




Victoria University of Wellington Library




A Strange Friendship: A Story of New Zealand


The NZETC epub Edition
This is an epub version of 
     
A Strange Friendship: A Story of New Zealand
    by
     Author: 
    from the NZETC, licenced under the
     
Creative Commons Attribution-Share Alike 3.0 New Zealand Licence 
     (http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/3.0/nz/).
This license allows anyone to re-use material in this work under the following conditions:
	 attribution of the source of this digital text is provided. Please include our name (New Zealand Electronic Text Collection, Victoria University of Wellington Library) and a link to our website (http://nzetc.victoria.ac.nz/). Where practical, please link directly to the specific work appearing on our website (http://nzetc.victoria.ac.nz/tm/scholarly/tei-EvaAStra.html);
	 the re-use of the material is licensed under the same license, allowing others to further re-use the material. This means that the re-use of the material must be marked with the same Creative Commons license, which can be accomplished by using the link to the license (http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/3.0/nz/).

In order to meet the above criteria, you can simply include the text appearing here with any re-use that you make of this work.
Use of the Creative Commons Attribution-Share Alike license allows us to make material freely available to the community for re-use, and also ensures that:
	 any errors in the material can be traced back to the New Zealand Electronic Text Collection as the originator of the digital reproduction;
	 such material continues to be freely available to the community after subsequent re-use.

The NZETC is a digital library based at Victoria University of Wellington, New Zealand. We publish texts of interest to a New Zealand and Pacific audience, and current strengths include historical New Zealand and Pacific Islands texts, texts in Maori and New Zealand literature. A full list of texts is available on our website (http://nzetc.victoria.ac.nz/).
Please report errors, including where you obtained this file, how you tried to access the file and details of the error. Errors, feedback and comments can be sent to Library-TechnologyServices@vuw.ac.nz.
About the electronic version



A Strange Friendship: A Story of New Zealand

Author: 
C. Evans

Creation of machine-readable version: 
TechBooks, Inc.

Creation of digital images: 
TechBooks, Inc.

Creation of digital images: 
Edmund King

Conversion to TEI.2-conformant markup: 
TechBooks, Inc.

TEI header, editing, and production: 
Edmund King

New Zealand Electronic Text Collection, 2007

Wellington, New Zealand

          
Publicly accessible

          
URL: http://nzetc.victoria.ac.nz/collections.html

          
copyright 2007, by 
Victoria University of Wellington

        
Extent: ca. 388 kilobytes

        
      

About the print version

          


A Strange Friendship: A Story of New Zealand

Author: 
C. Evans

          
Sampson Low, Marston, Low, & Searle, 1874

London

Source copy consulted: Alexander Turnbull Library, New Zealand and Pacific Collection, P 823NZ EVA 1874

        


Encoding

        
Prepared for the New Zealand Electronic Text Collection

      
        
All unambiguous end-of-line hyphens have been removed, and
          the trailing part of a word has been joined to the preceding
          line. Every effort has been made to preserve the Māori macron
          using unicode.

        
Some keywords in the header are a local Electronic
          Text Collection scheme to aid in establishing analytical
          groupings.

      







Victoria University of Wellington Library




A Strange Friendship: A Story of New Zealand

Contents


	

	
A Strange Friendship: A Story of New Zealand

	
[covers]

	
[title page]

	
[dedication]

	
Contents



	A Strange Friendship. A Story of New Zealand

	
Chapter I. Dolly's Story

	
Chapter II. Dolly's Story 

p. 20

	
Chapter III. Dolly's Story 

p. 33

	
Chapter IV. Alan's Story 

p. 43

	
Chapter V. Alan's Story 

p. 51

	
Chapter VI. Dolly's Story 

p. 65

	
Chapter VII. Dolly's Story 

p. 77

	
Chapter VIII. Dolly's Story 

p. 87

	
Chapter IX. Alan's Story 

p. 95

	
Chapter X. Dolly's Story 

p. 99

	
Chapter XI. Dolly's Story 

p. 110

	
Chapter XII. Dolly's Story 

p. 119

	
Chapter XIII. Dolly's Story 

p. 125

	
Chapter XIV. Dolly's Story 

p. 134

	
Chapter XV. Dolly's Story 

p. 142

	
Chapter XVI. Dolly's Story 

p. 156

	
Chapter XVII. Dolly's Story 

p. 165

	
Chapter XVIII. Alan's Story 

p. 171

	
Chapter XIX. Dolly's Story 

p. 183

	
Chapter XX 

p. 199

	
Chapter XXI. Dolly's Story 

p. 205

	
Chapter XXII. Dolly's Story 

p. 214

	
Chapter XXIII. Dolly's Story 

p. 223

	
Chapter XXIV. Dolly's Story 

p. 231

	
Chapter XXV. Dolly's Story 

p. 241

	
Chapter XXVI. Alan's Story 

p. 243



	

	
Sampson Low, Marston & Co,'s Announcements for the Coming Season

	
New Novels 

p. 8

	
A List of Books Publishing By Sampson Low, Marston, Low, & Searle 

p. 9










Victoria University of Wellington Library




A Strange Friendship: A Story of New Zealand



Contents


	
A Strange Friendship: A Story of New Zealand

	
[covers]

	
[title page]

	
[dedication]

	
Contents








Victoria University of Wellington Library




A Strange Friendship: A Story of New Zealand

A Strange Friendship: A Story of New Zealand











        

A Strange Friendship: 
A Story of New Zealand

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




A Strange Friendship: A Story of New Zealand

[covers]



        

          

[image: Front Cover]
        

        

          

[image: Back Cover]
        

        

          

[image: Title Page]
        

      










Victoria University of Wellington Library




A Strange Friendship: A Story of New Zealand

[title page]





        
          

A Strange Friendship:


A Story of New Zealand.

        
        

By 
C. Evans.

        


        

London
Sampson Low, Marston, Low, & Searle,

1874


Crown Buildings, 188, Fleet Street.


Dunedin: Reith & Wilkie.


          [
All rights reserved.]

      










Victoria University of Wellington Library




A Strange Friendship: A Story of New Zealand

[dedication]





        
In memoriam

        

Alice,

        
“Not lost, but gone before.”

      










Victoria University of Wellington Library




A Strange Friendship: A Story of New Zealand

Contents





        

Contents.

        

            

              
	
Chapters I.—III.
              
	
            

            

              
	Dolly's Story
              
	
1–
42
            

            

              
	
Chapters IV., V.
              
	
            

            

              
	Alan's Story
              
	
43–
64
            

            

              
	
Chapters VI.—VIII.
              
	
            

            

              
	Dolly's Story
              
	
65–
94
            

            

              
	
Chapter IX.
              
	
            

            

              
	Alan's Story
              
	
95–
98
            

            

              
	
Chapters X.—XVII.
              
	
            

            

              
	Dolly's Story
              
	
99–
170
            

            

              
	
Chapter XVIII.
              
	
            

            

              
	Alan's Story
              
	
171–
182
            

            

              
	
Chapter XIX.
              
	
            

            

              
	Dolly's Story
              
	
183–
198


            

            
            

              
	
Chapter XX.
              
	
            

            

              
	Alan's Story
              
	
199–
204
            

            

              
	
Chapters XXI.–XXV.
              
	
            

            

              
	Dolly's Story
              
	
205–
242
            

            

              
	
Chapter XXVI.
              
	
            

            

              
	Alan's Story
              
	
243–
247
            

          

      








Victoria University of Wellington Library




A Strange Friendship: A Story of New Zealand

A Strange Friendship. A Story of New Zealand

Contents


	
Chapter I. Dolly's Story

	
Chapter II. Dolly's Story 

p. 20

	
Chapter III. Dolly's Story 

p. 33

	
Chapter IV. Alan's Story 

p. 43

	
Chapter V. Alan's Story 

p. 51

	
Chapter VI. Dolly's Story 

p. 65

	
Chapter VII. Dolly's Story 

p. 77

	
Chapter VIII. Dolly's Story 

p. 87

	
Chapter IX. Alan's Story 

p. 95

	
Chapter X. Dolly's Story 

p. 99

	
Chapter XI. Dolly's Story 

p. 110

	
Chapter XII. Dolly's Story 

p. 119

	
Chapter XIII. Dolly's Story 

p. 125

	
Chapter XIV. Dolly's Story 

p. 134

	
Chapter XV. Dolly's Story 

p. 142

	
Chapter XVI. Dolly's Story 

p. 156

	
Chapter XVII. Dolly's Story 

p. 165

	
Chapter XVIII. Alan's Story 

p. 171

	
Chapter XIX. Dolly's Story 

p. 183

	
Chapter XX 

p. 199

	
Chapter XXI. Dolly's Story 

p. 205

	
Chapter XXII. Dolly's Story 

p. 214

	
Chapter XXIII. Dolly's Story 

p. 223

	
Chapter XXIV. Dolly's Story 

p. 231

	
Chapter XXV. Dolly's Story 

p. 241

	
Chapter XXVI. Alan's Story 

p. 243








Victoria University of Wellington Library




A Strange Friendship: A Story of New Zealand

Chapter I. Dolly's Story





        

Chapter I. 
Dolly's Story.

        

Was it in May or was it in June, I wonder, that we left England? June I think it must have been, because I know I was twenty that year on the twenty-eighth of April; and my birthday, I believe, was more than a month before we sailed.

        
Harry would laugh at me, indeed, if he knew that Dolly's memory, which every one appears to
            


            consider such a good one, had broken down so completely at an important date like this; but very much happened before we had been long out here, and I seemed to grow so many years older in a few months that all the life on the other side of the sea has faded away in a shadowy mist.

        
Did I ever really, I wonder, lie awake in a large old-fashioned room in a Sussex grange, and hear the rooks calling to each other in the gray old trees outside? The very paper on the walls—large groups of pansies on a pale buff ground—rises before me as I write; and, looking across the room, I can see Violet, as she used to lie in her little white bed opposite to me, with her mass of rich hair struggling out of the white net she tucked it away in at night, and her blue eyes only half open as, between sleeping and waking, she calls for “Dolly.”

        


        
My mother had been dead so long then we could only recall her as a fair memory of our childhood, and my father died, I believe, when I was quite a baby. We had only each other and Harry, and we lived there with him until Harry married, and then we had Kate to care for too.

        
Dream-like as it all is now, I can remember very distinctly the day we were bridesmaids for the first time—when Violet appeared such a bewildering vision of beauty, with forget-me-nots in her hair the colour of her eyes, that the young curate who assisted at the ceremony proposed to her the week after, and required talking to for nearly two hours before he could be persuaded to accept “no” as an answer.

        
“I shall marry a rich man some time or other,” Violet used to say in those days, bridling her pretty white neck as she spoke; “and Dolly shall
            


            always live with me and dress my hair. I shall give you all my tunics and polonaises, Dolly, as soon as I'm tired of them; and you shall have some books, and a horse to ride at the times I don't want you, and then I'm sure you will be quite happy.”

        
Ah, well, it all seems a long age ago now; and not the real ocean only, but another sea of tears and pain and passion lies now between that time and this. Violet is—where is she? And Dolly is dreaming in the firelight, with her face wet with tears.

        
Kate called us both her children when she married, being, like Harry, a good deal our senior. It was no false pretence of affection, for she has always been like a mother to us both. And when the subject of emigration was first broached among us, we both vowed that wherever Kate went we
            


            would go, and would do what In us lay to make her life easier for her in a new country.

        
Harry was one of those men—are there not a large class of them at home?—bred up to no particular profession, and finding when he married that his means were not sufficient, nor ever likely to be, to enable him to live as comfortably as he desired. Letters from a friend in New Zealand had suggested to him emigration as a remedy; and, to pass quickly over those details which are not necessary to my story, it was at last settled that we should sail for one of the New Zealand colonies in the spring of the following year.

        
The voyage was a truly pleasant time to Violet and me. We had nothing to do except amuse ourselves, and every one was very good-tempered with us, however they might quarrel in other
            


            quarters. It has all faded from my recollection into a sunny haze of light, hot weather and clear frosty days; no storms and no anxieties from beginning to end.

        
The only real event of the voyage was that Violet engaged herself to a young fellow-passenger, dying, poor fellow, of consumption. It cost Kate some tears, and Violet was indignant.

        
“Why should not I marry him?” she asked. “I should always he very kind to him, and of course if he were my husband Dolly would nurse him and look after him. Kate, you are very interfering!”

        
However, I am glad to say that the engagement was broken off by mutual consent of the parties concerned upon their landing.

        
Settling into the new home was hard work at
            


            first; there was so much to be done, and we knew so little how to do it. But all the neighbours—the nearest was a mile off, and we were nine miles from a town—were very kind and obliging; the bachelors, who then comprised three-fourths of the population round us, were more than kind, in fact quite pressing in their civilities.

        
Harry groaned, and said, “One unfortunate man in charge of three good-looking women! A nice life I shall have of it!”

        
However, Violet, a little sobered by her late romance and its rather abrupt ending, was at first unusually discreet; and Dolly, as Kate observed, was always sober enough to answer to her name. I was called “Dorothea,” after a Quaker sister of my mother's, whom, so all my relations declared, I also resembled in placidity of disposition. Perhaps it was quite as well, because Kate had a temper
            


            when she chose to show it; and Violet and she occasionally needed some soft, imperturbable substance like myself to interpose between them when the atmosphere was stormy.

        
I was in the kitchen one evening about a month after we had entered our new abode, helping Lizzie, our inexperienced Scotch maid-servant, to prepare the tea. Kate was not well, and was lying down, and Violet was shut up in her own room. Presently I heard Harry's voice, speaking to a stranger on the verandah.

        
At the same moment Kate called to me to bring her some tea, and fetch Harry in.

        
Now I, naturally shy, had not yet entirely recovered from my alarm at the incessant succession of strange masculine faces, therefore I hastened to summon Violet to my assistance.

        
She was sitting before her looking-glass,
            


            studying her pretty face in the glass, as I entered the room. She had on a dress of soft mauve stuff, which seemed to set off the lovely pink and white of her complexion and the shining gold of her hair unusually well. Round her white neck she was clasping a little coral chain and a locket, presented to her, I believe, by some long-forgotten admirer.

        
“Go and call Harry to tea, did you say, Dolly?” she replied to my request. “Nonsense, you do it instead! Oh, is there a strange gentleman with him? How they do persecute us, don't they? Well, I'll go then, entirely to spare your shyness, Dolly.”

        
When I entered the dining-room at last, she was talking to Mr. Ainsleigh as if she had known him all her life. He was a man of the medium height, rather dark and brown, and broad-shouldered, with close-cropped hair, and with the
            


            air of a person much more used to society than any one whose acquaintance we had yet made.

        
One slight peculiarity about him interested me a little on that first interview—it was the sad expression of his dark grey eyes; they were pathetic eyes, I thought, excepting when their owner smiled, which was not very often.

        
On the whole, Mr. Ainsleigh struck me as a quiet reserved man, anything but disposed to “persecute” us, as Violet had professed to believe.

        
“We thought you never intended to make our acquaintance at all, Ainsleigh,” said Harry, in his hearty, good-tempered way, which is so much appreciated out here. “We have been in this house more than a month, and the whole district called upon us long ago, except
            


            yourself, and you are almost our nearest neighbour.”

        
“And your sister, Mr. Ainsleigh,” Violet struck in; “won't she condescend to come and see us at all?”

        
Did I notice it at the time, or only fancy that I noticed it, in the light of after events? He seemed to wince, like a man startled at this question, as though not expecting it, and perplexed what to answer. His embarrassment would certainly not have been noticeable at all, had not his ordinary manner been so perfectly self-possessed, and free from nervousness.

        
As it was, he nearly dropped the cup of tea which I was just handing to him; and apologized to me for awkwardness, before making any reply to Violet's question. Then he said,—

        
“My sister will be very happy to make your
            


            acquaintance before long, I am sure. Are you fond of riding, Miss Dolly?”

        
He smiled when he asked me this question. He had a pleasant smile—sweet and bright.

        
I told him that the thought of the horses I was to ride had been the great inducement which had tempted me to the colonies.

        
And this changed the course of the conversation, so that the subject of Mr. Ainsleigh's sister, whom we had heard spoken of casually among the gentlemen of our acquaintance as a good-looking girl and a very bold rider, did not come to the surface again that evening.

        
But two days after she came to call upon us herself, and the impression she left upon my mind after that first introduction was somehow a disagreeable one.

        
Violet and I had felt a strong curiosity to see
            


            Miss Ainsleigh—the only other girl in our own rank of life within a circuit of seven or eight miles. We had pieced together all the little fragments of information about her which we could succeed in gathering, and were somewhat divided in our opinions as to whether we should take a fancy to her or not. Therefore, when Violet dashed suddenly into the room where I was quietly reading, with the exclamation, “Mr. Ainsleigh and his sister, Dolly!” I dropped my book on the floor, and felt my heart give a bound.

        
The next moment Mr. Ainsleigh was picking up my book, and his sister shaking hands with me; and she crushed up all my fingers with her violent squeeze.

        
She was not a pretty girl exactly, yet not bad looking; with thick curly dark hair arranged into
            


            a large chignon with a plait which I am certain did not grow upon her head, and tied with a blue ribbon; her eyes were bright, and she had beautiful teeth, and a pretty, small mouth.

        
But there was something about her which repelled me from the first, and I never got over the feeling. She talked so much, and once or twice I thought so strangely; asked us to call her “Madelaine” before she had been in the room with us for five minutes, and told us not to let Kate keep us boxed up, but to be sure and ride about and have as many larks as we liked.

        
Her brother never spoke to her, or took the slightest notice of anything that she said. Once or twice I thought he seemed to repress a slight shudder at some more than usually outrageous specimen of fastness on her part; but if he was annoyed he did not show it in any other way.

        


        
He had drawn a chair near to mine on first entering the room; and I found that the entertaining of him devolved upon me. Violet and Miss Ainsleigh were seated side by side upon the sofa opposite, and soon quite absorbed in their own, conversation.

        
We commenced, 
à propos of the book which Mr. Ainsleigh had picked up for me. It happened to be “Idylls of the King.” “Had I read the ‘Holy Grail’”? he asked me, and after we had discussed that, “What did I think of the first volume of ‘Middlemarch’”?

        
I had not seen it, I told him.

        
“Not seen it? Then he would send it over for me the next day.”

        
I was always passionately fond of reading, so I accepted the offer with gratitude.

        
After this there was a slight pause; we found
            


            ourselves listening to the talk that was going on opposite.

        
“What a very pretty dress you have on,” said Madelaine Ainsleigh. “The colour is ‘Eau de Nil,’ is it not? Is it pique?”

        
“Muslin,” returned Violet, rather shocked at this specimen of feminine ignorance.

        
“Muslin, of course,” said Miss Ainsleigh, evidently ashamed of her mistake. “I am so stupid; I always forget. I get all my things from Paris, and my 
modiste sends me what she pleases. I never know the names of half the materials; but in the colonies you soon fall behind the fashions.”

        
The Parisian dressmaker sounded imposing. Violet glanced at Madelaine's deep gray riding-habit, which was certainly of a first-rate cut, with great respect.

        


        
Mr. Ainsleigh turned to me with an inquiry, how I had enjoyed my voyage.

        
This opened up a fresh field of conversation, and we chatted away very pleasantly until, in another slight pause, it became evident that Madelaine was talking also about her voyage out, and telling Violet some rather wild stories of life on board ship.

        
Mr. Ainsleigh rose, saying coldly,—

        
“Miss Somerset can scarcely be much interested in all your past experiences, Madelaine; and it is high time we set off on our way home.”

        
His sister coloured a little, and a shade of confusion passed over her manner for the first time. It might have been with annoyance at the cold decision of his words, which amounted to a command rather than a suggestion; however, she also rose, wished us all “good-bye” with far greater
            


            warmth of manner than her brother had evinced, and followed him out.

        
But when they had ridden off on their homeward way I was astonished to find that Violet's impressions of our new acquaintance were exactly the reverse of my own.

