when sold did not meet
Roger’s li a bil i ties by a—”

“Yes, yes,” said Mr. Win field, “but there may have been some clause in
the old ras cal’s will, or some other rea son which has led young Bar ing to
deal hon or ably with Grace. Ah! here is some one com ing!”

Mr. Jay en tered the room, and spoke in his grim, tac i turn way, but they
could gather noth ing tom the old lawyer’s face. It was as un read able as that
of the Sphinx.

“You see we have obeyed your sum mons,” said Mr. Win field. “Of course
we have nat u rally been ex er cised as to the mean ing of it all. What is it, eh?”

“When Mr. Bar ing comes it will all be made plain,” said the lawyer.
“When he comes! Is he not in the house?”
“Oh, yes; that is, I be lieve so.”
A minute passed in ab so lute si lence. The lawyer was ev i dently se ri ously

con sid er ing some doc u ments be had brought with him, while Mr. Win field
and Mr. Muswell looked un easily around the room. Grace stood at one of
the win dows over look ing the park, and was re call ing mem o ries of the time
when she had played among the trees and skated over the frozen lake. It
was home to her, she re flected, and no other place in the world could be like
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it. Why was it that it had been taken away from her? Ah, if she only pos- 
sessed it still and could give it to David!

Presently the door opened, and the men looked to wards it, but Grace
steadily gazed out of the win dow.

“Mr. Ward law!”
Mr. Muswell and Mr. Win field ut tered the name si mul ta ne ously as the

young man en tered and looked awk wardly around him.
“What is the mean ing of this?” asked Mr. Win field, al most an grily.

“What does this fel low mean by be ing here?”
But Mr. Jay did not an swer a word; rather, he watched Grace start to- 

wards them, and then stop sud denly like one afraid. No sooner did David
see her than the plans which Mr. Jay had made for this meet ing were all for- 
got ten. “He rushed to wards her and seized her hands.”Grace!" he cried.

“Is—is this a fool’s trick?” said Mr. Muswell al most be side him self.
“Who are you, young man?”

“I am David Bar ing.”
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3. Back To The Old Home

“DAVID BAR ING!”
“Yes, that is my name.”
“But, but—is this true?” and the two men turned to Mr. Jay.
“Per son ally, I have not the slight est doubt about it,” said the lawyer qui- 

etly; “be sides, he is of age, and ought to know his own name.”
They stood aghast, these two. They were an gry be cause they had been

de ceived, but nei ther of them was slow to know what it all meant.
“Will—will you ex plain your self?” said Mr. Muswell presently, turn ing

to David.
“Yes,” said David. “A few months ago I had the honor of ask ing for the

hand of Grace,” and he looked at the young girl, whose eyes were filled
with great won der; “at that time I was not in a po si tion to sat isfy you as to
my—well, call it suit abil ity. I am afraid I am a poor busi ness man, so may I
sug gest that I leave you with Mr. Jay to prove to you that—well, your scru- 
ples may be over come. Mean while, may I ask your per mis sion to take
Grace into the li brary—there is some thing I would like to—”

“But, but, are you—that is, are you old—that is, Mr. Bar ton’s heir?”
“Yes, I am David Bar ton’s heir!” and then David led Grace out of the

room, while the two men looked at him in ut ter as ton ish ment.
“David,” cried the girl, when they were alone, “what does it mean? You

told me you were David Ward law; what does it mean?”
“It means that I love you more than ever,” cried David, “it means—but

Grace, are you sorry, are you —that is, have you ceased to care for me?”
“Ceased to care? Why, why, David?”
They were in the li brary to gether, the room which David loved the most.

The girl looked around and saw many of the things which she re mem bered
as a child. Ev ery thing was strange, and yet all seemed fa mil iar.

“I didn’t tell you my name in full down in Corn wall, be cause—be cause
—but I can tell you all about that by and by. But you are cry ing, Grace! are
you an gry with me? Don’t you love me any longer?”

She looked up into his face with tear-dimmed eyes, but she did not
speak.
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“Are you an gry, Grace? Have you changed to wards me? Oh, don’t say
that. Ev ery thing will be worth less if you are changed. Name, home, ev ery- 
thing will be noth ing if—if— Oh, Grace, won’t you speak? Won’t you
come to me?”

As she dashed away her tears, she saw the look of ten der yearn ing in his
eyes, and her heart seemed to be too big for her bo som.

He held out his arms. “Won’t you come to me, Grace?” he cried again,
and still she stood im mov able; she seemed pow er less to ut ter a word.

“Have you changed to wards me?” he said again. “Do you wish me to go
away?”

“Go away, no!” She came to him, and to the young man all life was
changed. So great is the power of a woman’s love.

“Let me tell you all about it,” said the young man presently, “let me—-”
“No, no, David, not yet. I—I don’t think I could un der stand; I am too

happy.”
I can not de scribe the scene fur ther, I would not if I could. It would need,

and it will ever need, the pen of a ma gi cian to tell of the in fi nite bliss of
lovers, and even he would find lan guage too poor. For love is the great mys- 
tery of God.

David Bar ing had dreamed many dreams dur ing the last few days. He
had seen squalor swept away, poverty ame lio rated, lives bright ened. He had
seen him self right ing wrongs, fight ing against in jus tice; his heart had
thrilled at the thought of de vot ing all his pow ers, all his pos ses sion to mak- 
ing life sweeter and purer, but all this even seemed as noth ing com pared
with the great joy he felt, as Grace sobbed out her love for him. She had
cho sen him as one home less and pen ni less; for him she had borne many bit- 
ter words, and had braved an gry threats, and now, as her head lay pil lowed
on his breast, and as he heard her telling him that which was sweeter than
all else on earth, the re al ity of in fi nite love pos sessed him.

“May God make me wor thy!” he said.
“You have ev ery thing, and I have noth ing,” she said; “I am home less, I

am—”
“You are ev ery thing to me, my queen,” he cried.
The min utes sped swiftly by, but they heeded not time; in the room near

by, the men of the world spoke of set tle ments, and lands, but these things
were noth ing to them. What can these things be to the youth and the maid
who taste the joys of Par adise?
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Why will those of sor did mind de grade God’s great est gift? Why will
those who are evil sell it for lust, for pos ses sion? It is God’s great means for
en nobling life, for keep ing the world ever young and green and ten der. It is
the breath of life which comes from the fields of Eden, and none but those
who keep their hearts pure can ever re al ize its in fi nite bliss.

David was able to make all his ex pla na tions presently. He told his story
amidst many in ter rup tions. This was nat u ral; and I need not ex plain why.
Those who know what it is to be young, and I write for no oth ers, will un- 
der stand the stam mer ing ques tions, and the an swers they re quired.

It is good to be young, for youth is life’s heaven. Happy are they who for
ever re tain it.

And still the men of busi ness dis turbed them not; thus it was that the
lovers had time to wan der around the old house, and Grace was able to visit
again the rooms she knew and loved years be fore.

“David,” said Grace, “I could be happy with you any where; you know I
could, but nowhere so happy as here.”

Then the young man told of his plans for the fu ture, of the good he
meant to do with his riches; and the maid lis tened with glad ears and a fast-
beat ing heart.