        
“Such a jolly girl! So bright and full of life!” she declared, almost before Madelaine Ainsleigh was out of hearing. “Not like her, did you say, Dolly? I wonder at you. For my part, I am charmed to have such a neighbour, and intend to cultivate her acquaintance.”

        
Kate, who had been present part of the time, shook her head, and her verdict agreed with mine.

        
Violet pouted, and declared we were wanting in taste and discrimination of character. And with this the subject dropped.

        


        
So the first links of this strange friendship were formed. And so Violet crossed the little brook, which was to swell to a great river between herself and Dolly.
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Chapter II. 
Dolly's Story.

        

We were so happy during those first months in New Zealand. Happy, in spite of hard work, to which we were all utterly unaccustomed, and very often hard fare to match it.

        
We all tried our hands at cooking, and at teaching our inexperienced Lizzie to cook, one after the other. I succeeded the best, and was duly installed as housekeeper and head of the culinary department; with a plentiful store of holland aprons, with bibs in front, and Miss
            


            Acton's cookery book in solitary grandeur on a shelf conveniently near to ray hand.

        
Violet kept the sitting-room in order, and undertook the mending of stockings for the whole family, while Kate superintended everything, and made herself (as advertisements express it) “generally useful”—that is to say, for the first few months; after that little Fred was born, an event which caused a great excitement in every member of the household.

        
But I am going on to this time too fast. I must advance more slowly at first.

        
We had a wooden house, roofed with shingle; not large, yet sufficiently so for comfort. We had only one sitting-room, but that was a good-sized room; the very pride of our hearts in contrast with other rooms in other houses of our neighbours, and regarded by the majority of the
            


            bachelors in the district as an earthly paradise.

        
Why, it had actually a piano—Violet's own piano, which had been my mother's; and it had a bay-window, with a flower-stand in it, soon filled with geraniums, fuchsias, and one lemon verbena. Then there were two recesses, holding shelves of books, mostly belonging to Dolly, who was the bookworm of the family; besides all this, did not a pretty work-table stand in one corner, whereon were deposited three dainty work-baskets, lined respectively with pink, green, and purple satin?

        
We papered the room ourselves, and hung up some engravings after pictures by Landseer and Sant, in plain but pretty frames. We made chintz curtains for the windows, and put down a carpet we had brought from England on the floor.
            


            Then, with a strong leather-covered sofa, and chairs to match, and an oval table in the centre adorned with a plain green cloth, we thought ourselves complete, and, meeting Harry in the hall, we dragged him in in triumph to admire our upholstery.

        
Lizzie was much “up-lifted” that night at the increased grandeur of the family who owned such a regal apartment. Living as she had done almost all her life “up-country”—for her parents had sailed from Glasgow when she was quite a child—she had small experience of household comforts, and had even gone so far as to mistake our iron bedsteads when she first beheld them in a disjointed condition, for ornamental iron gates, designed for the garden and paddocks.

        
Lizzie was a good type of her class, and as such, I may add a few more words about her
            


            here. Utterly inexperienced, ignorant of house work when she first came to us, she was yet quick, shrewd, and hard-working to a degree which would make many English maid-servants open, their eyes in amazement. The rapidity with which she learnt new branches of domestic economy was only to be equalled by her readiness of resource upon an emergency; a quality not to be estimated lightly by any one who has tried living in the country in New Zealand.

        
Lizzie, I may add, married of course before long; but that has nothing to do with my story.

        
Harry had men always working on his farm; but they lodged and boarded with a married couple, established for that purpose in a tiny wooden house about half a mile away. From this place our milk and cream were duly brought
            


            to us every day, our butter twice a week, and our meat whenever we wanted it. The creek ran between this house and ourselves, and was crossed by a rough bridge just opposite to our front windows.

        
Harry had been warned by several of his neighbours whilst his house was in course of erection that the site he had chosen for it was rather low. Heavy rains are apt to fall in New Zealand, and creeks will sometimes rise in a few hours in a manner startling and unexpected to those whose homes are near their banks.

        
However, on mature consideration, there seemed no occasion for any serious alarm in our case; our house was far above the highest watermark known for some years past. Only the Maoris (very few of whom ever came near us) could recollect a time when the water had flowed up as
            


            far as the little lawn of English grass in front of the house.

        
Harry talked too of building a new and very superior homestead on a considerably higher elevation, as soon as his affairs had begun really to prosper. The house we were now in, he assured us, was only a temporary residence, and, as such, to be made the best of for a time.

        
However, we were very well satisfied with it so far, and everything went on very smoothly indoors for a while.

        
From the windows of our sitting-room, and from those of my bedroom, we commanded a lovely view. The country seen from them was, it is true, dull and monotonous looking, but it stretched away to a magnificent range of mountains, clothed in the winter in raiment of dazzling snow.

        
The outline of these mountains, cut sharp with
            


            the crystallized clearness of outlines in the New Zealand climate against the bright blue morning sky, or the opal heavens of sunset, I soon knew by heart; they always assumed, to my imagination, the form of a dead giant maiden lying on her back, with arms folded on her icy breast, and billows of hair flowing backwards till lost in the softer outline of more distant hills.

        
These mountains became, at the time I write of, a part of my life. I never recall any of those days but once more they rise before me, and claim me as a friend. In all their countless aspects, lustrous and dazzling in the sunlight, lurid and menacing in cloudy gloom, they were dear to my heart, and have stamped themselves upon my memory for life.

        
It used to be a great pleasure to me at that time, when busy about my kitchen duties, to hear
            


            Violet's voice as she sang” in the next room. She was very fond of music, and had brought out a large portfolio of her favourite songs. I shut my eyes for a moment, and fancy I see her now seated before her piano as she used to look in those days. Oh, poor piano! destined, like your mistress, to a strange fate!

        
Let me pause a moment here to try to sketch this fairest of my sisters as she was in her beauty and her bloom. She had lovely yellow hair, thick and glossy as satin, eyes of bright turquoise blue, and beautiful pouting lips as innocent-looking as a baby's. She was the tallest of us all, and was to me ever my “queen rose of the rosebud garden of girls.”

        
Kate was not as tall as Violet, and inclined to be short; she had dark hair, and a pale face, with a sweet expression, which made every one
            


            love her at first sight. Harry was fair, rather thin, and very good-tempered.

        
For myself, I used to see then in the glass a quaint little colourless face; darker hair than Violet's, worn in curls arranged high on the top of the head; and a figure which Violet pronounced too plump for elegance.

        
With this our family portraits are complete. Violet and I rode a good deal, generally with Harry, but sometimes alone together. It was arranged that we should return the Ainsleighs' call, and leave Kate's card, as she was not feeling strong enough herself to undertake the visit.

        
“Don't stay too long, girls,” said Kate, coming into the room as we were dressing for our ride. “And don't get too intimate with Madame Ainsleigh. I didn't like her manners at all, and
            


            I thought she seemed disposed the other day to try to force her society on you more than, we should desire ourselves.”

        
Violet was hunting in her drawer for a pair of riding gloves. She said nothing in answer to this remark.

        
“We will be very good children, and come home early, Kate,” said I, as I hastily arranged my hat before the glass.

        
“Mr. Ainsleigh seems a thorough gentleman, but his sister is not a thorough lady,” went on Kate, musingly, and speaking more to herself than to us. “I wonder who the Ainsleighs are, and what part of England they come from. I never met any people of that name before.”

        
Violet turned round, flushed with a contest she was waging with an obstinate button on her gauntlet.

        


        
“I warn you, Kate,” she said, “that I do not intend to take up any absurd prejudices. In this country, as Harry observed the other day, it is far better to be neighbourly; and if Miss Ainsleigh invites me to take tea to-night, I dare say I shall stop.”

        
Kate said nothing in answer to this; perhaps she did not care to reply after the dexterous fashion in which her husband's opinion had been quoted against her; but she looked hurt at the manner in which Violet had received her suggestion. Ah, my poor Kate! it was not the last time by many that we were to grieve you!

        
But Harry called to us to make haste; and we ran out to the horses, and except a hasty “goodbye,” no more was said.

        
I think Violet scarcely looked as well on horseback as at other times. She did not sit
            


            quite straight in her saddle, and her figure was too slim to show to advantage in a riding-habit, even with the assistance of a London tailor's padding. Delicate muslins suited her best, or anything which set off the colour of her hair and eyes. Perhaps it was the consciousness of this which made her rather cross and huffy during our ride, for Violet was always extremely sensitive to anything at all unbecoming in her toilet.

        
But when we reached Feringhurst, which was the name of Mr. Ainsleigh's place, she was quite herself again. Before we arrived at the house she pointed out to me, with her whip, a figure dressed in blue, pacing in the garden, which she said she was sure was Madelaine Ainsleigh.
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Chapter III. 
Dolly's Story.

        

Violet proved to be quite correct in her judgment. Miss Ainsleigh saw our approach before any one else, and came to meet us at the gate.

        
She was dressed in dark blue serge, and wore a large plaited chignon, as on the day she made our acquaintance. She received us most graciously, and after the first general greeting was over drew Violet's arm through her own and walked her off to make a tour of the garden and orchard.

        


        
Harry and I went in, to be welcomed by the master of the house, who was lying on a sofa in the sitting-room, smoking a cigar and reading the newspaper.

        
He threw the paper on to the table and the cigar into the fire as we entered, and then turned to me with an apology. Did I mind the smell of tobacco? Would I allow him to open the window, or would I prefer to have my chair moved into the verandah?

        
I declined both proposals, and was forthwith seated in a very luxurious easy chair by the fireplace; it was the only handsome piece of furniture in the room, and evidently the seat of honour.

        
My host was opposite to me. He appeared cordially glad to see us, and though I never met him without an impression shaping itself in my mind that he was rather 
blasé of young ladies in
            


            general, he really tried to make himself agreeable to me.

        
On this third interview I decided conclusively to myself that he was by far the most distinguished-looking man of my acquaintance, and his manner, with its easy patrician grace, appeared to me more and more attractive every time I met him.

        
I fear I cannot say much in praise of his sitting-room. It was very plainly, almost scantily furnished. Had I not already lost many of my English ideas of luxury, I should certainly have pronounced it to be exceedingly shabby.

        
Certainly our own newly-completed dining-room eclipsed it in every respect, and there was an utter absence of the small feminine knick-knacks and embroideries which made ours look so home-like. If Miss Ainsleigh often honoured the apartment with her presence she left no traces of her sojourn there.

        


        
There was no carpet on the floor of the room, only a square of cocoa-nut matting; upon this stood a common deal table, covered with a cheap kind of table cloth. A few painted chairs, roughly-put-together sofa, and the one handsome and comfortable easy chair in which I was seated, made up the entire furniture of the room.

        
Yet there was one or two details noticeable, on a second glance, not consistent with the strict economy which had apparently been studied in the arrangement of the whole. On the mantelpiece stood two costly Venetian glasses filled with beautiful bouquets from the garden; the sofa had several magnificent opossum rugs and bear skins thrown across it; the curtains looped back from the window were of the finest satin damask; there were some shelves of beautifully-bound volumes in one corner.

        


        
Taken altogether it was a strange and careless medley of elegance and coarseness. Two-thirds of Mr. Ainsleigh's surroundings might have been taken from a kitchen, the remainder from a handsome drawing-room in some stately mansion.

        
The flowers upon the mantelpiece, however, once seen, engrossed all my attention. I had scarcely had a flower in my hand since we had landed. Following the direction of my eyes, it seemed suddenly to dawn upon Mr. Ainsleigh that we had as yet no garden.

        
“Would you like some flowers, Miss Dolly?” he asked. “If you will come out with me, I shall be delighted to gather you any you please.”

        
We stepped through the glass door which opened on to the verandah, and walked out into the garden. In the distance we caught a glimpse
            


            of Madelaine Ainsleigh and Violet, sauntering slowly together among the trees. Once or twice Madelaine's laugh sounded, clear and loud. They seemed very merry.

        
My companion stopped to listen a moment; then coloured through the sunburnt brown on his face, and threw away a verbena he had just gathered with an impatient gesture.

        
A minute after I thought the pathos of his dark gray eyes more strongly defined than I had ever seen it yet. They seemed to glance at me with a mute appeal. I could have fancied that they were saying,—

        
“Don't hold me responsible for all my sister says.”

        
My hands were full of flowers by this time, and I was conscious of an odd anxiety that Violet would come in, and that we might shorten our visit. She was not to be seen, however, at present,
            


            and Mr. Ainsleigh took my flowers from me to fasten them, as he said, to my saddle for safe transit on the ride home.

        
“I know which horse and saddle are yours quite well,” he said, with a smile on his lips. “I have seen you out riding before now.”

        
It was a very quiet remark, yet I felt clearly conscious that he had paid me a compliment; and, somehow, the knowledge was not unpleasant.

        
When Mr. Ainsleigh came back, he found me studying the titles of the books on the shelves with interest; I was too shy to take one down to look at.

        
“Do you see any that you like, Miss Dolly?” he said. “I know you are a bookworm, and any that I have are at your service.”

        
I put out my hand eagerly for a volume of the 
Cornhill Magazine, and Mr. Ainsleigh reached it
            


            from the shelf—it was rather a high one—immediately.

        
As he opened it for a moment at the title-page, a name and a few words written on the fly-leaf caught his eye. In an instant, with a muttered exclamation beneath his breath, he had torn out the page and crushed it up in his hand.

        
Of course I did not appear to notice the action, and he also ignored it. But he did not at that time offer me any more books. Perhaps he wished to make sure first that they had not any secrets written inside.

        
Violet and Madelaine did not come in from the garden until the very last moment, and then they took an affectionate leave of each other. When I shook hands with Madelaine she crushed my fingers as before with a rather too cordial squeeze.

        


        
After we had ridden off on our homeward way, my first discovery was that my bouquet, which was fastened to my saddle with great ingenuity, was reposing in a very handsome holder of silver filagree.

        
“Mr. Ainsleigh must have put it there—what shall I do with it?” said I. And then involuntarily I added, “Oh, Harry! do you think he is as poor as he seems?”

        
“I'm sure he is,” said Violet. “That poverty-stricken apartment leaves no doubt of it. Of course the bouquet-holder is a remnant of better days—you must be sure to keep it, Dolly. I think it was a very delicate attention of his to put your flowers in it.”

        
“It's all stuff about his being poor,” said Harry, decidedly. “I'm pretty certain he is nothing of the sort. I was talking to him to-day about a
            


            matter of business, which he and I have both an interest in, and I could see that he did not care a straw whether he gained or lost by the transaction.”

        
And then, Harry, too, added, as Kate had done, “I wonder who the Ainsleighs are, and what part of England they come from!”
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Alan's Story

        

In the utter dead weariness which lies upon me to-night—blank darkness within and without—weariness of mind so great, that whether it is only of the mind or of the body, too, I scarcely know—I have taken up my pen to try to write some almost necessary letters home. It is of no use; I cannot carry out the intention at all.

        
I have been out now for this two years, and borne this intolerable martyrdom, which presses upon me at times with a weight almost too great
              


              for endurance all that time. It wants still almost a year to the blessed moment when the period to which my promise extends will have elapsed, and I shall be free once more.

        
Free? Yes. But of what use will my freedom be to me then? I have no object in life. Except that I shall no longer be a living lie, what shall I have gained?

        
Yet a vision of something that might have been rises before me as I write. If I had met her earlier in my life … or if I had not been heartbroken by the time I was thirty, striving to keep nay promise to the dead.

        
But I have kept it; to the letter and to the spirit. Do you know it, Eleanor, I wonder? If the ghost of your sad pale face could rise before me now, in the gathering darkness, I could meet its eyes as fearlessly as ever. I promised, and
              


              whatever it has cost me, I have kept my word.

        
These people avoid me here—they don't suspect, not one of them, that I am not what I seem. They think (if they think about me at all) that I am a man struggling with poverty. The carefully chosen shabbiness of my surroundings; the fact that I keep no manager, but transact all my own Business myself, leads them naturally to this impression. I intended them to think so. It makes our secret—our hateful family secret—more secure. It throws them off the scent.

        
And what is it to them if all the money I spend on this New Zealand Station, be the losses what they may, is of trifling importance to the yearly income of Carewe of Curtis Knowle.

        
My old name—my real name—how odd it seems Writing it once more! The other day when I
              


              offered Miss Somerset a book from the shelf, I saw my name in full inside—“Alan Carewe, Curtis Knowle. The gift of Eleanor Carewe,” and the date.

        
It seemed to flash on my eyes at that moment like a forgery. I tore the leaf out; and then stood like a fool, without the sense to make some plausible excuse for my apparent rudeness.

        
But Dolly took no notice; like a thoroughbred little gentlewoman as she is. It is some weeks ago since I saw her first.

        
I heard a great deal of talk going on among the fellows round about, concerning the Somerset girls, and at first I had intended not to make their acquaintance at all. But Madelaine was unusually trying; vowing that if I would not come, she would go over herself and seek them out.

        


        
So, at last, one evening, saying nothing to her of where I was going, I rode over to Somerset's place, determined to judge for myself what quality of womankind they were of.

        
When Violet Somerset came first into the room, my instant thought was, that she certainly possessed unusual beauty. The next, that she did not improve upon acquaintance; the third, that she had been greatly overpraised.

        
She had beauty, it is true, but almost entirely of colour, not of form. Her hair is of a rich golden colour, but the shape of her head is ungraceful; her eyes bright blue, but hard; and she is also too tall and too thin for my taste.

        
But after her there glided shyly into the room and endeavoured to conceal itself in a corner a little figure which raised again the credit of the family in my eyes. A demure little pale face, soft
              


              and round, with dark eyes both sweet and merry, darker hair than the other girl's, but quite as much of it, and a figure just the height I most admire, with just the requisite roundness of outline.

        
This was Dolly. “Our Quaker sister Dorothea,” as Violet Somerset called her, and laughed.

        
She did not come forward at all except to make the tea. She kept almost entirely in her corner. I dare say she never knew that I looked at her once.

        
But her face haunted me after I had gone away. I saw it before me in the darkness all the time as I rode home that night, and I caught myself wondering again and again what it was that constituted its especial charm.

        
“Sweetness and light.” Yes, it had both of these, and in a certain honesty of expression
              


              offered such a marked contrast to the false and evil face waiting for me at home.

        
Ah, well! it might have been once, but not now. Once I might have been a happy man, if I had met with Dolly Somerset earlier in my life; now it is too late. Could I ask her to marry me with that fatal family secret hanging like a millstone round my neck—with a lie in my right hand?

        
I hear Madelaine singing in the next room as I write. Apparently she is in a very good humour to-night. She does not like Dolly; she told me so plainly, but she calls Violet Somerset “a nice little thing.”

        
As long as Violet humours her I have no doubt they will get on well together; but, if otherwise, let her beware. However, I must be on my guard that this friendship does not go too far.

        
On my guard I must be, too, against myself,
              


              It will not do for me to go to that house too often; better, perhaps, if I never went again at all.

        
But I think such stern self-sacrifice as that amounts to is scarcely necessary. There is no harm in my seeing her sometimes—no harm even if I were so weak as to allow myself to love her, so long as it does not affect her happiness at all. For anything I know to the contrary she may be engaged already, nothing is more probable. And, in fact, the truth is, I don't think I could keep away from her now if I tried.

        
Madelaine is certainly an admirable rider. Today, as she cantered off, her figure swaying easily to her horse's stride, I was tempted—oh, how awfully tempted!—to wish that it might stumble and throw her, and rid me of the evil genius of my life at a blow.

        
It is best not to write about this any more.
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Chapter V. 
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I went over there to-day. Dolly was busy in the kitchen. I think she is always busy, doing Violet's work as well as her own. Violet was amusing herself in the sitting-room.

        
She was very gracious to me when I went in. She is always gracious, though she does not look upon me as very eligible. She does not see below the surface, and my coarsely-furnished room and shabby old shooting-coat have deceived her for once as completely as I could wish.