I shall not at tempt to re peat the con ver sa tion which took place dur ing
lunch, sim ply be cause the mere words would not con vey any thing like an
ad e quate idea of the truth. Ac cord ing to re port, Mr. Fox once said that “no
man was ever as wise as Lord Thur low looked;”and it was the looks of
Grace’s two guardians which made com mon place words im por tant. It was
by looks they tried to make David feel that he was the man they had cho sen
for their niece, even when ap pear ances were against him; it was by their
looks that they tried to make him un der stand their ap proval of his freak of
leav ing Mal pas Tow ers and go ing to the Broth er hood Set tle ment. It was
sur pris ing with what ease they for got their for mer state ments, and man i- 
fested broad-minded tol er a tion for his con tempt for the money stan dards of
the world. Their opin ions, too, in re la tion to Mr. Brewer as a suit able hus- 
band for Grace were full of sound wis dom. He had never been the man they
would have cho sen for her, and they bot-h held strongly to the opin ion that
true mar riages were made in heaven. There should never be, so they said, a
mar riage which was not the re sult of love, and Prov i dence was all-wise in
bring ing lovers to gether.
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Of course, not a word was said about set tle ments; these had been left to
Mr. Joy, and ar ranged ac cord ing to their sat is fac tion. In deed, so much were
they pleased— that these two gen tle men came very near to a friendly quar- 
rel as to the house from which Grace should be mar ried, and as to who
should have the honor of giv ing her away. And when at length Grace gave
her vote in fa vor of Muswell Hall for the wed ding, and said she would like
Mr. Win field to give her away, both these gen tle men were much af fected at
her thought ful ness. It was a di vi sion of honor, they de clared, and was just as
they would have liked it.

Of course, David was not blind to the mean ing of all this; but he was too
supremely happy to care much. He knew that Grace was not im bued with
their ideas, and so could af ford to laugh at their wise say ings, and for get
what had been said long months be fore.

The wed ding was ar ranged to take place on the first of June, and so
David had only two months to wait. It seemed an in ter minable time, but he
had much to do, and many plans to make. Be sides, as Mr. Muswell de- 
clared, the mat ter could not be ar ranged in less time.

But they were de lighted, these two guardians, as to the way mat ters had
turned out.

“A real love af fair,” said Muswell to Mr. Brewer, a few days later, “and
as a con se quence, it has my en tire ap proval. Yes, Bar ing is an ec cen tric fel- 
low, and has all sorts of queer no tions about the right use of wealth; but it is
all right, my dear Brewer. And re ally, the young fel low has the log i cal end
of the stick. We Eng lish peo ple do not re al ize our re spon si bil ity as we
ought, and money is too of ten re garded as the test of men’s worth. And this
ought not to be. Of course, he car ries the thing too far. He takes the re li- 
gious at ti tude, and ar gues that we are only the stew ards of God, and there- 
fore should use our wealth for the good of oth ers; but he’ll get over that.
He’s a thor ough gen tle man, and they’ll be as happy as two tur tle doves. I
am not the man who cares too much about money stan dards, as you know;
but for all that—well, the fel low is sim ply a mil lion aire. I shouldn’t be sur- 
prised if he ends by hav ing a seat in the House of Lords. Any how, with his
—his in flu ence there’ll be at least a baronetcy. ’ Sir David Bar ing ’—it will
sound well, won’t it?”

And to Mr. Muswell’s credit, it must be ad mit ted that he sought to make
the wed ding one of the grand est the county had ever known.
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“They de serve it, you know,” he would say; “she is a good girl, and as
for him, why, he is restor ing the es tates to the Muswell fam ily. Too much of
a Lord Shaftes bury in his ideas, per haps, but a thor ough gen tle man. As for
his freak in liv ing on the Broth er hood Set tle ment— well, I like a fel low to
have in de pen dent ideas, and to have enough pluck to test them.”

Not many days af ter Grace’s guardians’ scru ples were re moved, as
David was sit ting alone, he was told that a young woman wished to see
him, and on her be ing ad mit ted, he saw that it was Emily Baker.

David held out his hand to her, and spoke kindly.
“Please for give me for com ing,” said the girl, hur riedly, “but I couldn’t

’elp it, I couldn’t re ally. I’m afraid as ’ow I was rude to you, but I didn’t
know what a swell you re ally was.”

“Oh, that’s all right,” said David kindly, “and I hope you like the
prospect of go ing to school?”