        


        
Nothing but what glitters is gold with her; but still she makes herself agreeable to rue, because she is one of those girls who love to try to conquer for conquest's sake alone.

        
It is of no use, Miss Violet. I have met dozens like you in the old days, with matchmaking mammas to back them up in every manœuvre; and very hard they tried to make an impression upon my unsusceptible self. I was a catch then, and I suppose I am now, after a fashion. But no one ever yet made me feel her power in the least, except one who did not try to do so.

        
I bore Violet's mild gossip as long as I could, though I soon grew very weary of it, as I always do, and I was obliged to have recourse to many ingenious contrivances to conceal my yawns.

        
At last, unable to endure it any longer, I rose,
            


            said “good-bye” to her, and walked out; only, instead of opening the front door on the right hand, as I should have done, I turned deliberately to the left and marched straight into the kitchen.

        
Lizzie, the cook, stood still in the centre of the kitchen, aghast at my unexpected apparition; and Miss Dolly, after one look at me, blushed up to the roots of her hair and began to laugh.

        
She had on the neatest little holland apron, with a square bib in front, that I ever saw; and her sleeves were rolled up high on her pretty arms, which were well dusted with flour. It was a very uncommon and piquant costume, and I would not have missed the sight of it for the world; consequently, though I apologized, I did not feel at all penitent for my ungentlemanly behaviour.

        
“I beg your pardon, Miss Dolly,” I said,
            


            shaking hands with her with praiseworthy gravity; “I was going out at the front door, and it seems I mistook my way; but, now that I am here, pray make me of some use.”

        
“You shall stone some raisins, Mr. Ainsleigh,” said Dolly; “they are for our plum-pudding today. I won't ask you to stay and eat it, out of pity for your teeth.”

        
Her eyes were dancing with fun all the time.

        
“That is a very malicious insinuation,” I said; and I intend to stay, without you turn me out.”

        
“That depends entirely on how you behave,” she returned, and I saw by the wicked look in her brown eyes that she had found out perfectly well by this time my entrance into the kitchen was not an accident, but that I had done it on purpose.

        


        
However, I managed to ensconce myself behind a china dish well strewed with raisins, though what I was expected to do to them I had not the remotest idea. Still it was my stronghold, and as long as I could pretend to be occupied with those raisins I had no intention of being turned out.

        
Lizzie had become reconciled to the situation by this time, and pursued her work as usual, only giving vent to an occasional giggle. Dolly too pretended to be very busy and bustled about, rolling out little jam tarts, and putting them into the oven, and taking them out again, all with great dexterity, and laughing, I am sure, in her sleeve at the folly of the awkward man in the corner whom she had so completely conquered.

        
Her pale cheeks had a pink flush on them to-day, and her eyes were the softest, and her
            


            arms the whitest and prettiest in the world. I thought I had never yet seen her look so fascinating.

        
At last she brought me a little strawberry-tart on a china plate, and while I ate it, I said,—

        
“How shall I face Miss Violet again? I said ‘good-bye’ to her, and she thinks I have gone.”

        
“There is a way out of the dilemma,” returned Dolly, demurely.

        
“And what is that?” I asked, off my guard.

        
“Be really going, as she fancies you have done.”

        
“Now that is too bad,” said I. “You have taken advantage of an innocent remark of mine to hint that you would like to get rid of me.”

        
“I have just finished my work,” she returned; “and I am going myself.”

        


        
I felt glad that her answer was evasive, and she did not distinctly say that she wished to be relieved of my presence.

        
She turned down the sleeves over her dimpled elbows as she spoke; and then unpinned the bib of her apron, in which she did really look something like a lovely little Quakeress.

        
I got up to go too; and it was precisely at this moment that Mrs. Harry Somerset appeared in, the doorway, looking for an instant almost as appalled as her maid Lizzie had done. But quickly she recollected she was in New Zealand, not in England. She accepted my apologies, and laughed as good-humouredly as Dolly herself.

        
I like Mrs. Somerset immensely. She is a really charming specimen of an English gentlewoman. She is not more than thirty; but, I am sure, is
            


            almost like a mother to her young sisters-in-law.

        
I stayed to dinner, and I endured Violet; and I talked to Dolly about her books. Inwardly I determined to bring her over a large parcel of them in a day or two, which should have no fly-leaves requiring a skilful manipulation.

        
* * * * *

        
A week since I wrote last. To-day I went out riding with Violet and Dolly Somerset. They were starting early for a ride into town when I happened to call, and as Somerset was that day very busy it was settled that I should take his place, and act as their escort.

        
It was a gloriously lovely day, and I forgot everything for the time, and was in Paradise.

        
Dolly is beautiful on horseback; such a good rider, and such a faultless figure. If I were her
            


            lover, how proud of her I should have Been. Her lover—well, “my faith is large in Time; and that which shapes it to some perfect end,” I must wait. And I must not think about it now. I stand in too deep a shadow yet to be able to come forth, and ask her honestly in the light.

        
Violet was much the same as usual—pretty, a little affected, and very full of herself. She rides badly, and looks on all sides of the road, to discover if any masculine eyes are feasting on her perfections. What can Madelaine see in her? and, still more, what can she see in Madelaine? Yet in spite of all I can do, this strange friendship flourishes.

        
Just as I wrote these words Madelaine herself opened the sitting-room door, and walked in, closing it behind her. She threw herself into the easy chair by the fire and began to whistle.
            


            Whistling is one of Madelaine's accomplishments. She had been thinking, I believe, before she paid me this unusual visit, of retiring for the night. At any rate she had taken down her chignon, her short, curly hair fell loose around her neck, and in one hand she held the heavy false plait which she always wears.

        
She stopped whistling, and looked hard at me.

        
“Alan,” she said, “I'm thinking of wearing earrings. I admire Violet Somerset's gold shells immensely. Don't you think a pair like those would become me?”

        
“No,” I said shortly.

        
“Don't be in the grumps, Alan. Hand me over a five-pound note to get a pair the next time I go into town, there's a good fellow.”

        
“I will not,” I returned, as curtly and ungraciously as possible.

        


        
For reasons which I cannot explain here, I am obliged to keep Madelaine” down at a very low ebb in the matter of pounds, shillings, and pence.

        
She looked with a longing eye at my Russia leather covered desk, which was standing open before me on the table, and then suddenly laughed outright.

        
“I don't see why I shouldn't wear earrings if I choose,” she said.

        
“Wear them by all means,” I returned, “if your fancy leads you that way. But don't ask me to buy them for you.”

        
I am well aware, and so is she, that as I own the purse I am the master, and must be obeyed.

        
“What a cur you are, Alan,” she said, politely. “If Dolly had asked you for a pair I have no
            


            doubt she would have received a different answer. I detest that girl with all my heart.”

        
“Now you are paying her a very high compliment,” said I, trying hard to keep my temper.

        
“You were riding with her to-day. You admire her very much, don't you?” she went on, spitefully; and looking up, I caught her eyes fixed on me, with so much malice in their expression that I saw I was in for a fight.

        
“Whether I do or not is not of the slightest consequence to you, Madelaine,” I returned. “But now that you have brought up the subject, I must tell you that I think you are carrying your intimacy with Violet Somerset a great deal too far. You are no fit associate for her, and you know it.”

        
“Why not?” she returned coolly.

        
“Do you wish me to remind you of our
            


            accursed family secret now in this wooden house, with ears on all sides of us? “I asked, hotly enough.

        
I had spoken straight out, without lowering my voice in the least, determined to remind her that she was in my power, though I might be fettered by the silken thread of a promise.

        
She looked a little frightened for a moment.

        
“Hush!” said she, glancing round her uneasily. “The walls have ears, as you say.”

        
But my blood was up, and I was determined to take advantage of the opportunity to deliver my soul.

        
“Remember, Madelaine,” I said, “if you lead Violet into any mischief through her friendship for you, I cast you off from that day to fight your own battles as best you can. I give you fair warning. See to what you are about, or make up your mind to lose your last friend.”

        


        
She was looking at me with rage and hatred in her face. If a wish could kill, should I be living now? I doubt it.

        
But she was the mouse under the lion's paw, and must submit. Sulkily enough she said,—

        
“Keep your temper, Alan. What harm can I do your 
protegée—perhaps your sister, some day, who knows?” And with this parting shaft, flung back at me across her shoulder, she left the room, and I returned to solitude and peace.
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“Over the grass we stepp'd into it,


          
And God, He knoweth how blithe we were!


          
Never a voice to bid us eschew it,


          
Hey the green ribbon that show'd so fair!


          
Sing on! We sing in the glorious weather


          
Till one steps over the tiny strand,


          
So narrow, in sooth, that still together


          
On either brink we go hand in hand.”!
        

        

Violet had stepped over the little brook, and day by day it was becoming harder for us to walk “hand in hand.”

        
One day I found her crying; the sight filled me
            


            with dismay, for I could scarcely ever recollect seeing Violet cry. She had never known a real trouble, and had ever been the petted darling of us all. In her bright happy girlhood, what had tears to do with her?

        
In vain I begged and entreated to be taken into her confidence, and told what was the matter; I got only an evasive answer in return.

        
“It's nothing,” she said, hastily drying her eyes and her cheeks; “only I have a headache and feel a little out of spirits. Don't tell Kate.”

        
Then she kissed me, and I promised not to tell. Ah, Violet, not many more kisses were to pass between yourself and Dolly!

        
About this time two incidents varied the somewhat monotonous life we were then leading. Violet and I each received on the same day an offer of marriage.

        


        
It was at a large picnic, given by the bachelors of the neighbourhood, that these interesting events took place. We were, with two exceptions, the only unmarried ladies present. Madelaine Ainsleigh had, we heard, declined the invitation sent to her.

        
“She never goes anywhere, I believe,” I heard one man say to his neighbour. “Something wrong about the upper story, perhaps.”

        
“There can't be a doubt about it,” the other answered.

        
“Pleasant for Ainsleigh, I should say.”

        
“Oh, she ain't dangerous; only cranky, and requires a little looking after. He won't let her visit, that's all.”

        
“More's the pity while ladies are so scarce. Even a cracked one would be better than none at all.”

        


        
Violet was standing near me, and had overheard this bit of dialogue. Whether Madelaine's sanity was a doubtful point with her or not I did not know, but I noticed that she flushed up hotly for a moment, and the hand she laid upon my arm was trembling.

        
Both Violet's admirer and mine were men farming their own land, within a circuit of ten miles from us. Both were well born and well educated. Mine was rather the handsomer, hers rather the cleverer of the two. Both were so unfortunate as to have their offer declined.

        
But there was a difference in the manner of the refusal. My own was unhesitating and decided, Violet's left the ground open for future hopes.

        
I had seen for a long time past that Arthur Lacy would have to be dismissed some day. No looks or actions of mine, however pointedly rude,
            


            could stave off the evil hour. “No,” in capital letters, I knew it would have to be, and “No” it was.

        
But Violet blushed and hesitated as she dismissed Hugh Maberley, and did not speak as decidedly as she intended to have done. Therefore, though he accepted his dismissal for the time, he received it with the understanding that he was at liberty to renew his offer at some future period if he thought fit. I speak from after knowledge of what took place, given me by the people most nearly concerned.

        
Kate and I really believed that, in her secret heart, Violet had a decided liking for good-tempered little Hugh, and that only her girlish wish for a longer period of liberty had prevented her accepting him at once.

        
“Violet knows she is pretty, and wants a great
            


            deal of courting,” said Kate to me, 
à propos of the subject.

        
I agreed with her, and was more friendly than before with Mr. Maberley, feeling that I might probably some day have to welcome him as a brother. He himself, I know, looked upon it only as a question of time and perseverance.

        
Somewhere about this time, I became a most unwilling eavesdropper to a conversation never intended for my ears. It was one evening in the dusk, about two months after Kate's little baby was born. I had the little fellow on my knee, and had just coaxed him off to sleep, after a rather trying afternoon; for he was ailing and fretful, and Kate had as yet no experience in baby management.

        
I was sitting by the dining-room fire, not
            


            daring to stir, for fear of waking the baby. Kate was lying down in the next room, her bedroom, which had a door of communication with the one which I was in. This door was supposed to be shut; but, alas! it was not. In the twilight it was standing ajar; no one noticed it, and hence came all the mischief.

        
I heard Harry come in. He went into the next room, to his wife first, as usual. He had been caught in a heavy squall, and was wet; and while he changed his wet clothes for dry ones, Kate and he were talking. I heard what they said, without listening: I was thinking about the baby: he moaned in his sleep, and moved his hands, and I was afraid every moment that he would wake again.

        
The first words that entered my understanding were to the effect that Harry had dined that day
            


            with Mr. Ainsleigh, at Fernyhurst. The name had become of sufficient importance to me by that time—I may say it now, when it is all over—to catch my attention, whenever, or by whoever spoken.

        
“An excellent dinner,” I heard Harry say; “and very well served.”

        
“Did you see his sister?” asked Kate.

        
“No,” replied Harry.

        
There was a pause. I don't know why, but my heart began to beat.

        
At last Kate said, in a low, almost awestruck whisper,—

        
“Harry, I don't believe in that sister.”

        
“Nor I,” he returned promptly.

        
“The question is,” Kate went on, “is she really his sister at all, or not? If she is not his sister, who is she?”

        


        
Harry apparently had no answer ready; at all events he made none.

        
“I have sometimes thought,” Kate proceeded, still in the same mysterious tone, “that there was insanity in the family, that she was deranged and he was her keeper. Can that be the mystery?”

        
“I think he lets her ride about too much, and gives her too much freedom for that,” Harry answered.

        
“Some mystery I am sure there is,” Kate said—“some family secret. When you come to think of it, how little we really know about the Ainsleighs; we do not know where they come from, or who any of their relations are, or anything about them. The other people we meet out here talk freely of their friends, and show us photographs of the places they have lived at at
            


            home, but the Ainsleighs are as silent as the grave about all such matters.”

        
“It is odd,” returned Harry; “I have noticed it.”

        
“It is odder still,” Kate said, “because I am quite sure that, wherever they come from, they are very wealthy people; and Alan Ainsleigh has had no ordinary education and lived in no ordinary society.”

        
“Madelaine is vulgar enough for both, however,” remarked Harry.

        
A pause. I hoped they had finished. The baby was again sleeping quietly, and I dreaded to disturb him.

        
All at once Kate resumed the conversation.

        
“If she were not a respectable girl,” Kate said, “I can scarcely think that Mr. Ainsleigh would let her come here like she does; but one thing is
            


            clear, we must discourage the intimacy, Harry, as far as possible, and keep the girls away from both Alan and his sister as much as we can.”

        
“Ainsleigh admires Dolly,” returned Harry.

        
Oh, Harry! why couldn't you stop!

        
“I know he does,” said Kate.

        
“And I like him,” Harry went on. “He is a right down good fellow. Perhaps we are making mountains out of mole-hills; remember we know nothing against them; all is our conjecture. So I think we had better let matters stand as they are for the present.

        
Kate sighed.

        
“I suppose we must,” she said, “and all the more because Alan Ainsleigh is a man who will have his way. He has a strong will, and if he chooses to see Dolly, depend upon it he will find
            


            some means of doing so, as long as she does not herself send him away.”

        
I could bear it no longer. I got up, gathered the sick baby in my arms, and began to walk up and down the room with him that they might become aware some one was there. The movement woke the little boy, and he began to cry.

        
Kate was by his side in a moment, and too full of his troubles to think of anything else. I do not believe it ever occurred to her that I must have heard all she had said. And I do not think it occurred to her either that there is such a thing as shutting the stable-door when the horse is stolen.

        

          
“No backward step, ah, no returning!


          
No second crossing that ripple's flow!”
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Chapter VII. 
Dolly's Story.

        

After what I had heard Kate say I shrank from-Madelaine Ainsleigh with a stronger repulsion than ever. My antipathy to her which had existed from the first was always to myself somewhat inexplicable, but truly sincere in spite of that.

        
Once, as she was taking leave of us, the girl stooped—she was taller than I—and kissed me on the cheek. I think the sensation it caused me, was more like that of involuntarily touching
            


            a snake, or some loathsome insect, than anything else I can compare it to. I turned faint for a few moments, and had to go out into the open air.

        
Violet would certainly not have been affected in the same manner. Madelaine and she played and sang together constantly; they had both some amount of musical talent, and Madelaine had a fine, though uncultivated contralto voice. They walked arm in arm round the garden and paddocks; they corresponded in short notes when apart. Certainly Madelaine in her letters did not display any signs of weakness, or eccentricity of intellect. They were perfectly clear and well expressed productions, though her handwriting was somewhat stiff, and almost unnaturally angular.

        
Suddenly Madelaine's visits ceased, abruptly and entirely. Afterwards I knew that her brother had interfered, and forbidden them, with a 
deter-
              


              urination there was no opposing. But that was after knowledge. At the time we were puzzled, all of us, at least, except Violet. But Madelaine and she continued to correspond clandestinely, in spite of prohibitions, though neither Kate nor I suspected it then.

        
Hugh Maberley came often, and seemed to make good progress with his suit. Violet's spirits, which had been variable for some time, suddenly revived; and became as joyous as possible. She declared she thought the colonies far preferable to England; and only wished we had come out a few years sooner.

        
Alan Ainsleigh I saw much of just then, and what I saw of him I liked. Everything seemed flowing very gaily and smoothly on the surface; but the waters were growing deeper, the undercurrent was beginning to glide more swiftly, and
            


            when I was not prepared for it my own little boat was shipwrecked on a bidden shoal.

        
One lovely morning Harry and I set off to ride into town. We had both many commissions to execute for Kate, and Harry had business to look after; while I was to dine with some friends of ours, who had kindly offered a welcome to both Violet and myself whenever we had any shopping to do.

        
There had been heavy rain the day before, and the roads were bad, and the creeks higher than usual. Kate did not half like my going. But some of her commissions were for the baby, and she could not trust Harry's masculine judgment, and I longed for the ride, so she consented.

        
“Be sure you are home before dark,” she said, as she kissed me for good-bye. “I shall get so uneasy if you are not.”

        


        
I promised to be back as early as possible, and looked round for Violet. But sue was not to be seen.

        
“I think she is writing in her own room,” said Kate. “Never mind. She asked me to tell you to get her five yards of pale green ribbon, and three of white muslin, and, that is all she wants this time she says.”

        
So I set off. I rode, in those days, a bay mare called Rebecca, and very fond I was of her. We had a pleasant ride into town, in spite of the roads. I finished everything I had to do, dined with Mrs. Fortescue off roast beef and apple pudding, and waited long for Harry to come to take me home.

        
He had much business on hand, however, and the afternoon waned, and still he did not come. I remembered my promise to Kate, and began to
            


            be uneasy. We had a ride of ten miles before us, and some of it must be done slowly, on account of the rough road.

        
I sat by one of the windows which overlooked the street, watching for Harry to make his appearance. Kind Mrs. Fortescue had ordered tea for me before I set off on my homeward way, and I had long since taken a cup of it, and eaten a morsel of bread-and-butter, and still no sign of Harry.

        
At last I saw him walking rapidly towards the house. I sprang to meet him in the verandah, and reminded him that we were very late.

        
“I know we are,” he said, and with a hurried farewell to our hostess, we set off.

        
As we walked quickly down the road towards the stables where Harry had left the horses, he said, “I have not nearly finished yet all that I have to
            


            do. I cannot leave town for another couple of hours, but Kate would be wild with anxiety if you did not appear before dark, so a friend has offered to take charge of you on the way.”

        
There was no time to inquire who the friend was. We turned a corner sharply, and there, holding my horse and his own, stood Alan Ainsleigh.

        
Coming events cast their shadows before. A shadow of the future seemed to fall upon me as I looked at him, and I trembled. He had no objection on his part to the charge he had imposed upon himself, as was evident by his face.