“No, sir, I don’t, and that’s straight. Not as I don’t want to learn, but I
feel as ’ow I can’t be a lady now, no mat ter how I try.”

“Oh, yes you can; be sides, I wish it.”
“Do you re ally, sir?”
“Of course I do.”
“But if I go to school, sir, will you let me come back and be a ser vant

here, sir? That’s what I should like best in the world. I don’t want to be a
gov erness nor no think of that sort, for though Mr. Jay says that she as I
thought was my mother wasn’t my mother at all, I don’t want to be no think
bet ter than your ser vant. It was you as kep’ me from goin’ wrong, sir, and I
should like to serve you, sir, and the beau ti ful lady you are go ing to marry.”

At this the girl sobbed out right, but re cov er ing her self presently, she
went on, “Oh, I’ll learn, sir. I’ll learn, and I’ll serve you till I die, if you’ll
let me.”

It was in vain that David ar gued with her, in vain he told her that she was
clever enough to pre pare her self for a far bet ter po si tion, and she only con- 
sented to go to school on con di tion that when she had stayed there two
years, she should come to Mal pas Tow ers and be his ser vant.

“She will have dif fer ent ideas af ter two years at a good school,” thought
the young man as she walked away; but Emily thought dif fer ently.

“He don’t know how I love him,” sobbed the girl, as she found her way
to the sta tion. “He don’t know as ‘ow I would die for him, and that but for
my love for ’im I couldn’t ’ave kep’ straight. It’ll be aw ful ’ard for me to
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see him mar ried to that beau ti ful lady; but it don’t mat ter, I shall be near
him, and I’ll serve him till I die.”

Whether Emily will be true to her re solve, I do not know, for she is still
at school, and is one of the most stylish girls in a fash ion able acad emy; but
the stately lady who pre sides over it, speaks of her as one of the most in tel- 
li gent, and at the same time, one of the most lov able girls it has been her
for tune to have un der her roof.

Of course David’s re turn to Mal pas Tow ers was a sub ject for great com- 
ment in the dis trict. Colonel Storm paid him a visit, and told him that the
whole neigh bor hood had felt his loss while he had been away, with many
other com pli men tary speeches. Nora Brent wood, when meet ing him one
day, en tirely by ac ci dent, of course, was all smiles and blushes. But David
had learnt his les son, and knew the value of their words. Be sides, his heart
was hun ger ing all the while for the one who was the only woman in the
world to him, and who had given him her heart while she be lieved him pen- 
ni less and home less.

At length the last day of May came, and David found his way to Corn- 
wall. The vicar of the parish had in vited him to spend the night at the
Vicarage, but David had de cided to go to a ho tel in Fal mouth. This he did,
be cause he had ar ranged to meet Lang ford there, and wanted to have a long
talk with him.

Lang ford was still the same un worldly fel low; and al though he had at- 
tired him self with some re spect for so ci ety con ven tions, the waiter could
not help star ing as he showed the young gi ant into David’s room. One thing,
how ever, David could not help notic ing. Lang ford seemed much sub dued
and very thought ful. More over, he did not seem so cer tain of him self and of
his opin ions as in other days.

“I had an idea you would never hold out, Bar ing,” he said, as they sat by
the win dow in the ho tel, fac ing the mouth of the river.

“No,” said David, “why?”
“Oh, I—I well, could not feel that—that the opin ions of the colony had

ever re ally gripped you.”
“No,” said David, and then both were silent for a few min utes, as they

watched a boat race, and be came deeply in ter ested in the sturdy Cor nish
boat men who strug gled for vic tory.

“Com pe ti tion,” re marked David presently, look ing to wards the row ers.
“Com pe ti tion? Yes; it seems in grained in our very life.”
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“True. It is hu man na ture which de mands com pe ti tion, and, rightly un- 
der stood, it was one of the great aids to progress. The thing is not wrong, it
is only its abuse.”