        
Harry mounted me, and with as little delay as possible we set off. We spoke little till we were clear of the town, and felt well launched on our way home. Then as the road grew lonelier and
            


            lonelier we began to talk, and to ride more slowly. Never once did we mention Madelaine's name in any of our conversations. Mr. Ainsleigh's sister, and everything connected with her, seemed a subject tacitly ignored between us.

        
As we rode we could see the mountains before us almost all the way. The night was slowly glooming up in heavy clouds behind them; the giant maiden lay in dusky grandeur in the declining light.

        
The wind changed suddenly, and from being in a warm quarter came in chill gusts against our faces.

        
“We had better try a canter here,” I said, turning to Alan. “The road is worse still further on, and my sister will be sure to imagine something has happened to me if I am not home soon.”

        


        
“Ride carefully,” he returned, as his horse broke into a quick trot beside Rebecca's long easy stride. “I wish we had left town sooner.”

        
The words were on his lips when Rebecca slipped on the road, or put her foot in a hole, I am not sure which, and fell on her side in a moment.

        
Before I clearly realized what had happened, she struggled to her feet with such a violent jerk, that I was thrown clear from the saddle, only my riding-habit caught one of the pommels and held me helpless. But in an instant Alan had jumped off his horse, and was at my side and set me free.

        
The whole thing was so sudden and confusing, and the shock I had received was so violent that I staggered to the side of the road and turned deadly faint. And when I came properly to
            


            myself Alan had caught me in his arms, and was kissing me frantically, while he cried in a tone of agonized inquiry,—

        
“Oh, Dolly, are you hurt, my darling?”
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Chapter VIII. 
Dolly's Story.

        

I felt his heavy moustache on my cheek for a moment, then I pushed him away, and rose slowly to my feet. I was trembling violently with the shock of my fall, and partly at his manner. For a minute or two we stood looking at each other, and there was a dreadful silence between us.

        
Then Alan spoke, making a desperate effort to steady his voice,—

        
“I have acted like a brute,” he said. “Dolly, are you hurt? Can you stand?”

        


        
“I am not hurt at all,” I answered—“only shaken; and I can stand very well, but I think I should like to sit down for a few minutes before I get in the saddle again.”

        
Our horses were quietly eating the tussock grass by the side of the road. Alan had his waterproof strapped to his saddle. He unfastened it, placed it on a bank close by, and made me sit down upon it.

        
“I wish I had my hunting-flask, with some brandy in it,” said he.

        
“I don't require anything of the kind,” I returned.

        
By this time he had seated himself by my side. The sun had set long ago, and the night was coming on apace. The road was quite quiet and lonely; the only living creatures to be seen were some sheep in a paddock opposite to us, which
            


            pressed themselves against the wires, and gazed at us with wondering eyes.

        
Alan bent his head, and said, with his moustache very near my cheek again,—

        
“Dolly, you knew I loved you.”

        
I sat perfectly still, and after he had waited a moment, and received no answer, he said,—

        
“And You knew, too, that I was going to ask you to be my wife?—you must have known.”

        
I shook my head.

        
“But I was,” he said, with emphasis. “I have been intending it almost ever since I knew you. Don't you believe me, Dolly?”

        
I did believe him. In my secret heart I knew that it was true. He had taken my hand, and I had allowed him to do so.

        
“But”—he hesitated a moment, then went on—“there is something—I cannot tell you now—I
            


            must ask you to trust me, Dolly, there is a painful secret connected with our family, and I am living here under an assumed name.”

        
I felt myself turn cold suddenly, as Kate's words flashed upon my memory.

        
“Mr. Ainsleigh,” I said, “I must ask you one question in my turn. Is Madelaine your sister or not?”

        
He did not answer, but looking up, I saw that he had grown very pale, and that his lips had formed the word “No.” I snatched my hand from his and drew myself further away from him. I felt as if I heard him speaking in a dream. My heart seemed to cease beating for a moment, then to go on again with a bound. The ground appeared to slip away under my feet.

        
“I cannot explain it to you now,” he was saying. “I can only ask you to trust me. In a few months I can tell you everything. Once I
            


            gave a promise to a dear friend, and it binds me still. But in a few months I can make all plain. Oh, Dolly! only wait, and try to love me a little in spite of it.”

        
There was an agony of entreaty in his voice. I hear it still sometimes in my dreams. It was not an ordinary love scene; and in the pain I was enduring, with the pathetic voice and eyes of the man I loved pleading to me as if for his life, I felt all my girlish shyness pass from me, and leave me quite calm and collected.

        
“You know,” I said, “things can't go on as they have done any more.”

        
“I know it,” he answered. “I meant to have waited till I could come forward, and ask you openly and honestly, with no mystery between us. But I could not help myself. Oh, Dolly!” with a sudden panic as my meaning struck him; “you
            


            won't tell me to go away, and not to see you again!”

        
Yes, that was what I meant. What I felt then was,—

        

          
“All that we two only know


          
I forgive, and I forego—


          
So thy face no more I meet


          
In the field, or in the street.”
        

        
Alan read my determination in my eyes.

        
“It is shutting me out of Paradise, “Dolly,” he said. “And the world outside is so dreary.”

        
“But it can't be helped,” I said firmly, determined not to give way. “You must not come to see us any more. And you must not meet me when I am out riding.”

        
This had hitherto been a favourite manœuvre of his.

        
“Until when? “he returned.

        


        
“I cannot tell,” said I, feeling suddenly ready to cry, and dreadfully afraid lest he should find it out; for then, perhaps, he would not keep to the agreement. For I knew that if he went away I should miss him; and, perhaps, I might never see him again.

        
“I understand,” he went on. “Until I can clear my good name. Never fear, Dolly—that time will come before long.”

        
Was I very weak, I wonder? I believed him. In spite of all I had heard, and every suspicious appearance against him, I believed him. His eyes and voice were so honest, and he made me feel that he spoke the truth.

        
“Now you must put me on my horse again,” I said; “and I must get home as quickly as possible. It is almost dark, and how frightened they will be about me.”

        


        
We rode home as fast as the roads and the gathering darkness would let us.

        
When Alan had opened the gate of our paddock for me, I held out my hand and said “good-bye.”

        
“May I not come in?” he asked.

        
“No,” I returned inflexibly.

        
“Won't you shake hands?”

        
I did so, and felt that I had done it for perhaps the last time. He had kissed my riding-glove, and when I was safely shut in my own room, I took that glove off and hid it away in a box with a rose he had given me one day, and locked them up carefully. And that night I cried myself to sleep, for who could tell what would be the end of it all?
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Chapter IX. 
Alan's Story.

        

I have had her in my arms! I have kissed her! Whatever happens I shall always have the memory of that.

        
When she banished me from her presence, with her little resolute mouth firmly set, and her eyes on fire, I did not despair. I don't despair now, for I know that she loves me, and that I shall win her yet.

        
I am pondering much to-night over the problem of what I am to do with Madelaine. I
            


            cannot remain here myself at present after what has passed, and I dare not go away for a time and leave her behind me.

        
After my discovery of the manner in which she appeared likely to abuse the freedom I have always allowed her, I was compelled of course to forbid her ever again seeing or corresponding with any of the Somerset family. But I cannot trust her. While apparently obedient and amiable she may be meditating some deep stroke of treachery in her heart.

        
I believe I must decide upon a trip to Auckland, and take her with me. Unpleasant as such a travelling companion will be, it seems to me to be the only wise course at present open to me, both on my own account and hers. For I could not remain here, so near to my little sweetheart—I will call her that, for that I truly hope and believe
            


            she will be some day—and not see her sometimes. It would be more than human nature could endure. I should haunt the neighbourhood of the house at night, and follow her as near as I dared in her rides, and make myself miserable in a thousand ways.

        
I have told Madelaine about my intended journey, and that she is to accompany me. She is apparently rather pleased with the idea, and says she is weary of being buried alive in this place, and longs for a change; so we will collect a few things together, and leave by the next steamer, and stay away as long as we can.

        
If, some years ago, I could have looked forward, and seen all the suffering which my rash vow was to entail upon me, I think, not even for Eleanor's sake, could I have given that promise. Mine has been a thankless task; and the day that ends it will be indeed a joyful one to me.

        


        
So farewell, Dolly—my little Quaker Dorothea—till I can come back, and clear my character to you. Will you think of me sometimes? Will you miss me only half as much as I shall miss you? If I thought you would, I think I should be almost content—at present.
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Chapter X. 
Dolly's Story.

        

The next thing that happened was, that the Ainsleighs went away from Fernyhurst.

        
Two days after that memorable night when I was thrown from my horse, I was busy in the kitchen with Lizzie as usual, when there came a knock at the door. Lizzie, opening it, saw a man on horseback outside, who placed in her hands a small parcel, a large parcel, and a letter, and immediately rode away. All these were addressed to me, and I had learned by this time to recognize the decided upright handwriting.

        


        
The not was short, and guardedly cool and courteous. Mr. Ainsleigh informed me that he was on the point of starting for Auckland, that he had sent me a small parcel of mine which had fallen from my saddle when my horse threw me, and which, in the confusion of the moment, he had picked up and then forgotten. He had also sent me some books which he had received by the last mail, and which he had thought might interest me. He hoped I should let him know if there were any commissions he could execute for any of us in his travels, and remained, “very sincerely mine, Alan Ainsleigh.”

        
So he had gone, and perhaps I should never see him again; perhaps he had already repented of his promises the other night, and gone to forget them in other society. My heart ached a little that day.

        
The small packet contained Violet's green
            


            ribbon and white muslin, which she and I bad both bemoaned as hopelessly lost.

        
I carried it to her as she sat trimming a new hat in the sitting-room, and very pleased she was to get it. She cut off a piece of green ribbon with her scissors, and slipping a locket from her work-basket on to it, tied it round her neck, and looked prettier than ever. The colour suited her so well.

        
It was a very pretty locket of plain gold, with small pearls set in the form of a V upon it.

        
“That is a very beautiful locket, Violet,” I said; “something quite new. Where did it come from?”

        
“Where did it come from?” she repeated, indifferently. “Oh, Hugh Maberley, of course!”

        
“Then it is settled, is it, Violet?” I asked. “And you are really going to be married to him some day?”

        


        
She turned her head a little, and looked me in the face; then seemed to wake up suddenly with a start.

        
“Oh, married?” she said. “No, not just yet, I think. But little Hugh is very useful, and I really like him very well on the whole.”

        
I felt shocked, for a moment, at the thought of Violet accepting presents from a man she had not decidedly engaged herself to; but I said nothing, having learnt by this time that my sister and I did not always see things in the same light.

        
And now I am coming to a part of my story so drearily, mournfully sad, that my heart dies within me as I write.

        
It seemed as if with Alan all the glory and the brightness of my life had passed; and the shadows grew thicker and drearier every day.
            


            About a week after the Ainsleighs' departure there came a day never to be forgotten, every trifling incident of which seems cut with a chisel on my memory.

        
It was lovely weather, fair, clear, and sunny. The mountains appeared in their robes of softest lilac; there was no snow upon them as yet. Kate was singing gaily as she dressed, and played with her baby. Little Fred was growing into a fine, strong boy, and was the darling of the household. Violet, who was sewing her white muslin into a Garibaldi, joined in the song.

        
The only incident of the morning was, that as I was making pastry and custards in the kitchen, a man came to the door, and asked for a drink of water.

        
Lizzie handed him, some water in a small tin pannikin. Like most colonial kitchens, ours boasted a supply of these useful articles. While
            


            he drank the water—and he was some time about it—I remarked that his eyes glanced keenly all round; and as he returned the pannikin to Lizzie, he asked her to tell him the way to Mr. Ainsleigh's station, adding that he was going to work there for the present. Lizzie gave him the best directions she could concerning his road, and he presently walked off.

        
I happened to have noticed that he was an unusually handsome man, in a fair, somewhat effeminate style, and that, unlike the majority of men seeking employment, he had with him no “swag” of any description.

        
We all dined together at one o'clock on boiled chickens and ham, and cherry tart and cream, which was Violet's favourite dish. The cherries had been sent to us from Fernyhurst, in accordance with orders left by Mr. Ainsleigh with the
            


            married couple, who had been placed in charge of the house and garden.

        
Violet had a brilliant colour, and her eyes shone and sparkled. She wore a pretty black and white camlet dress, which suited her, and round her neck the pearl locket fastened to the long green ribbon.

        
Kate mentioned during dinner that she expected Mr. Maberley to tea that night. And Violet gave her head a saucy toss, and said,—

        
“Poor moth, let him burn his wings!”

        
Kate shook her head reprovingly, but did not remonstrate, knowing it to be of no use, and believing, as I did, that Hugh Maberley's ease was by no means a desperate one.

        
After dinner Violet and I were left alone together. How often have I pondered again and again in my memory every little look and word of that last interview. We spoke of our friends at
            


            home, of the people and the places where we had grown up together. No one could come between us, when we talked of the past, for we had been all in all to each other then. At last Violet got up and walked into the verandah. I went to put on my hat, for I was going across the paddock and over the creek with a little basket to fetch our butter. It was a walk I enjoyed.

        
When I came out of my room Violet was still in the verandah.

        
“Good-bye, Dolly,” she said.

        
I went to her, and she put her arms round my neck and kissed me.

        
“Come with me, Violet,” said I.

        
But she shook her head.

        
Not to-day,” she answered.

        
Good-bye, then, till tea-time,” I said, as I went out.

        


        
She did not reply, and I noticed that her face was turned away.

        
When tea was on the table that night, Kate asked me to call Violet.

        
“She went out,” Kate said, “soon after you did. But she must long since have come home, although I have not heard her.”

        
I went to Violet's door, first knocked, then gently pushed it open and walked in. The room was empty. Her hat and her long grey waterproof cloak were gone from the place where they usually hung; her work—the white muslin Garibaldi—lay just where she had thrown it down on her bed; her little blue slippers were on a chair.

        
“She can't have come home yet,” I said to Kate. “I wonder where she has gone to.”

        
“We won't wait tea,” Kate returned. “She can have some made for her when she comes in.”

        


        
Hugh Maberley came in to tea as we expected. He looked blank on finding that Violet's place was empty; and, after loitering as long as he could—for business obliged him to be home early—he was at last compelled to depart without seeing her.

        
I think we did not get uneasy about her till it became quite dark, and then, alarm seemed to strike us suddenly, like a blow. We sent Harry and the men to look everywhere in the neighbourhood for her, but without any result. Shall I ever forget that long miserable night, or the dreary dawn that followed?

        
“If she should have gone down to the creek and have fallen in!” sobbed Kate.

        
There was a deep hole not very far from the house, and the ground about that part sloped sharply away, so as to be quite hidden from the house or any of the farm building's.

        


        
Kate and I would have run down to the creek at once, but Harry interposed and went instead. He could see nothing, but remarked on his return that he fancied the grass about the edge of the creek had a rather trampled appearance.

        
When morning came, and the next day slowly wore itself out, without any news, we were obliged to look the strange and wonderful event in the face. Violet had disappeared!
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Dolly's Story.

        

Harry rode round to the houses of all our neighbours, groping blindly for some light to be cast on the mystery. No one had seen Violet anywhere. The Ainsleighs had left home nearly a week before. Poor Hugh Maberley was wild with terror and grief. He galloped backwards and forwards, looking for her in every place he could think of, and lamed one of his best horses with his hard riding. Kate cried over her baby the greater part of the day. For myself, a vague restlessness had taken
            


            possession of me. I could not remain still for many minutes at a time; whenever I sat down I began to think, and thought made my anxiety almost unendurable, so I flitted ceaselessly hither and thither, almost without motive or design.

        
At one period of the day, I remember, Kate and I hastily examined Violet's room, to see if anything we could find there would throw a light on the mystery. But our search was quite fruitless.

        
Nothing was missing except the hat, cloak, and boots, which she had put on when Kate saw her go out on that last walk. At last—

        

          
“The long, long, weary day


          
Had pass'd in tears away,”
        

        
and, as evening came on, I found myself still possessed with the same miserable restlessness. Standing in the yard at the back of the house, I was utterly unable as yet fully to realize what had
            


            happened, and, as I stood there, I half expected to see Violet herself walk up to me in the gathering evening” shadows.

        
Just then one of Harry's men, of the name of Thorpe—one of the upper class of “New Zealand working men—came up to me, and begged me in a low tone to follow him a little way from the house, as he had something of importance to say to me.

        
I knew Thorpe well; I had often lent him books and been astonished at his self-education. He was one of those men who are sure to rise from the ranks sooner or later. I followed him when he asked me, marvelling much at his manner, but without the slightest hesitation.

        
A few paces further from the house he paused, and I came up to him and stood by his side. A little sunset-light still lingered over the mountains
            


            and touched the giant maiden's breast and billowy hair with blood. The granary on our right stood out sharply defined against the darkening sky of night.

        
“I have been down to the creek, Miss Dolly,” Thorpe said, in a subdued tone, “and I found this.”

        
He placed in my hands what seemed at first sight a stained and faded strip of rag, with something glittering at one end of it. At the next glance I knew it for the green ribbon that Violet had worn round her neck the afternoon she disappeared, with the locket still attached to it.

        
Yes, there could be no doubt about it, it was the very same—muddy and damp as the green silk had become, and though the locket was scratched and bent, and had apparently been trodden upon; for one of the small pearls which formed the letter V
            


            upon its face had been forced out of its setting and was gone.

        
I looked at Thorpe, I am conscious, with wide, horror-struck eyes as the full meaning of this discovery gradually dawned upon me.

        
“You found it by the creek?” I said, trembling so much that I could scarcely stand.

        
“Half hidden in the mud at the very edge of the creek, almost in the water,” he replied; “and I brought it to you, for I thought it might be a clue, and perhaps, as Mrs. Somerset is but delicate, she had better not see it, poor thing!”

        
It was quite evident what conclusion the man had come to from this awful piece of evidence, and what other could I come to myself, however I might still try to cling to hope?

        
I thanked him for his thoughtfulness, and told him he was quite right in his conjecture, the
            


            locket did belong to my sister Violet. I could not bring myself yet to speak in the past tense, though it was fearfully probable that to say it “had belonged” to her would have been more correct.

        
The next thing I remember is trying to walk back to the house, and feeling my way along by the fence, like a person groping in the dark. The cool night air blowing on my hot forehead revived me, and seemed to clear my mind and give me fresh strength.

        
Hope sprang up again, and showed herself not dead as yet. What was the discovery of the locket and the ribbon but a piece of circumstantial evidence with nothing so far to follow it up? My heart rebounded against the cold despair that had oppressed it, and I said to myself that the thing was too horrible to be true.

        
I saw Harry ride into the yard at that time. I
            


            beckoned to him, and he came to me at once. When he saw the locket, and heard the story, he said to me,—

        
“Don't tell Kate, and to-morrow, as soon as it is light, I will set the police to work.”

        
That night I had a strange dream. I was so utterly exhausted with anxiety and watching the night before that I fell asleep almost as soon as my head touched the pillow. And this was what I dreamed:—I thought I was in the heart of the bush. Strange trees and shrubs, never beheld by me before I left England, grew on all sides of me. I stood on the bank of a creek, which formed itself at my feet into a clear shallow pool. The moonlight poured through the boughs of the trees on to the water, and on to a white motionless figure, which floated just before me, so that I could not see the face.

        


        
In my dream I was possessed with the fancy that it was Violet's form. The words “Drowned! Drowned!” seemed to ring in my ears. I followed the windings of the creek; the moonlight always shone through, the foliage, and always there was the floating figure with the hidden face.

        
I cried, “Violet! Violet!” I wrung my hands. The figure slowly raised itself on the water. The face was—not Violet's; it was the face of the man who had asked the way to Mr. Ainsleigh's station the day that Violet disappeared.

        
I awoke with a sensation of relief, as if a load had been lifted from my mind; but the moon was shining through the window, and in its light something on the dressing-table sparkled; it was the locket, which had been placed there the evening before by Harry.