Lang ford was silent, but he un der stood what David meant.
“You are what the world calls a rich man,” he said at length.
“I sup pose so.”
“And are mar ry ing a woman of the world?”
“I am mar ry ing to mor row, yes, thank God; but to a woman of the world,

no, not as you un der stand it.”
“And are you set tling down as a coun try gen tle man?”
“I sup pose so, yes.”
“And you will do the cor rect thing, I sup pose? I take it that you will have

hunters, a pack of hounds, and all the rest of it? You will pa tron ize the turf,
run a the ater, give balls, and spend hun dreds a year on ex pen sive wines,
eh?”

“No, old man, no. What ever else the Set tle ment has done for me it has
taught me the use of money. It has taught me that it may he, should be, one
of God’s great est gifts.”

“Whew?”
“No, Lang ford, I have learnt that money is not mine. If I re garded it as

mine it would be a curse to me, and to all with whom I came into con tact.
Money is not evil, old man, that’s where you Set tle ment peo ple are mis- 
taken, it’s self ish ness that is wrong. You were for ever and ever cry ing out
against the evil sys tems of the world, it isn’t the sys tems that are wrong, it’s
base life which per verts sys tems. It’s char ac ter, not cir cum stances, that
needs al ter ing, pri mar ily. I tell you, you look at mat ters wrongly. You seek
to deal with the cir cum fer ence of things, whereas it is the cen ter that needs
al ter ing. Money has been made a curse be cause men are evil, whereas if
men were good it is one of God’s great gifts.”

“And what are you go ing to do with your money?”
David told him, told him of the schemes which had been born in his

mind; of the club which he was or ga niz ing for his parish, of the amuse- 
ments, the schools, and other in sti tu tions which were to be at the dis posal of
the peo ple. He re lated, too, the plans he had made for help ing the dwellers
in the East End, where his money had been made.

“My un cle made most of his for tune in Whitechapel,” said the young
man, “and most of it shall be used there;”and he broke forth into an en thu si- 
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as tic de scrip tion of what he hoped to do.
“Stick ing plas ters?” said Lang ford.
“Even stick ing plas ters may be good,” replied David, “but I be lieve my

work will mean more than that. My money shall be spent in try ing to teach
men how to live, and also in mak ing it pos si ble for them to live clean and
de cent lives. If I had ten times my in come, I would do ten times more good.
Money is given to me to help oth ers, and that is what I am go ing to do. I be- 
lieve that healthy meet ing-houses, healthy amuse ments of all sorts, com fort- 
able houses, and an en deavor to cre ate a healthy at mos phere, will do more
for the ben e fit of men and women than all the So cial ist ha rangues con cern- 
ing the evil of cap i tal ists.”

“Yes, and all you will do will be but a drop in the bucket.”
“But it will be a drop, and if ev ery man who could would con trib ute his

drop, then there would be enough for all.”
Lang ford was silent.
“You see.” went on David, “you at the Set tle ment said you were an ob- 

ject-les son to the world; you main tained that you showed how men can live
with out those things which the world longs for. Then you came away from
those scenes where the mil lions strug gle, and set tled down in a place where
you could hear noth ing of what men were do ing and think ing. You said you
would live the ideal life by leav ing the world. That was the foun da tion of
the old monas tic idea, and the monas tic idea is a fail ure. I wish rather to try
and show how the best life can be lived in the very cen ter of the world’s
strug gles. Your idea seems to me to be neg a tive, but mine is pos i tive. And
Chris tian ity is pos i tive, not neg a tive. Je sus Christ lived in the world, and
showed how ev ery force of life could be sanc ti fied. And what are you do ing
at the Set tle ment?” asked David presently.

“There is no Set tle ment.”
“No Set tle ment!”
"No, it is smashed to pieces. The be gin ning of the end had taken place

when you left us. Lib erty had be come li cense, and the crav ing to carry ev- 
ery thing to its log i cal is sue ended—well, ended in free love, quar rel ing, ha- 
tred—and—and Heaven knows what be sides. Some would not work, and
lived upon those who would; this led to—well, you can guess. There was
re crim i na tion, threats, and—in fact, there was the old Harry to pay. Then
the glo ri fied no tion about true mar riage, and the sin of liv ing with the man
you had mar ried af ter you had ceased to love him—and—well, you can
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guess. Treloar got tired of it all, and kicked them out. He has de ter mined to
work his farm on or di nary lines.

“And Bertha Gray, and Eva Rivers, and the rest of them, what have they
done? Where are they now?”

“Oh! they are gone to a new colony, where the ideas are more ad vanced!
Many of the oth ers are gone back to the world.”

“More ad vanced! Good Heav ens! And you, Lang ford, what are you go- 
ing to do?”

“Oh! I—well, I hold to the same opin ions as be fore— only—well, I am
afraid the rank and file of hu man ity can’t live up to them. I’m tak ing a prac- 
tice in a coun try town. It seems that the ef forts of the best of us were only a
bub ble on life’s wave, and we shall be laughed at as an other set of mis taken
fools; still, we may grow wiser by mis takes. We were un wor thy our ideals,
but I am glad we had them. In spite of all, Bar ing, we did you good, we led
you to—to get the right thing.”

David thought of what had been said, long af ter Lang ford had left him,
but presently he for got these things, be cause of the great joy that filled his
heart.

The next morn ing broke bright and beau ti ful, and David was early at the
old parish church. The vil lagers said. that such a wed ding had never been
seen in the dis trict, be fore. All the coun try side had con gre gated to gether,
and hill and dale were echo ing with the clang ing of the church bells. When
David saw Grace en ter, lean ing on the arm of Mr. Win field, it seemed as
though he was in dream land, but all be came real presently, when he walked
out of the old ed i fice to the strain of the wed ding march, with Grace’s hand
on his arm.

The wed ding took place early in the morn ing be cause Grace de sired that
the hon ey moon should be spent in her own home at Mal pas Tow ers. No
other place was so dear to her, she said; and nowhere else could she be so
happy. So it came about that at eleven o’clock in the morn ing they drove
away from Muswell Hall in or der to catch the mid day ex press to Lon don.

“I never dreamed that it was pos si ble to be so happy,” said David, as the
train swept on through one of the most beau ti ful coun ties in Eng land.

“Nor I,” said the blush ing girl.
It was late that night when they ar rived at Mal pas Tow ers, but it was al- 

most as light as day. The moon sailed in a cloud less sky, and the fra grance
of flow ers was ev ery where. Within the house ev ery thing had been done to
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give them a glad wel come, and ser vants vied with each other in ren der ing
them ser vice.

Presently David went out alone on the smooth-shaved lawn. He felt that
he must be alone to re joice in his. great hap pi ness; he wanted to thank God
for all His mer cies.

In the light of the clear June night he saw the shin ing river and the sheen
of the lake; away in the dis tance he could see the un du lat ing coun try, which
rose and fell like a great sea. “And it’s all ours,”’he cried, “it is all for Grace
and me to use for oth ers, to make life bet ter and holier.”

He thought of his first visit here, re mem bered how, two years be fore, he
had come out to this very place and he saw ev ery thing as he saw it then.
And yet all was dif fer ent. He re called the first few months of his stay there,
he re mem bered his visit to the East End, and thought of his res o lu tion to
give up all and go down to the Cor nish Set tle ment.

“Yes, I was mad,” he said, as he re called his ex pe ri ences among the peo- 
ple who called them selves Chris tian An ar chists, “there can be no doubt
about it; I should never have taken such a. step if I had not been; but—but I
thank God that I was mad.”

“David!”
“Yes, Grace.”
She came up and put her hand on his arm.
“It is beau ti ful to be at home again,” she whis pered.
He bent his head to wards her, and they kissed each other.
“Yes, thank God, I was mad,” he re peated, as they went to wards the

open door of their home.

The End
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