        


        
A fresh spasm of dismay overcame me as I recognized it, and I could only hide my face in my pillow and pray. After that I slept quietly for the rest of the night, and was troubled by no more feverish visions.
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The next day two mounted constables came out. They were busy at the creek. Kate is asked no questions, and wished to hear nothing. In the morning Hugh Maberley was over, and we of course showed him the locket, and told him of the place where it had been discovered. He took it in his hand, and turned it over and over on his palm with a very grave face.

        
“You gave it to her did you not, Mr. Maberley?” I ventured to inquire.

        


        
He looked surprised at the question.

        
“I?” he said. “No, indeed, I never gave her that locket; I never saw it before in my life. What do you mean, Miss Dolly?”

        
“She told me so,” I said faintly, trying to recall exactly what Violet had said about it on the first and last day I saw her wear it.

        
He looked extremely puzzled; then shook his head.

        
“There must be some mistake,” he said. “I never yet ventured to offer Miss Violet as handsome a present as that; and I doubt if she would have accepted it from me if I had.”

        
So on every side the mystery increased; the darkness seemed to thicken.

        
Towards the middle of the afternoon, Harry suddenly burst into the house. He gathered up Kate, Lizzie, myself, and the baby, as if it were in
            


            one handful, bundled us all into Kate's bed-room, and locked us in. Then we heard him go out again.

        
Kate and I, pale as death, sat holding each other's hands, scarcely daring to breathe, while Lizzie walked up and down the room with the baby.

        
What was happening outside?

        
At last Kate became faint with the suspense, and Lizzie had to lay the baby down while she opened the window, while I bathed Kate's forehead with eau-de-Cologne. Through the open window a faint, compressed murmur of many voices stole in, with here and there a louder tone, as of one who gave directions, rising above the rest.

        
At last Harry returned, flushed and excited.

        
“They have found a body in the creek,” he said. “Nonsense, Kate” (for she uttered a cry), “it is the body of! a man.”

        
We breathed freely again, and Harry went on.

        


        
“The men were going to carry it through the yard, and over the bridge to the stables, and I did not want any of you to look out just then, so I fastened you in here.”

        
“The body of a man,” repeated Kate with a shudder.

        
“Yes,” returned Harry. “And what is odd about it is, that the police say it is one of themselves who had been despatched lately into this neighbourhood, and reported missing. They don't, of course, let out what his business here was.”

        
“Was he a tall, fair man?” asked I.

        
“Yes,” returned Harry. “He was here the other day. Don't you recollect? I saw him in the yard, and he asked the way to Fernyhurst.”

        
Then it was the face of my dream, and the man who had puzzled us at the time we saw him was a policeman in plain clothes! What could have
            


            been his errand at Alan Ainsleigh's house? What connecting link could there have been between this policeman and Violet that her locket should have been found at the place where he was, drowned?

        
We wearied ourselves with vain conjectures to which none of us could frame any answer, until Harry was obliged to go back again, and leave us once more alone.

        
“Take courage,” he said, as he went out; “I do not believe that Violet is dead, and I do not think that the police believe it either. But they looked grave over her locket, and asked leave to retain it in their hands for the present.”

        
Later in the day we received the satisfactory intelligence that nothing further had been discovered in or near the creek, and that the two constables were going away for the present. And
            


            so, though “the day was weary, and never so long, at last it rang to evensong,” and the second night since Violet was lost came down upon the land.
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Time went on. Many more days passed by without a single ray of light striking the darkness which enveloped Violet's fate.

        
There was a little stir and excitement until the death of the drowned man was duly inquired into and he was buried, then all subsided into a dead calm. If the police had hit upon any clue, they did not take us into their confidence.

        
Kate was the most hopeless of us, I think. One day she proposed to me to put on mourning,
            


            but Harry overheard her, and forbade us so decidedly even to think of such a thing at present, that the subject was never afterwards mentioned between us.

        
For myself I could not feel that Violet was dead. My old dream came back in slightly altered forms again and again. But always I stood in the bush; Australian shrubs grew around me; and always there was a veiled form, whose face I could not see. There was water, there was moonlight and trees all around, and I always felt the same miserable uncertainty whether the floating figure was really Violet or not.

        
I had never been in the Australian bush in my life, but in my visions of the night I wandered there again and again.

        
Kate's baby was a great comfort to me at this period. The little fellow grew so fat, and strong,
            


            and intelligent, and was a greater pet with us all than ever. It seemed as though a gap having been formed in our family circle, we all drew closer together that we might feel it less.

        
We almost grew to look upon poor Hugh Maberley as one of ourselves. He roamed the neighbourhood like an uneasy ghost. At last, in despair, he came to me. He always did come to me in his desponding moods, and when the hopeful fit was on him he went to Kate. He told me at last he could bear it no longer. He must go away. His brother would look after his affairs, and he intended to spend the winter in Melbourne.

        
“Perhaps when I come back in the spring I may have forgotten her a little,” he said, and looked up at Violet's photograph on the wall, and sighed.

        
I was very sorry for him, and I told him I thought that he had much better go.

        


        
Then he shook hands with us both, and asked if he could do anything for us in Melbourne, and next week he went away.

        
It seemed as if all our friends were going away. What had become of the Ainsleighs? We never heard anything about them now.

        
Beautiful fruit and most lovely flowers were sent to us regularly from Fernyhurst. “Such was the order Mr. Ainsleigh had left when he went away,” Harry was told, and he had also given directions that all the new books and periodicals arriving by the mails were to be forwarded at once for my entertainment.

        
With one thing and another I was kept in mind of Alan very constantly, but where he was I did not know. Several times I felt strongly tempted to write to him and tell him of the great trouble that had fallen upon us, but I had literally no idea
            


            how to address my letter, and I shrank from asking any of our friends who were likely to know. Besides, could I, after all that had passed, send him what he might interpret as a summons to return?

        
Winter set in early that year, cold and damp. The mountains assumed their most glorious raiment; the giant maiden became a statue of alabaster on a colossal tomb.

        
With the first frosts of winter, quite unexpectedly to everybody, Hugh Maberley came back. He had been in Melbourne only a month. He returned to his old life and his daily work as quietly as if he had never been away. Had he found absence such an effectual anodyne, I wondered? After all his despair could he have forgotten Violet so soon?

        
We might have both thought so, for any sign
            


            he gave to the contrary; but one strange circumstance perplexed us—he never came to see us now. We had all liked him very cordially, and bound together as we all were by the links of a common trouble, we should ever have welcomed him, almost as one of ourselves. But he never came near us at all. More than that, Harry assured us that, meeting him accidentally once or twice in the street, Hugh had deliberately avoided him, and had even, crossed over the way to escape more than an ordinary greeting.

        
This seemed strange; and Kate and I felt hurt at the marked coldness which he continued to display towards us, until we charitably reflected that poor Hugh had certainly been through some trouble, and that perhaps we reminded him too painfully of former happy days with Violet for our companionship to be altogether agreeable to him.

        


        
However it might be, we ceased after a while to wonder at the matter any more, having plenty of other and more exciting food for thought.

        
One day I set forth by myself for a walk to Fernyhurst. It was only about two miles from us through the paddocks, though nearly double as far by the road; although nothing of the place, nor even of the road to it, could be seen from our windows, owing to the sharp spur of a hill cutting off the view.

        
Not one of us had been near Fernyhurst since Alan's departure; and Kate and I had agreed that we must offer Mrs. Barton, the wife of the man who had the principal charge of the place, the civility of thanking her for the regularity with which she had executed Mr. Ainsleigh's orders in sending us the choicest fruits and flowers the garden afforded.

        
It was a charming day for a walk, fine and
            


            bright, and I could see the mountains before me nearly all the way. I felt delightfully snug and warm in my little sealskin jacket and hat, and I had been sensible enough to put on strong boots, for there had been rain in the night, and the ground was wet and slippery.

        
I entered the Fernyhurst garden by a small gate at the side, which I was acquainted with, intending to make my way round from there to the front of the house. Just as I closed the little gate behind me I saw a slip of paper lying at the roots of a laurustinus near me, as if blown there by the wind. I should not have noticed it twice, but that the paper was the pink colour which Violet had so much affected, and a large supply of which she had brought out with her, stamped with her monogram in gold.

        
The colour attracted me so much that I could
            


            not resist picking up the crumpled morsel of paper. Yes, it was certainly a scrap of Violet's very own writing-paper; and, more than that, there were undoubtedly words upon it in my sister's handwriting.
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I cannot describe the strange sensation with which I realized that I held in my hand a part of a letter written by Violet herself. It appeared to me as if I had stumbled at last upon the first trace of her which we had any of us discovered since her disappearance.

        
The question was, when was this letter written?

        
The paper was damp as if with lying in the rain, and was torn through crossways, but the words upon it were still easily to be deciphered.
            


            It was evidently half of a torn-up note, which some one had intended to destroy and throw away; and this some one, whoever it was, had, fortunately, not succeeded in the intention.

        
I sat down among the wattles and blue gums, which grew thickly in this part of the garden, and, quite secure from observation myself, began to examine into the evidence afforded by this precious document at my leisure. I cast sharp glances in all directions to discover if possible the missing half of the note paper I held in my hand, but it was not visible anywhere.

        
Spreading out the thin pink waif upon my lap, I was rejoiced to find that the first words my eye rested upon were a date, clearly marked. Yes, it was dated the very day that Violet disappeared!

        
At the top was the gilt monogram “V. S.”
            


            quite perfect. A little beneath the words, “Dearest R., I shall expect you early. Don't forget …” The rest was torn away. Beneath came part of another line: “do not suspect …” Another blank; “my dear pearl locket which you gave me;” and last of all, nearly complete, the signature, “Your Violet.”

        
After decyphering this I felt more thoroughly perplexed in my mind than I had ever felt yet. I had hoped that this unexpectedly discovered relic of my lost sister might have thrown a clearer light than before upon her fate. It seemed to me as if it only increased the mystery which surrounded it.

        
Who was “R.?”—the “R.” whom it appeared she was expecting on the day we last saw her. The donor apparently of her handsome locket. Could she have been clandestinely engaged to some person in the neighbourhood? But, if so, why
            


            clandestinely—why not have asked Harry's consent openly?

        
Oh, if that mysterious letter “R.” had but been followed by the remaining letters of the word it represented!

        
Sitting and musing thus, I heard the latch of the little gate by which I had entered the garden click, and a man's footstep on the gravel. Some one was coming up the path towards me, whistling “Annie Laurie” as he advanced.

        
I felt suddenly like a detected spy; my cheeks burnt red as fire, and stepping hastily out from my hiding-place, I found myself, not face to face with Alan Ainsleigh, as I had half expected, but with Hugh Maberley.

        
He was caught at last, and could not avoid a meeting, and we shook hands, rather constrainedly. His sunburnt face had flushed up, and he still
            


            looked somewhat as if he would have run away, if he could. I thought, too, that he appeared unusually grave.

        
Of course I explained to him immediately how it was I came to be there.

        
His face did not relax, even when I said point blank, for I was determined to know what ailed him, “You have not been to see us for a long time, Mr. Maberley.”

        
“The truth is, Miss Dolly,” he said, “I don't think your sister treated me very well. I don't much care to be reminded of her at present. There—you have it all now, and you can be angry with me for saying it, if you please.”

        
“I don't understand what you mean, Mr. Maberley,” I said. “How did Violet treat you ill?” Then as a sudden thought struck me, I added, hastily, “Oh! for heaven's sake, if you have
            


            found out anything which we do not know, tell me at once, and put me out of this awful state of suspense!”

        
Hugh stroked his light beard, and seemed to hesitate. At last he said,—

        
“Is it possible that you have heard nothing of her, all this time?”

        
“Nothing,” I returned, promptly.

        
I drew the bit of pink note paper from my glove, where I had hidden it, and showed it to Hugh; telling him, at the same time, how it had come into my possession.

        
He read it carefully twice over; then returned it to me, and frowned as he did so.

        
“I cannot tell how it got here,” said he, “nor to whom it is addressed. But one thing is clear as daylight, Miss Dolly—your sister had some other attachment, which, for reasons of her own, she
            


            desired to keep a secret; and she only used me as a decoy, to throw you all off the right scent. I say it was treating me very badly, and I feel it.”

        
He ground the gravel on the path under the heel of his boot in his indignation. I had never seen his good-tempered face with so black an expression upon it before; but if the truth was as he imagined, he had certainly, as he said, been treated very badly.

        
“But I cannot believe it, Mr. Maberley,” I said, after pondering his words for a moment or two. “What proof is there of such deceit on my sister's part, except this vague note and that mysterious locket?”

        
“What proof, did you say? “Hugh flamed out. “Then I will tell you what I know at once. I hadn't been in Melbourne a week before I saw
            


            your sister, Violet, driving down Bourke Street in a handsome carriage. I looked into her face, and she looked into mine, and we knew each other!”
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I grasped hold of Mr. Maberley's arm in my excitement.

        
“You really saw Violet!” I gasped out. My first sensation was one of infinite relief. She was not dead, then; I did not at the first moment realize all the conclusions forced upon us by her re-appearance. “Oh, thank God!” I said softly to myself.

        
Hugh looked down again moodily, and trod harder than ever upon the gravel at his feet.

        
“It is not much of a matter of thankfulness to me,” he said.

        


        
“What, not to find that she is alive?” I returned, indignantly.

        
“I never thought her dead,” he replied, “except for a day or so at the first. And if she had been dead, I could have loved and honoured her still, instead of despising her, as I do now, for her treachery.”

        
These were bitter words; but a man treated as Hugh had been had a right to feel indignant. I was beginning to be aware that I should now for the first time in my life be compelled to hear Violet blamed, and not be able to stand forth in her defence.

        
“I am truly sorry, Mr. Maberley,” I said, very humbly now. “Indeed I feel for you from my heart. But perhaps even yet Violet may be able to explain everything quite simply to us some day.”

        


        
I do not know what wild ideas were running through my mind. One of the least improbable was, that Violet had in some perfectly innocent manner been the cause of the policeman's fall into the creek, and had fled in a panic to avoid the consequences of discovery.

        
Hugh shrugged his shoulders at my words.

        
“Your trust in her is something wonderful, Miss Dolly,” he said; then, with a sudden softening in his tone, “but I think on the whole I admire you for it.”

        
I made no reply to this compliment, which fell very flatly on my ears. I was still revolving in my brain all kinds of wonderful and impossible theories to account for Violet's conduct, and there was a silence betwixt us for some moments. Hugh was the first to speak again.

        
“It is as plain as daylight now,” he said, “that
            


            Violet loved some other man, and only used me for her own purposes. When she had done with me she threw me overboard. It is enough to make a fellow curse all womankind.”

        
He spoke with exceeding bitterness.

        
“But, Mr. Maberley, think for a moment,” I said, entreatingly. In my simplicity I was still trying to believe in my lost Violet. “Who could she have been attached to? No one ever came to our house half so often as yourself.”

        
“Yes,” he returned; “one person did.”

        
“And who was that?”

        
“It was Ainsleigh.”

        
Remembering that we were standing just within the boundaries of Ainsleigh's own garden, he lowered his voice with the last words.

        
I felt myself grow pale at this unexpected reply, and could not answer for a moment. How could
            


            I tell Hugh Maberley of the real reason which made Alan such a frequent visitor of ours?

        
“I have thought it all over,” Hugh went on, presently. “And it is quite plain to me now. Of course it was Ainsleigh, and we were all perfectly blind not to have seen it at the time.”

        
“But Violet did not like Mr. Ainsleigh,” I said, goaded by despair to enter some kind of defence. “His sister was the one she liked best.”

        
“That is nonsense,” said Hugh. “She only pretended she did not like him. Girls are fond, I believe, of professing dislike to a man they are really wild about. As for his sister, he used her for a cloak to his real designs. Madelaine Ainsleigh is perfectly mad, you know; I am sure of it. But she has still quite enough wits to carry out the part he set her to play.”

        
But the Ainsleighs were away,” I protested
            


            once more, but more faintly, being borne down by the decision with which he spoke. “They had, been gone a week before Violet disappeared.”

        
“That is the most suspicious circumstance of all,” said Hugh. “Gone? Not they. At least not so far but that she could join them at a preconcerted signal. Where had they gone to? It was a very sudden move on their part, and why have they never been back since? If you can answer these questions, I will allow that there is just a chance I may be mistaken.”

        
He spoke so confidently, as a man who had weighed the evidence on both sides and thoroughly made up his mind with regard to the verdict, that I was completely silenced. Not one word more could I add in defence of anybody.

        
“So now you see, Miss Dolly,” Hugh wound up more kindly, “why I am so sure about this
            


            matter, and why I have been behaving like a bear lately to you and Mrs. Somerset. You must forgive me, for you know I have, and always shall have, the very highest opinion of you.”

        
Once more his compliment sounded to me as empty words. What was a soft speech or two to me after the dreadful discoveries I seemed to have been lately making?

        
I murmured something in reply; what it was I do not know, but Hugh shook hands with me very cordially, begged I would forgive anything he had said which might have offended me, and, adding that his business there was over, as he had learnt that Ainsleigh had not yet returned, he walked away again out of the little gate by which he had entered the garden.

        
I stood for some minutes on the spot where he had left me, and presently saw him riding away
            


            across the paddock in the distance. Then I crept back to my old place among the blue gums and laid my face in my hands and tried to think.

        
If Hugh was right, then nothing could exceed Alan's falseness—except Violet's. But oh! I could not help believing even now that he must be mistaken. Had not Alan begged me with his own lips to trust him till he could come forward and clear his good name?

        
I don't know how long I sat there, but I sprang up at last hastily, frightened to remember how time was passing by, and that my errand at the house was still unaccomplished. I walked round to the front of the house, and Mrs. Barton saw me through one of the windows and opened the door to me immediately.

        
She was a pleasant, middle-aged woman, with no children; an Englishwoman, and came from
            


            the same county that I did. This made us quite good friends directly, and she received my thanks for the fruit she had sent us very graciously.

        
I could not resist asking her when she expected Mr. Ainsleigh home, for I felt a nervous dread all the time lest the door should open suddenly and he should make his appearance and find me in the very heart of his territories. I felt inclined to start at the least noise.

        
Well, Mrs. Barton could not say when he might be expected for certain; but not immediately, she believed. Anyhow, Barton had directions in Mr. Ainsleigh's hand-writing for the management of the place during the next two months.

        
“Is Miss Madelaine likely to come home any sooner? “I asked.

        
No, Mrs. Barton did not think so; and then she laughed.

        


        
“Miss Madelaine is an odd lassie, isn't she, Miss Somerset?”

        
“Mrs. Barton,” I said—ashamed of myself for asking, but quite unable, after my late conversation with Hugh, to resist the temptation—“did you ever see anything about her to make you think she was a little deranged?”

        
Mrs. Barton deliberated.

        
“Well, no,” she said at last; “I can't honestly say that I have; though I know many people think it of her, too. But she's a strange young lady, is Miss Madelaine! And she's that cunning! Her brother don't know half of her goings on; and she's a sore trouble to him as it is.”

        
“I thought it was a mistake, Mrs. Barton,” I said. “But I had heard people call her mad, and I wanted to ask you.”

        
“Well, you know, ma'am,” she replied; “any-
            


            body might well think it, who saw how cranky she is sometimes. If doing nothing that most young ladies do, and everything that most young ladies don't, makes people think her mad, why it can't be wondered at; but there's no doubt that she knows right from wrong as well as you or me.”

        
I thought I had heard enough, by this time, and got up to take my leave. But Mrs. Barton was quite distressed at this proceeding.

        
“Not until you have had a cup of tea, my dear,” said she; and put me forcibly back into Mr. Ainsleigh's easy chair, and hastened out of the room to prepare it.

        
I was not hungry, or thirsty; but all my life I have had a great dread of hurting people's feelings by refusing to accept trifling acts of kindness. If I could not eat, I could pretend to do so, and that would answer the purpose as well.

        


        
So I waited, and looking round for something to beguile the time, my eye lighted on a photographic album, bound in crimson velvet, upon the book-shelves.

        
But when I had taken it down and opened it, I was disappointed of the amusement I expected. There were only two photographs in the book; all the others had been removed, and the names beneath carefully erased. The two that remained were framed side by side. One was of Alan himself, a very good one. I had the curiosity to look at the name of the photographer. The name was an uncommon one, an Italian name; it lingered in my memory, and so did that of the town—a country town—where the photograph had been taken. I mention this to throw a light upon what happened afterwards.

        
Side by side with Alan's portrait was one of a
            


            very beautiful woman. The face was quite strange to me; it was a sweet and lovely face, very gentle and very sad. The photograph appeared to have been copied from a picture.

        
It could not have been Alan's mother; the fashion of the hair and dress was too recent for that. Another sister of his? That seemed more likely; but if so, she did not resemble him in the least.

        
I shut the book and put it away, and it struck me then, with a cold chill, how very little I really knew about the man who had not so very long ago expressed a determination to make me his wife. No one knew where he came from or what he had come out here for, or who his friends might be. He did not pass as a married man, but he might have been for aught that any one knew to the contrary.

        


        
Long, after I had left Fernyhurst and walked home, I caught myself wondering again and again who' could be the original of the lovely portrait which Alan had placed by the side of his own.
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Of course I told Kate and Harry about my meeting with Hugh Maberley, and equally of course I left out all that he had said about the Ainsleighs. I merely made them aware that Hugh had seen Violet in Melbourne, and had come home bitterly indignant at the deceit which had been practised upon him.

        
We could no longer feel any doubt that our sister had deliberately run away. It was very sad and shocking, and poor Kate took it dreadfully to
            


            heart. Harry flamed up with a man's anger, and vowed that Violet should never again cross his threshold. As for myself, troubles seemed to press upon me just then till I was almost brokenhearted.

        
Violet's room had been kept locked ever since she disappeared. We had looked over her things once, as I mentioned before, hoping vainly to make some discovery which might guide us through the mystery of her loss. But we had met with nothing that could in any way help us. All her small possessions were as she had been accustomed to keep them. So we locked up the room.

        
But on my way home from Fernyhurst it struck me suddenly that all Madelaine Ainsleigh's letters to Violet must have been destroyed, as we had not found one of them amongst her things. This set
            


            me considering, and finally I resolved to have another search, and a more complete one by myself, without letting Kate know of my intention.

        
But though I resolved this, when the time arrived for carrying out my purpose I shrank from doing so with a reluctance which I could not myself account for. I let opportunity after opportunity slip by, and still I could not bring myself to open the locked door.

        
While I loitered thus, unconscious that I was upon the verge of a great discovery, and pausing with a vague uneasiness upon the brink, a chance push from another hand decided the question, and gave me the impetus required.

        
Sitting one day with Kate and helping her to sew for little Fred, she tossed across the table to me a scrap of bright-coloured braid.

        
“There,” she said, “I want another yard, of that
            


            to finish, the trimming of baby's pinafore; Violet had some of it among her things, I know she had. Oh, Dolly, do go and look if you can find some in her drawer for me.”

        
Kate shrank from going herself, and I could not bear to refuse. So that afternoon I entered Violet's room, and, when once there, I locked myself in.

        
What did I hope or expect to find? I don't know; it was the scrap of paper I had picked up at Fernyhurst which had turned my thoughts in the direction of written traces of my sister. I determined to look everywhere in which the smallest atom of a letter, or even an envelope, might have lam concealed.

        
I took out in the first place all Violet's dresses, shook them carefully, and searched in every pocket. There were the lavender and the Japanese silks, in which she had looked so beautiful on days I
            


            remembered; the white piqué, the green and white muslin, delicate prints too, which she had worn in a morning, and little aprons with pockets, lying folded safely in the drawers. It was all in vain, I found nothing except, in one muslin dress, a withered rose, most probably from the garden at Fernyhurst, for we had no roses about our house as yet.

        
I sat down on the neat little bed, which I had taken care was ready made, as if we had expected Violet back that night, and considered where to look next. Violet had no desk, merely a small morocco writing-case in which she was accustomed to keep a few sheets of paper and an envelope or two at a time. This we had found empty after her disappearance, and it was now in Harry's safe keeping.

        
She had very few trinkets, like myself; Violet
            


            had sometimes troubled herself about this, and wished for handsome jewellery far beyond her reach. Such as we both had we kept in common, generally in Violet's little workbox. I looked it over, and found them all there as usual, nothing was missing except a small jet brooch and earrings, which I remembered Violet was wearing when she kissed me in the verandah on that last afternoon. She must have meant that kiss for a farewell, and I was so unsuspicious at the time.

        
I did not know where to look next, yet I was loth to give up the search. It seemed to me as if I must find something before I left the room.

        
At last I took out all the drawers, one by one, from their frame, and looked carefully behind them, and then I really did make a discovery at last! Behind the smallest drawer, on the left-hand side, I found a photograph. It must have slipped out
            


            and lain hidden there for some little time, for it had grown dusty, and was besides rather crushed.

        
It was a photograph of a man. Upon the back was written, in a man's bold hand, “From Richard to Violet.” “Richard,” then, was the “R.” to whom her note was addressed.

        
It was a stroke of wonderful good luck, indeed, to have stumbled upon Richard's likeness.

        
At the first glance I did not recognize the face before me. It seemed the face of a stranger. Looking at it again, I perceived a resemblance to some one with whom I was acquainted, but I could not recall whom. At the third inspection I knew it.

        
It was Madelaine Ainsleigh in the dress of a man!

        
Turning the photograph over, I saw that it had on the back the same name and that of the same town as the portrait of Alan Ainsleigh which I had
            


            seen at Fernyhurst. Probably they had both been taken at the same time.

        
The whole truth flashed, like the sudden striking of a light, across my mind. We had all been the victims of a monstrous deception, and Madelaine Ainsleigh was not a girl at all, but a man in woman's disguise.

        
All her odd ways were now accounted for, and the extraordinary repugnance I had always experienced towards her. But Violet! she had allowed herself to be drawn on, until this man's influence over her could compel her to leave home and friends, and go with him wherever he chose to take her. The little brook had swelled at last into the great river which Violet could never recross again, and Dolly stood looking after her mournfully from the further side.

        
“Richard!” what was Richard's other name?
            


            and in what relation did he really stand to Alan Ainsleigh? I comprehended now why Alan had hesitated when I asked him point-blank if Madelaine was his sister.

        
I got up from the bed with the photograph clasped tight in one hand, and mechanically unfastened the door, which I had locked, passed out of the room, and refastened it behind me. The kitchen was empty, the outer door stood open, the cool evening air stole in on my flushed face.

        
The next moment I found myself outside the house, and in another instant, though how I got there I hardly know, I was leaning against the fence of the paddock at the back of the house.

        
Some one came up to me softly in the gathering dusk leading a horse. Dimly I recognized the easy grace of the most distinguished—looking man I knew—Alan Ainsleigh.
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Chapter XVII. 
Dolly's Story.

        

He was by my side almost before I was aware of it. I stood looking at him like a person in a dream. But when he held out his hand, which he did doubtfully, as if uncertain whether I should accept it, I recoiled from him with a start.

        
He stood looking at me wistfully across the fence, and for some minutes neither of us spoke a word.

        
The dusk fell softly round us, everything was very still. The horse jerked the bridle out of Alan's hand, and began to eat the short grass by
            


            the fence; he let the reins fall as if unconscious that he did so.

        
As I stood there looking at him, my eye took in, as a woman's eye is used to do, every little detail of his dress, his attitude, his look, the heather colour of his shooting-coat, the pattern of his watch-chain, photographed themselves upon my memory for life; the quiet patrician ease of his gestures, the intellect and the power of his face, all smote me then with an additional pang; for I knew that I loved him with all my heart and soul, that I should never love any one again as I did this man—“there he stood, my king!” And my love lay at present under a cloak so dark, that it was the greatest misery of my life—yes, greater by far than even the loss of my sister.

        
At last I said, trying to speak very coldly and indifferently, as if to a stranger,—

        


        
“Good evening, Mr. Ainsleigh. I am surprised to see you here.”

        
He made no answer to this. I heard him say softly,—

        
“How pale she is, and how much thinner she has grown—my little Dolly!”

        
Then addressing me directly, he said,—

        
“Don't you hate us both now, Dolly—both my brother and me? Will you forgive me far enough to listen to what I have to say to you?”

        
I opened my hand and showed him the photograph I had held tightly clasped all this time.

        
“Is this your brother?” I said.

        
“My half-brother, Richard,” he replied.

        
“And what, then, is your real name?”

        
I felt contemptuous at the remembrance of the deceit that had been, practised upon us, and I am sure that I spoke with contempt in my voice.

        


        
“Before I answer you,” he said, “I want to know if you will let me tell you everything. Not half the story, but the whole truth from beginning to end.”

        
“The truth?” I replied, more scornfully than ever. “Are you sure it is that you intend to tell?”

        
It was such a cruel speech that I hated myself for it the moment afterwards, and he shivered suddenly as if I had hurt him. He took a thick sealed envelope from his pocket and laid it in my hands.

        
“Read that to-night,” he said, “and then pass sentence on me when you please. But don't do it till you have heard my defence.”

        
He moved a little away as if to go, then stopped and stood looking at me again, wistfully.

        
“You are so pale,” he said. “When did you
            


            get that anxious look in your eyes, Dolly? It will haunt me.”

        
“My looks are of no consequence now to any one,” I replied, coldly; “don't trouble yourself about them. But before you go, I should like to know your brother's real name, as I suppose he will no longer try to pass himself off as Madelaine Ainsleigh.”

        
“His real name is Carewe,” he returned.

        
“Then Richard Carewe is the name of the man to whom I owe an undying grudge, of the villain who has robbed me of my sister?” I threw the bitterest emphasis in my power into the words.

        
“And Alan Carewe is the name of the man who will never cease to love you as long as he lives, however much you may despise him,” he answered, and with that he caught up Ms horse's bridle, raised his hat to me, and sprang into the saddle.

        


        
I could just see the figure of one of the men in the yard in the dusk, and knew what had cut short the interview.

        
“Thorpe,” I said, “be so good as to open the gate to Mr. Ainsleigh.”

        
And then I knew that Thorpe would see him on to the road, and that he would have no excuse for lingering. But almost before he was out of sight I was crying bitterly, with my cheek against the rough bar of the fence; and I felt at that moment as if the very darkest hour of all my life had come upon me.

        
That night, alone in my room, I opened Alan's letter.
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Chapter XVIII. 
Alan's Story.

        

When you read these lines, Dolly—this history which I am writing expressly for your eyes—you will know, I have no doubt, enough of the truth to make you very bitter against my brother and me.

        
I call him my half-brother, for his mother's sake. Strictly speaking, he is no near blood relation of mine at all, and it is a connexionship of which I can scarcely be expected to be proud; but I promised his mother, Dolly, that I would act by Richard as if he were my own brother, and I have tried to keep my word.

        


        
He is ten years younger than I am. He was a mere lad when my father married the widow of his distant cousin Rupert Carewe, and she brought her young son with her when she came to live at Curtis Knowle. Eleanor was only as much older than I as I was of Richard, and she was a very beautiful, very charming woman. I can speak of her now, alas! only in the past tense; she is dead, and whatever Richard does can trouble her no more, thank God!

        
My beautiful stepmother was the idol of my boyish heart. I am quite sure I loved her far more than her own son did. Richard takes after his father, who was not a good man, and he was always a source of great anxiety to her, and, for her sake, to me. For her sake! I have gone through much for that, but I have been faithful to my promise, Eleanor, and I think you would give your verdict, at all events, in my favour.

        


        
The small fortune which Richard inherited from his father he soon got rid of. He would settle to no profession, would take up no steady occupation of any kind; thus, when he had spent his last farthing, he became dependant upon his mother and on me.

        
My father was dead by that time, and I had begun my reign at Curtis Knowle. We lived there chiefly; sometimes we went to town for a few weeks, but Eleanor was a country flower, and in town she faded, so we never stayed there long.

        
I had one uncle living—a man of wealth as my father had been. He had no children, and would, I think, have attached himself to Richard if Richard would have given him a chance.

        
There was some farmer's daughter in our neighbourhood whom Richard greatly admired. I saw her once—a handsome, coarse-looking girl, openly
            


            angling for a husband above her in rank. What promises Richard may have made her I do not know; however, the next event that came to our knowledge was that he had taken her with him to Paris, and that they were living there in lavish style.

        
What puzzled Eleanor and myself was, where had he got the money for this escapade? Not from her, and not from me. We were too much on our guard, and knew his character only too well by this time-the morels the pity.

        
The truth came out at last, however, when Richard stepped suddenly in at the drawing-room window one evening, as his mother lay reading on her sofa, and told her abruptly that he had forged my uncle's name for a considerable amount; that the fraud had been discovered, my uncle was furious, and that the police were at that moment on his track.

        


        
I was in the library which opened from the drawing-room, looking over papers and accounts, when I heard Eleanor's cry, and running in, found her fainting on the sofa and Richard sullenly looking at her without offering to do anything for her relief.

        
I flung him to the farther end of the room, where he fell against the wall, and knelt down by her and took her in my arms. I seemed to feel, for the first time, the cold shadow of the separation fast approaching between her and me. Who could wonder at it? He had broken her heart.

        
Later on, when she had recovered a little, we hastily made such, arrangements as we could together for Richard's safety. He was to leave England at once with me, and he was to travel in disguise. His small-featured face, without moustache or whisker, and slightly-made figure,
            


            suggested a woman's disguise as being suitable to our purpose. We tried it at once with some of the plainest costumes in Eleanor's wardrobe, and found it answer so well that our parts were decided on at once.

        
He was to be my sister, and my name was to be Ainsleigh.

        
The next thing was to settle where to go. The Continent would not do. The police were on the look-out too closely. We decided on a voyage to Australia. I had often wished to try one, and Eleanor begged of me to take him as far and as much out of the world as I could.

        
Then she made me promise to guard his safety, as if he were my very own brother. For her sake, with her arms round my neck, I promised. For three years, I was, if necessary, to keep up the disguise; at all events, I was never to disclose the secret to
            


            any one during that time. After such an interval there was no doubt that my uncle's anger would be appeased, and terms with him might be come to.

        
There was of course no necessity for my remaining away so long. It was settled between us that I was to come home in about a year, leaving Richard safely established in some remote corner of the colonies.

        
I see Eleanor's blue eyes now, as she looked me through to make sure that I meant what I said, and I hear the tone of her voice as she whispered, “I trust you, Alan. I know you're loyal to the core.”

        
I kissed her hand as I made my vow. She was mother, sister, and friend all in one to me, and I valued her happiness more than my own.

        
So we parted; not as we thought for long,
            


            but, as our ship passed down the Channel, Eleanor was lying dead at Curtis Knowle—heart complaint, I suppose they called it; but I know that trouble and anxiety about Richard were the real causes of her death.

        
The news reached us when we landed in Melbourne, and then I did not care to go home. We came to New Zealand, and established ourselves where you have known us, at Fernyhurst. What had I left to live for now, I said to myself, except to carry out my promise to my dead friend to the uttermost. I did not know at first all that it was to cost me.

        
Wait a little, Dolly, as you read these lines, and try to separate Alan from Richard in your thoughts. Don't hold me responsible for all that he has done; the only link that ever held us together was Eleanor Carewe, and the sweet briar—
            


            her favourite flower—is growing now upon her grave.

        
If I could only see your face as you read these lines I should know if I had any chance left with you. If I could only plead with my own voice to you, “As you are strong be merciful!”

        
* * * * *

        
Even now, Dolly, you see I cannot clear up everything. I know that your sister has been enticed to Melbourne by the scamp who calls himself Richard Care we, but how her locket came to be lying by the creek, and what connexion there is between that trinket and the drowned policeman is more than I can tell you.

        
I can only conjecture that the police, whom we imagined when we came here we had baffled, must have been then on Richard's track. He was always wilfully imprudent, and at times would
            


            scarcely keep up the part he had to act at all. He may have had a struggle with the constable, and it may have ended fatally as far as one of the parties concerned. I think I would rather not penetrate too closely into the mystery.

        
However that may be, I fear it is only too true that he is now living with your sister Violet in Melbourne. A greater scamp of a husband I am afraid she could hardly have bound herself to; but I must take blame to myself for not having foreseen and prevented all this long ago.

        
My fault lay in not putting a stop to all acquaintanceship between our families from the first.

        
We ought, if necessary, to have left this part of the country immediately. I had selected it, in the first place, because there were so very few ladies in the neighbourhood, and those few Richard disliked and sedulously avoided.

        


        
But you see we did not go away, as we should have done. We had become settled here; I did not know where else to go. Richard, as I thought, had successfully eluded the police. Last, but by no means least, in the list of reasons, I fell in love with you, Dolly.

        
When you read these words, however, I shall be gone. I am going to Melbourne to bring Richard to his senses. If I fetch you back your sister, Dolly, and do all I can to atone for the past, will you listen to me then?

        
Your face comes between me and the paper; I cannot meet its anxious look again till I have done something to make your brown eyes less sad. Do you know that your eyes are the sweetest in all the world to me, Dolly?

        
Tell your brother what you please of my story. It is better he should know the whole truth at
            


            once, having been shamefully deceived so long. And Richard has so thoroughly failed in his part of the agreement that even Eleanor, I think, would say the promise binds no more. Richard must now fight his own battle for himself. Arrested or not, to me it signifies nothing any longer. Now, till I come back from Melbourne, goodbye, and 
Dieu, vous garde!
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Chapter XIX. 
Dolly's Story.

        

The winter grew colder and drearier. We had much wet weather, and the roads became in some places almost impassable; so I gave up riding. The creek never rose high enough to alarm us, though we all agreed that Harry's new house—when it was built—must be placed in a much higher situation. When it was built!—but there seemed to be no immediate prospect of that.

        
Kate and I both knew that Harry was worried at this time by money troubles, and it seemed
            


            cruel to add to them by telling all that had come to my knowledge concerning Violet; besides, he had forbidden us ever to mention her name to him again.

        
In this difficulty I broke the ice first with Kate, and she repeated the story to Harry in my presence. He walked about the room impatiently while she was speaking. His face wore its sternest expression, very unlike the good-tempered Harry of old. Violet had angered him, it was plain, almost past forgiveness; but his first words were not, as I expected, a passionate outburst of indignation against her; instead of that he walked up to me, and stood before me, looking down at me steadily.

        
“Dolly,” he said, “when this Ainsleigh, or Carewe, comes back, and asks you to marry him, shall you, after all that has passed, accept him?”

        


        
It was not a fair question, but at that moment I dared not tell him so. Kate, however, glanced at my face, and then answered for me,—

        
“There is no doubt that she will, Harry,” she said.

        
He groaned to himself, and walked to the window, and stood looking out, with his hands in his pockets. It was plain that, if I did accept Alan, it would not be with his consent.

        
Kate took my part, however—dear Kate! she always did so—and she changed the subject, which I was not troubled with any more.

        
Harry, no doubt, had much to contend with at that time. Nothing had prospered with him lately, as he expected. Inexperience in the class of work which he had undertaken had told sorely against him; and, unfortunately, he had no friend to whom he could go for advice on an emergency.

        


        
Kate and I saw matters, of course, from the woman's point of view, and did not know what particularly troubled him. But one thing was only too palpable to us all—we were growing poorer every clay.

        
One day, after I had been carrying little Fred about, and playing with him half the morning, I found Kate crying bitterly over her sewing in the sitting-room. She dried her eyes when I went in, and tried to look as if nothing was the matter.

        
But I would not allow of this. With my arms round her neck I coaxed her gradually into telling me her trouble. It appeared that she was in want of some little things for the baby, and had no money to get them with—nor did Harry know when he could give her any.

        
How could I suffer our little darling to want for anything while I had the means to supply it? I
            


            ran directly to my desk, which stood on, a table in my own room. I had still five pounds left from, my last instalment of pocket-money; this I put into Kate's hand, and closed her fingers on it firmly.

        
She thanked me many times over, and kissed me on both cheeks. “I can soon pay you back, you know, Dolly,” she said. We had not yet given up being hopeful at that time.

        
From, that day dated my own especial poverty, which meant simply that I had no longer one penny in the world. Violet and I had always been quite dependant upon Harry, who on his part had ever been a very liberal brother in the matter of pocket-money. Now, of course, he could be so no longer, and I did not expect it.

        
I had two stamps still left in my purse. After those were used I gave up writing English letters.
            


            My friends at home might think me idle, unkind, forgetful, or what they pleased; I knew myself that it was stern necessity which had cut short my correspondence.

        
Harry parted with all his men but Thorpe and one other; he could no longer afford to keep them. He worked hard himself. We on our side sent Lizzie's successor—Lizzie herself was now married—away, and did everything for ourselves and the baby with our own hands. Maid-servants at 30
l. a year are expensive comforts in the colonies, and we find it out then, to our cost.

        
Kate was not strong, and could do little, though her will to help was not wanting; I began often to get very tired. But it was the same for all, and we looked bravely forward to the future, and tried to be patient during the present.

        
One day as I stood by the kitchen table with
            


            the baby tied into his little chair by my side, trying to keep him good and to iron his pinafores at one and the same time, Harry passed through the room on his way to Kate.

        
He stopped a moment by my table, touched my hot cheek, and said I looked tired.

        
“You work too hard, Dolly,” he said. “By and by, when you are a rich woman, you will look back and wonder at all you are doing now.”

        
He spoke lightly, and I knew what he meant; but I did not choose to let him see that I did.

        
“When Ainsleigh comes back,” he went on, “he won't let you do this any more. You know he's anything but poor, don't you, Dolly?”

        
I did not answer this either, and he stood by my side for some moments in silence. At last,—

        
“Do go away, Harry,” said I. “I am too busy to talk to you at present.”

        


        
He woke up from his musing, and sighed.

        
“I shall have to give you up to him after all,” he said; “and I can see that it will be much the best for you, in spite of everything. Only when you are married, don't tell your husband that your brother worked you like a slave.”

        
This was too much. I set down my iron, and laid my hand on his arm.

        
“Harry,” I said; “all that I am doing is done willingly for you and Kate. I have no wish to be a fine lady, while you have to work so hard. And don't speak of my marrying, for it is not likely that I ever shall.”

        
And at that moment I did not feel as if it were. Alan had been away some weeks, and we had heard nothing of him or of Violet. It was getting to the depth of winter; the weather was wet and dreary in the extreme. I was not
            


            well, and the prospect on all sides looked very gloomy.

        
After Harry had gone away, I sat down in a corner and cried. But no one saw me, except the baby.

        
Kate and I had fortunately brought out good outfits, and did not at that desolate time want for any kind of clothing. It was well, for we could not have bought it if we had.

        
Nobody need starve in New Zealand; and mutton and tea are to be had by all; but we could no longer afford all the small luxurious accessories which made our plain meals agreeable; and I became quite an expert cook, with trying to evolve dainty dishes out of something almost as unsubstantial as my own inner consciousness.

        
Our dinners were certainly not like what they used to be in the days when we delighted in 
prac-
              


              tising hospitality; and once I felt especially sorry for this, because Hugh Maberley came over to dine and spend the day. He visited us often now, but seldom remained long at a time.

        
To-day he asked me to walk with him down the garden. I half fancied he might have gained some further information about Violet, and consented with alacrity.

        
This seemed to please him; but when we had walked to the very end of the half-cultivated wilderness we called a garden—which was fated never to be completed, if we had only known it—he did not appear willing to enter on the subject at all. In fact, he avoided it when I gave him an opportunity to discuss it, by remarking that his visit was quite like old times.

        
“I do not want to think about the old times any more,” he said.

        


        
His tone sounded strange to me, and I felt puzzled. I looked at him more attentively than I had done yet, and noticed for the first time how very carefully he was dressed. He had even gold sleeve-links at his wrists, and his scarf was fastened with a new and elegant pin, in the shape of a little gold-digger leaning on a tiny coral spade.

        
I could not think of anything else to say; and there was a dark cloud just hurrying up which looked like rain. I cast a longing eye back at the house, and waited for my companion to make some further move.

        
At last Hugh said abruptly,—

        
“I have forgotten your sister, Miss Dolly, as if she had never been—for me, at least; and what I came for to-day was to ask you if there was any chance of your ever coming to like me a little.”

        


        
He meant it for a proposal, but it was a very strange one, and very oddly expressed. It was the last thing I had ever dreamt of, and when his meaning dawned upon me, I was literally too appalled to reply, and stood looking at him, in—I am confident—a very silly manner, as if stricken dumb.

        
“Perhaps it strikes you as odd,” he went on, as he took in the amazement of my face. “And I think I must be a fellow who does not know how to please a girl with his love-making, for you see I did not succeed with her, and I'm afraid now I shan't succeed with you. But I have come to the conclusion for some time past, that when I ran after Miss Violet I had passed by the real diamond, and taken up with the false.”

        
This simile was, no doubt, flattering, though farfetched. But I was extremely sensitive then about
            


            my sister; I knew she deserved blame, and yet I could not bear the slightest stone to be cast at her. I was always longing and hoping that she would come back to me again.

        
Could Alan have been aware of this? I do not know, though I think he read my thoughts more clearly than other people; but, however it might be, I had noticed and been grateful to him for the fact that while in his letter he had lavished abuse on his half-brother, he had never said or even hinted one word against Violet.

        
I answered Hugh Maberley with coldness.

        
“I am very sorry,” I said, “that you have come to that conclusion at all.”

        
“Then you won't have me?” he returned, with most outspoken plainness of speech. “Think better of it, Dolly. I'm not half a bad fellow when you come to know me, and I would be as
            


            kind to you as I know how. Besides, I really love you very much.”

        
I think poor Hugh was right. He did not know how to please a girl with his love-making. But I am sure he meant it all very kindly, and was a man whom one could esteem heartily, if not love.

        
I answered him much more cordially this time.

        
“Don't think about it any more,” I said. “Such a thing could never, never be. I am very sorry you dreamt of it for a moment.”

        
Poor Hugh looked really sorrowful.

        
“I suppose I'm too late in the day,” he said. “I ought to have found it out sooner, instead of wasting my time running after some one else. But you see, Miss Dolly, you have really been working for your sister, and behaving in such a very”—he hesitated for a word—“magnificent
            


            manner, that a man must be a fool not to admire you.”

        
I could scarcely help laughing. A vision of myself, in an old print dress, with my face hot and floury, crossed my mind, and caused me to remember what a far from beautiful object my glass had often depicted me.

        
“I am sure there must be plenty of fools then in the world,” I said, as gravely as I could.

        
But Hugh did not reply to this.

        
“I can't think how it is I'm so unlucky,” he remarked, with a sigh. “Miss Dolly, are you quite sure you can't give me a little hope?”

        
This was said so piteously, that I felt there was no help for it. I must say something to decide the matter at once. I stopped, and looked steadily at him while I spoke, and I felt my face grow scarlet.

        


        
“Mr. Maberley,” I said, “I will tell you a secret. I do care about somebody else. There now, don't say another word to me on the subject, and please come back with me to the house directly.”

        
I marched him up the garden path in silence, opened the verandah door, and placed him safely in Kate's custody. Then I escaped to my own room, and when I came back he was gone.
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Chapter XX.

        

I have been to Melbourne, and have failed in what I undertook to do. I write this at Fernyhurst, on the evening of my return home; and I have not yet had time to learn anything that may have happened in my absence.

        
I have not been able to ascertain anything about Richard and Violet. After steadily and persistently following up my inquiries for several weeks, with my own only too familiar knowledge of Richard's tastes and habits as a guide, I am
            


            persuaded that they are not at present in Melbourne at all. Somewhere in Australia they may be—most probably they are; but it is useless to attempt to trace them farther.

        
So I have come back to Fernyhurst to wait patiently for events. My old experience assures me that Richard will only stay away as long as his money lasts. When that is exhausted he will be sure to come to me.

        
I was puzzled at first as to how he had obtained his funds for this escapade at all, until I discovered that he had tampered with the lock of my desk, and helped himself to a few hundred pounds in notes. If that were the only mischief he had succeeded in, it could be easily passed over; but the fellow is a cur at heart, and makes misery wherever he goes.

        
I have heard nothing all this time of Dolly, and
            


            as I cannot easily go over there to-night, I think I will invite Mrs. Barton into the sitting-room for half-an-hour, and try if I can discover from her gossip whether anything of importance has happened in my absences.

        
* * * * *

        
Mrs. Barton has been and gone again. She tells me that Somerset's affairs are reported to be in a bad way, that they have dismissed their maidservant, and Miss Dorothea is said to be wasting away with all the hard work she undertakes.

        
“The bonnie lassie has grown that pale and thin I would not have known her,” she said, “only her face is as sweet as ever. But she looks like the shadow of what she did when she was here two or three months ago.”

        
“Here!” said I, in amazement.

        
So then she told me of what I had not known
            


            before—Dolly's visit to her in the autumn to thank her for the fruit and flowers from the garden. I only wish I had happened to be at home at that particular day.

        
Since Mrs. Barton went away, I have been walking up and down the room in restless bitterness at the crookedness of things in this world. “The times are out of joint” truly with me tonight. Here am I, with wealth accumulating every day, and there is Dolly working herself to death a few miles off, and I dare say she would not let me give her even a pair of gloves if I tried. She spoke with icy coldness to me the last time I saw her. Ah, well, I must endeavour to be patient and to remember my old favourite lines,—

        

          
“Wait; my faith, is large in time,


          
And that which shapes it to some perfect end.”
        

        


        
Doubtless we shall each have, in the words of that grand Bible Verse, our “expected end.”

        
* * * * * *

        
I think on the whole it is well that Richard is not within my reach to-night. I am quite sure that there would be hot words, perhaps more than words, between us two. Thinking of all the entanglements which his cursed rascality has caused, makes me mad to-night. It is well he is away.

        
There is another subject of uneasiness pressing heavily upon my mind. I feel persuaded that Somerset's house has been built upon far too low an elevation, and too near to the creek. The winter so far has been, though cold, unusually dry. Should we now, however, enter upon a change of weather, and have a flood of any real violence, I shudder to think of what might happen.

        


        
In any case I feel I cannot leave this neighbourhood again, at present. I must remain here, and watch the course of events, and be ready to render assistance in case anything should happen.

        
As for Dolly, I must and will win her sooner or later, and carry her off for my own especial care and keeping. I register the vow here. Dolly, you shall marry me. In spite of all that has happened, I will take no denial; but I will have you before long for my wife.
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Chapter XXI. 
Dolly's Story.

        

Just in the depth of the dreary winter, that happened, which I had hoped and prayed for all along,—

        

          
“At last, in the gloamin', Kilmeny cam' hame.”
        

        
One wild, stormy afternoon, just as I was lighting the lamp and getting dinner ready for Harry, who had not yet come in, the kitchen door softly opened, and Violet stepped across the threshold.

        
I did not feel surprised; only carried away
            


            with the excitement of the moment. I think I had always been expecting this.

        
I took her quietly by the hand and led her like a child into my room, placed her on the bed, and kissed her. It was like the old times come back again, for I was always used to wait upon Violet.

        
She put up one hand, and gently patted my cheek.

        
“Little Dolly,” she said, softly,” are you glad to see me?”

        
On her finger was her wedding ring, and a plain gold guard.

        
She was dressed exactly as she had been on the day when she disappeared; the same black and white camlet dress, the same long gray waterproof cloak. For a moment I could have fancied the whole blank space which lay between then and now had been a dream—but for the
            


            wedding ring; and but that all her clothes were soiled and damp and travel-worn. She had none of the fresh dainty neatness about her which used to distinguish all the details of her costume, however plain it might be; and her pretty hair, instead of being elaborately arranged as formerly, was tucked quite out of notice in a close black silk net.

        
I saw all this almost at a glance, and then I awoke suddenly to the necessity of telling Kate before Henry came in. I flew into the sitting-room, and with my arms round Kate's neck, whispered the news into her ear.

        
She got up with a cry.

        
“Where is she?” she said.

        
When I told her she ran to Violet's room and caught her in her arms, and we all cried together in a manner which would have alarmed
            


            any man who had unexpectedly entered on the scene.

        
Then I lit a candle, and we saw how thin and changed Violet had grown. Her blue eyes were as pretty as ever, but the deep hollows beneath them, were mournful to see; her beauty—oh, Violet!—it was the faded ghost of the past!

        
She must have walked a great deal, for her boots were cut quite to pieces; and her poor feet were covered with sores. I got warm water and bathed them, and we tied them up with soft linen, and put her on a pair of Harry's slippers.

        
I brought in a tray, with tea and bread-and-butter; and she ate like a starved creature. Then she lay down on the bed again and closed her eyes.

        
She had spoken very little, only answering a few ordinary questions about her journey, the
            


            last part of which she said she had managed on foot. It was evident that she was utterly wearied out.

        
I got a warm bath ready, and coaxed her to let me undress her, and bathe her, and put her to bed. She submitted languidly to everything I proposed, too worn-out to have any will of her own. And oh, what a pleasure it was to me to wait upon Violet once more!

        
While I was doing all this we heard Harry come in, and Kate, with little Fred in her arms, ran off to break the news to him.

        
I do not know how she managed to tell him, or what he said at first; but when Violet was lying at last quietly in her little white, bed, with her yellow hair falling over the pillow, Kate came to the door and asked leave for Harry to come in.

        
“Yes, yes,” said Violet, eagerly, and held out both her hands.

        


        
The next moment Harry was kissing her just as if nothing had ever come between them, quite forgetting that he had vowed she should never again cross his threshold. His anger had vanished in a moment like a dream in the night.

        
But still I thought his manner somewhat strange. He said a few kind words to her, but asked no questions, and in a minute or two had left the room again.

        
A little while afterwards, hearing some slight sound in the verandah, I looked out, and saw Harry actually crying. He caught me by one hand, and grasped it hard.

        
“Dolly,” he said, “try not to grieve. Violet has come home only to die!”

        
His voice subsided into a sob. He flung my hand away, and went out into the dark night outside; and I stood where he left me, trying to hope that he was mistaken.

        


        
I said to myself that Violet was worn-out now; in the morning light we should see a great change for the better after she had had a good night's rest. In my heart I resolved that it should go hard but I would nurse her back to health.

        
But when the morning came, we seemed to see the changes in her only the more plainly. Was it Violet, or only her wraith, that had come hack to us, after all?

        
The day after Alan came back from Melbourne he rode over to see us. I saw him in Kate's presence for a few moments, and we told him that Violet had returned.

        
After he had risen to go away, he lingered, looking at me for a few moments; but in the silence there was a faint call for “Dolly,” from the next room, and I hastened back to my charge.
            


            Could I leave her now in her helplessness, for any temptation whatever?

        
But every day Alan sent to inquire after Violet, or came himself. He used to write little notes, very formal and polite, begging our acceptance of a few comforts for the invalid, and reminding us that he might almost claim as a right to be allowed to do anything in his power for her pleasure.

        
The comforts were endless. From new music to cold turkeys, jellies, and blanc-manges, what did they not comprise?

        
Mrs. Barton was, we knew, an experienced cook; and if Alan's sitting-room was plainly furnished, the same could not be said for his dinner table.

        
Violet used to smile when she saw the things.

        


        
“He is very fond of you, Dolly,” she said; “Richard told me so.”

        
And Kate wickedly added,—

        
“He is determined that Dolly shall not forget him.”
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Chapter XXII. 
Dolly's Story.

        

Violet never got any stronger. Rest could not restore her, for weariness and weariness had penetrated to the foundation of her life. But she rallied enough, after the first, to talk to me at times; and, little by little, we pieced together the sad story of her life.

        
Do you remember that unutterably plaintive song of Mrs. Browning's, with the refrain, “For now the spinning is all done”? I never think of what my sister told me, with
            


            out some of those lines floating up into my mind—

        

          
“But leave the wheel out very plain,


          
That he, when passing in the sun,


          
May see the spinning is all done.”
        

        
Violet's spinning was all done. Her life, with the joy of it, the gladness and the usefulness that might have been, was all over, and it was the work of the man who said he loved her.

        
He did love her, as I learnt afterwards; but it was a love which did not gather the flower to wear it tenderly and loyally, but tore it up by the roots.

        
He had persuaded her to leave home with him, telling her that she should write as soon as she reached Melbourne, and relieve our minds. This promise he would not afterwards allow her to avail herself of.

        


        
The police were on his track, and he knew it. The man whose body was afterwards found was waiting for him by the creek in the way which Violet and he were obliged to pass, to get off unobserved. There was a struggle; and whether the man was pushed into the water, or slipped on the bank and fell in, Violet did not know. She shuddered whenever she spoke of this scene at all.

        
“Richard assured me,” she said, “that the man could swim, and was in no real danger. He said to linger was to lose our only chance, and dragged me from the spot to where the horses he had procured were waiting. In the confusion I must have dropped my locket, but I did not miss it for some time afterwards.

        
“My guilty secret haunted me wherever we went, and I felt like a murderer for not having raised an alarm when I saw the water close over
            


            the man's face, but Richard would not allow me to speak of it to him. It did not seem to trouble his conscience at all, and at last I could do nothing but try to put it out of my mind.

        
“I did not know then all the reasons that had led Richard to leave England, and assume a disguise in which I first knew him. He told me so many different stories at different times. But at last I pieced the truth together out of it, and from that time my only hope and longing was to come home to you all.

        
“Oh, Dolly, I thought I was going to be so happy when I went away with him; and instead of that I was so wretched. We were married before we sailed for Melbourne—you never doubted that, did you? He had promised me every kind of pleasure and amusement I could wish for, and you know I was always a silly girl, and used to
            


            long for more fine dresses and trinkets than Harry could afford to let me have. But I have learnt now that treasures such as these don't make one happy after all. Moth and rust may corrupt them, or thieves break through and steal. You were always far wiser than I, Dolly, and you learnt that long before I did.”

        
* * * * * *

        
“Richard lavished everything upon me, but in spite of it all, I was very miserable; and then my health gave way. I had an illness, and Richard began to leave me a great deal to myself.

        
“Then I made up my mind as I lay alone, with no one to comfort me, that I would manage somehow to get back to you, Dolly—you would not have left me in that way. No one loves me like you do, and it seems I can't do without you when I'm away.

        


        
“I used to be haunted by a dream about you in those days. I thought I was standing by the side of the creek, and I heard you calling to me; I tried to answer, but always a face—that face—rose to the surface of the water, and at the sight of it was dumb. I often woke crying bitterly.

        
“At last I made a plan in my mind. I daren't let Richard know anything about it. I got together all the dresses and pretty things he had given me, and sold them one by one and hid the money. Then, one day when he was out, I left a little note for him and ran away.

        
“He may come after me, but I hope not. And, indeed, I think he will scarcely dare to venture in this neighbourhood again. Besides the danger from the police, he is afraid of Alan; and if there is one human being in the world whom he respects, it is his half-brother.

        


        
“So now, Dolly, kiss me. I don't mind about anything now I have got back to you again and you are taking care of me just like old times. I never was a very kind sister to you; but I think I shan't trouble you much longer, and I know you will forgive your Violet everything.”

        
She spoke softly from time to time of the journey—a longer one than to Melbourne—that lay before her; not often again of her husband—he had passed from her mind with the sin and the misery that had surrounded him.

        
Together we went over the old hymns we had learnt as children, and I read to her those parts of the Bible which she asked for. It was a dear old Bible, a joint possession of Violet's and mine, left by our dying mother to her two little daughters.

        
We had gone back again to the old days of our
            


            childhood. We were all in all to each other then, and we were all in all now. The world outside Violet's sick room faded from us, and grew dim and shadowy to both.

        
* * * * * *

        
At last there came a morning when we were all gathered there—Harry, and Kate, and I. This time we knew where she was going, and that the parting was just at hand. The gray change was on her face. I had her in my arms; softly then there passed “Love's last words atween us twain.”

        
“Don't forget me, Dolly—promise that.”

        
I promised.

        
“Tell Harry to forgive me, and poor Kate.”

        
Then she forgot them; she lost her hold of every one but me. She clung to me to the last.

        
“Dolly.”

        
“Yes, Violet.”

        


        
“We shall be so happy when you come. I know it now. Don't cry. The Master sees it is better for me to go the first.”

        
Those were the last words upon my sister's lips. She faded softly away into the shadow as I held her in my arms.

        
Some one came quietly to the side of the bed and put his arm round me. It was Alan. Harry, on the other side, laid Violet gently down, and then I knew that she had gone!

        

          
“Gone for a moment, my love; from this room into the next:


          
I too shall go in a moment; what time have I to be vex'd?’
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Chapter XXIII. 
Dolly's Story.

        

It was wild weather the day they buried Violet. All the desolation and dreariness of the winter had culminated at last. Storms of rain fell at short intervals. It was as if buckets of water were emptied upon the roof, and the damp chillness of the atmosphere seemed to penetrate to your bones. Kate begged hard to go, in spite of the weather, to the funeral, and Harry at last consented. The difficulty was to know what to do with me. I was not well enough for the long drive, and they did not like to leave me quite alone.

        


        
At last it was settled that Mrs. McLeod, the wife of Harry's shepherd, and a very good, respectable woman, should be asked to come over and keep me company during the day, and Kate and Harry were to return as early as possible. Little Fred, well wrapped up, went with his mamma.

        
I was so utterly exhausted with all that I had lately gone through, that I lay all day, in a half-conscious state, upon the sofa, and Mrs. McLeod had only to keep the fire in and bring me some tea and chicken broth from time to time. I never got up to look out of the window at all; if I had, I might have grown uneasy at the state of the weather, for in the afternoon the creek began to rise very rapidly.

        
As the day darkened to a close, Mrs. McLeod began to “weary,” as the Scotch say, after her baby, which she had left in her husband's charge,
            


            and, as it seemed unlikely that Kate and Harry could be detained much longer, I readily consented to her returning home. She offered to send her husband over shortly, to see if I was all right.

        
I was left quite alone in the house. The consciousness that I was alone, and dependent upon myself for everything, made me shake off a little of my languor. I got up, and, going to the window, looked out.

        
The prospect outside was very discouraging. The sky was of a monotonous leaden colour, the creek was very high. The thought suddenly occurred to me, suppose Harry should be prevented, by the sudden rising of one of the creeks between us and the town, from getting home at all that night?

        
I felt my heart beat; the thought of a night
            


            quite alone in the house in such weather was not very agreeable.

        
To try to put the fancy out of my mind, I began walking slowly about the room. I might have been bidding them all farewell, for it was farewell, though I was not conscious of it at the time. Through those rooms, as they then stood, neither I nor any one else was ever to walk again.

        
I stooped and brushed a little dust off Violet's piano. There were so many things scattered about the house which reminded me of her. I did not enter her room at all, I had not the heart to do it then; and so I never saw it any more. It passed out of existence with the one to whom it had belonged.

        
But I went into my own room, and into Kate's, and looked at myself for the last time in Kate's large toilet glass, meeting the reflection of a pale
            


            face seeming whiter than ever as it rose from a deep black dress, and eyes that had lately wept. I turned away from, myself as from a stranger, and noticed, as I remembered afterwards, all the little trifles lying scattered on the toilet table.

        
The baby's coral and bells lay there, and a pair of his small socks; some pretty bottles of Bohemian glass, holding eau-de-cologne and rose-water, a pincushion with muslin frills laid over a pink lining; besides all these there was a small photograph of Violet, taken when she was a child in short frocks, with long golden curls falling over her shoulders. Kate had been crying over it that morning, and had laid it down the last thing before she went away.

        
I took the little portrait up and kept it in my hand. I have it now. That and one other treasure were the only things I rescued from the
            


            doomed house. The other was the little Bible which my mother had long ago given to Violet and myself. It had our names and hers traced on the fly-leaf in a faint shadowy handwriting. Between the leaves I had placed a long tress of Violet's hair, cut off as she lay peaceful and beautiful once more in death.

        
I laid the photograph by the side of the hair, closed the little book, and placed it in my pocket. That action of mine explains the cause of its preservation when everything else was lost.

        
I fancied that I heard a noise at the back of the house, and, hastening to one of the windows, I looked out, hoping that Harry at all events had come home. But I could see no one, only the increasing waste of waters; and I could hear nothing but the steady beat of the rain upon the roof.

        
The kitchen fire was burning red and the kettle
            


            was boiling. Our favourite cat was purring on the hearth. She was a kind of companion to me then, better than none at all; so I made myself some tea and drank it sitting by her side.

        
After that I lit the lamp, and went back again to the sofa in the sitting-room, to wait as patiently as I could and try not to be afraid. If you think me faint-hearted remember that I was at that time far from strong.

        
As I lay there I became certain that some noise had broken the stillness, other than the patter of the rain upon the roof, but whether it was in the house or outside I could not determine. Then came upon me a sharp, sudden consciousness that I was not alone in the house; and, as I lay there listening intently, a man's figure emerged from the gloom of the hall and stood a moment framed in the doorway of the room.

        


        
I knew the face immediately, though when last I had seen it it had assumed another character than that it now wore. But it was the same bold, bad face now as then; bolder and harder than ever now that it was unsoftened by its feminine disguise, the face of the only person in the world whom I both feared and disliked, whom I looked upon as an enemy.

        
Remember all that had come to my knowledge of this man's past actions, and then it will be clear that it was not the pleasantest situation in the world to find yourself shut in alone at night in a desolate house with Richard Carewe.
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Chapter XXIV. 
Dolly's Story.

        

I Rose slowly to my feet and stood looking at him. For some moments we faced each other in silence; it was the lull before the storm.

        
He was still standing just upon the threshold of the door. The light from the lamp, which I had placed upon the mantelpiece, fell full upon his face, which was brought out in strong relief against the darkness behind him. There was as evil a look upon it as I ever saw or imagined in my dreams.

        


        
But as we gazed steadily into each other's eyes, I felt my fear pass from me and change slowly to contempt. I was only a weak girl, and he was a bad and desperate man; but he was a coward at heart, and in spirit I was the stronger of the two after all.

        
At last he advanced into the room.

        
“You're glad to see me, aren't you?” he said. “I'm a charming visitor on a wet night in the country, don't you think?” and he laughed.

        
I made no answer. I was not sure if he was aware that there was no one else in or near the house, and I was determined, if not, that he should not find it out the first from me.

        
“Well,” he went on, “if you're not glad to see me, anyhow there is one who will be. Dolly Somerset, where is my wife?”

        
“She is not here,” I returned.

        


        
He kicked one of the logs on the hearth out of its place, and swore a little, but under his breath, and I do not think that he intended me to hear it. He had still some of the varnish, of his education and bringing up about him, though it had grown very thin.

        
“Here have I come all the way from Melbourne into this blackguardly neighbourhood, at the risk of my life, to find her,” he said. “And you tell me she is not here!”

        
He walked up and down the room impatiently, evidently chafing at his disappointment.

        
Suddenly he stopped, threw back his head, and listened; but there was no sound except the cease-less beating of the rain upon the roof. It was quite dark out of doors by this time.

        
“It is a very nasty night,” he said, resuming his walk again. “I almost wish I had not come here at all.”

        


        
“The creek is very high,” I said, rather enjoying his uneasiness.

        
He became perceptibly paler, and, going to the window, tried to gain some information as to the state of matters without. But the darkness baffled him, and he came back again.

        
“Do you know where my wife is?” he asked at last, coming nearer to me than he had ever done yet.

        
I had been expecting this question every moment—I was prepared for it, and answered “Yes,” as shortly and coldly as possible.

        
“Then you will be so good as to tell me,” he went on. “Don't refuse, and don't give me any false information. I know we are alone in the house, and I swear I'll have the truth.”

        
“You might have spared yourself the trouble of threatening me,” I answered, “it was not necessary. The truth is that your wife is far beyond your reach for ever—she has gone home.”

        


        
“Home?” he returned, looking bewildered. “To England?”

        
“No,” I said. “Home—to Heaven.”

        
Richard sprang up as if he had been shot.

        
“Violet is not dead?” he gasped out. Then he seized me by the shoulder, and shook me violently in his excitement. “It can't be true. Say it is not true!”

        
“It is true,” I said, “she is dead!”

        
Then my voice choked, and, for a moment or two, I could see nothing for the tears which filled my eyes.

        
When my sight became clear again I found that Richard had loosed his grasp of my shoulder and turned away and covered his face with his hands. I was not in the least afraid of him now.

        
“She was buried to-day,” I said, more softly than I had yet addressed him.

        


        
“Dolly always spoke the truth,” he said, as if to himself. “Is it true?” there was anguish in his voice.

        
The next moment he dashed himself on the ground, and lay, writhing to and fro and moaning, with his face still hidden in his hands.

        
“Dead!” he repeated again and again. “Dead! and I am just too late!”

        
He seemed quite unconscious of my presence. At last I touched his arm gently, for it was dreadful to see his despair.

        
He sat up suddenly, looking white and wild.

        
“If there was a knife within my reach now,” he said, “I would cut my throat!”

        
“Hush,” I said, speaking as authoritatively as I might have done to a child. “Don't let me hear you say such a thing as that again.”

        
He crawled to my feet and hid his face in the folds of my black dress.

        


        
“Dolly,” he said, “I loved Violet. Oh, how I loved her! She is the only woman who ever really found her way to my heart. I have come back here and put my head into the lion's mouth to find her, and I'm just too late!”

        
I felt nothing now but pity for him. Truly, and from my heart, I pitied him at that moment.

        
“Richard,” I said, calling him by his name for the first time. “Don't despair, you will see her again some day if you choose.”

        
“Dolly,” he answered, still clinging to me like a despairing child, “I've been a very bad fellow; you don't know half that I've done—you can't know. I don't know how to pray. And if I don't take care I shall never, never see her again. Take pity on me, Dolly, and pray for me—now, while I'm here.”

        
I hesitated. It was a strange turn that our
            


            conversation had taken. I was bewildered, and could scarcely credit that he was in earnest. But he looked up at me entreatingly, and then I saw that his eyes were full of tears, and I hesitated no longer.

        
* * * * * *

        
I am glad now from the very bottom of my heart to think of that prayer. Richard crouched rather than knelt at my feet, with his face hidden as before. But he repeated after me all that I said. And when I stopped, he added a few words with much earnestness himself.

        
“Thou hast promised to save,” he said. “Intercede for me, and let me see my Violet soon.”

        
Though we did not know it, it was the prayer of a dying man; and I truly hope and believe it was heard.

        
A long silence came after this, and we both
            


            awoke to the desolation of the lonely house, and the wildness of the storm without. The fire was dying out upon the hearth, and the room had turned cold.

        
Richard got up.

        
“Shake hands with me once, Dolly,” he said, holding out his hand, “as a sign that we are friends at last.”

        
We shook hands cordially, and were certainly not enemies any longer.

        
I was still in hopes of Harry's return, and I went through the kitchen to the back door and opened it and looked out. As I did so, a blast of wind extinguished my candle.

        
Some one outside dashed up, caught me in his arms, and without a word fled for dear life towards he granary, which was a strong stone building on a higher elevation than the house. There was
            


            a roar of waters behind us, and I remember nothing more.

        
The creek had risen ten feet in as many minutes, and the house, with Richard Carewe inside, was swept away like a straw upon the raging waste of waters.
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Chapter XXV. 
Dolly's Story.

        

When I came to myself I was lying wrapped in an opossum rug upon a pile of sacks hastily heaped together, upon the granary floor. I was in charge of Alan and one of his men. The roaring of the flood was still in our ears, and. there was a waste of waters all round us.

        
I learnt afterwards that Alan had foreseen the catastrophe early in the day, and had spent some hours, aided by one of his men, who was a skilled carpenter, in building a boat, to be ready as a last
            


            resource. They had it with them, then, but fortunately the waters only rose to within a foot of the granary wall, so that it was not required.

        
As soon as I could speak I told Alan of my companion who had been left in the doomed house. But Richard's fate must have long since been decided.

        
Having been in the front part of the house at the critical moment he had no chance for his life. My opening the door at the instant I did so, humanly speaking, saved my life.

        
Richard's body was found some hours afterwards, and he is buried not far from Violet. But Alan would have no name placed on the stone over his grave, only his initials, and the date when he died.
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Chapter XXVI. 
Alan's Story.

        

When the flood had sufficiently subsided, I took Dolly to Fernyhurst. The child had no longer any home—it had passed away like a dream in the night, and I was determined that no other roof but mine should cover her. Her brother and sister joined her as soon as they could get past the creeks which lay between us and the town.

        
Dolly was, however, very ill, and scarcely sensible when they arrived. She lay for some weeks languid and prostrated with low fever; but
            


            it was not dangerous, and, in spite of all, it was to me a very happy time, for I saw her every day.

        
Somerset was nearly in despair at the loss of his homestead and the damage done to his property. He told me that he was in difficulties before, but that now he might consider himself a ruined man.

        
This notion of his I managed soon to put on one side. I had money to lend, and wished to be considered as a brother; and I persuaded him to consent to the agreement.

        
I had asked Dolly to marry me so often that it scarcely seemed necessary to go through the old form again. But she had never given me a decided answer; so one day when she was better I succeeded in obtaining her promise.

        
The next morning I ventured to put a ring on her finger; it was an engagement ring, set with
            


            diamonds. There was also a locket, with the letters “D. C.”—” Dorothea Carewe”—on it, in rubies.

        
She coloured a lovely rose colour when she saw them, then looked up at me, and asked in the simplest, most piquant manner,—

        
“Are you a rich man, Alan?”

        
I could not help laughing outright.

        
“I can't call myself exactly poor,” I said. When you are my wife, Dolly, you will only have to ask me for what you wish for; and you will be Lady Carewe into the bargain.”

        
She opened her brown eyes wide in her amazement.

        
“Why you don't mean to say?” she began, and then stopped.

        
“You are the dearest, most innocent little woman in the world,” I said. “You never asked
            


            me, and I never told you; but I have the honour to be known to my friends at home as ‘Sir Alan Carewe.’ It is a very small handle to one's name, but some people would prefer it to none at all.”

        
Dolly quietly took off her ring, laid it in my hand, and pushed my hand away.

        
“Good-bye,” she said. “The man I fell in love with was plain Alan Ainsleigh. I do not know him in Sir Alan Carewe.”

        
But I caught her with one hand, and with the other put the ring back upon her finger.

        
“The girl who gave me her promise,” I said, “was Dorothea Somerset—not plain at all, and though Quakers have no respect for titles, I have never heard that they were especially ready to break their word.”

        
* * * * * *

        


        
She kept her word, and we were married, and went home.

        
Somerset is doing well now. Next year we expect them to pay us a visit at Curtis Knowle. Kate will bring with her, besides Fred, a small Violet, to whom we have yet to be introduced.

        
The End.

      










Victoria University of Wellington Library




A Strange Friendship: A Story of New Zealand



Contents


	
Sampson Low, Marston & Co,'s Announcements for the Coming Season

	
New Novels 

p. 8

	
A List of Books Publishing By Sampson Low, Marston, Low, & Searle 

p. 9








Victoria University of Wellington Library




A Strange Friendship: A Story of New Zealand

Sampson Low, Marston & Co,'s Announcements for the Coming Season





        

Sampson Low, Marston & Co,'s 
Announcements for the Coming Season.

        

          
Crown Buildings, 188, Fleet Street, London, October, 1873.

        

        

          

The Authorized Version of the Four Gospels. 
            
With the Whole of the
Magnificent Etchings on Steel, 
            
After the 
Drawings By M. Bida.

          

The drawings, etchings, and engravings have been twelve years in preparation, and an idea of the importance of this splendid work may be gathered from the fact that upwards of twelve hundred and fifty thousand francs, or fifty thousand pounds, have been expended on its production, and it has obtained for M. M. Hachette the Diplome d'Honneur at the Vienna Exhibition.

          
The English edition will contain the whole of the 132 steel etchings, and in addition some very exquisite woodcut ornaments.

          

              

                
	
The Gospel of St. Matthew will contain 41 Steel Etchings.
              

              

                
	
The Gospel of St. Mark will contain 54 Steel Etchings.
              

              

                
	
The Gospel of St. Luke will contain 40 Steel Etchings.
              

              

                
	
The Gospel of St. John will contain 27 Steel Etchings.
              

              

                
	Size, large Imperial quarto.
              

            

          
It is intended to publish each Gospel separately, and at intervals of from six to twelve months: and in order to preserve uniformity, the price will in the first instance be fixed at £3 3
s. each volume. This uniformity of price has been determined on the assumption that purchasers will take the whole of the four volumes as published; but, as it will be seen that the Gospels of St. Matthew and St. Luke contain more etchings and more letterpress than St. Mark and St. John, and are therefore proportionately more costly in production. it must be understood that at the expiration of three months from the first issue of each of these two volumes, the price (if purchased separately) will be raised to four guineas. This extra charge will, however, be allowed at any time to all bona fide purchasers of the four volumes.

          
The Gospel of St. John, appropriately bound in cloth extra, price £3 3
s., will be the first volume issued, and will be ready for publication shortly.

          
Specimen pages of text and etchings may be seen on application to any bookseller in town and country, who will be happy to register the names of subscribers, either for each Gospel separately, or for the whole of the Gospels as published.

          


        

        

          


Important Announcement.


            Dr. Schweinfurth's Travels and


            Discoveries in Central


            Africa.

          
From 1868 to 1871.

          
Translated by 
Ellen E. Frewer. With an Introduction by 
Winwood Reade.

          

Messrs.
Sampson Low & Co. have the pleasure of stating that they have completed arrangements with the celebrated African Traveller, Dr. 
Georg Schweinfurth, for the exclusive right to publish his new work, entitled—

        

        

          

The Heart of Africa.


Or, Three Years' Travels and Adventures in the Unexplored Regions of the Centre of Africa.

          
This is unquestionably, in a scientific point of view, one of the most valuable contributions to a knowledge of the Natural History, Botany, Geography, and River System of Central Africa that has ever appeared; but its chief interest will consist in the personal adventures of the author amongst unknown tribes, and wanderings in lands hitherto unexplored. The Doctor carries his reader into a veritable wonderland, full of peculiar customs, and where his experiences have been of the most eventful nature. The district explored embraces a wide tract of country extending southward from the Meschera on the Bahr el Ghazal, and betwixt the 10th and 3rd degrees of north latitude.

          
The present work cannot fail to be of most unusual interest to general readers; inasmuch as it will include adventures in an unknown country amongst cannibals and pygmies, the discovery and exploration of twenty-two hitherto quite unknown rivers, the wonderful land of the Monbuttoo, his reception by King Munza, horrible cannibalism, fights with natives and struggles with wild animals, adventures on rivers, on mountains, and in jungles; and, in short, experiences of the most novel and startling kind that could be imagined in an unknown and savage country.

          
The work will form two volumes, demy 8vo., of upwards of 500 pages each, and will be illustrated by about 130 woodcuts from drawings made by the author—comprising figures of different races of men; animals, domestic and wild; remarkable fish and snakes; varieties of trees, plants, and fruits; landscapes; forest scenery; watered plains; episodes of the journey; cannibal feasts and dances; fording rivers; villages and huts; night encampments; meetings with chieftains; weapons of war, &c. &c.; with maps and plans.

          
It is proposed that the work shall be published in England and America (in English), and in the respective languages of Germany, France, Russia, Italy, &c., simultaneously, and arrangements are now in progress for this purpose; and the Publishers hope to have it ready for publication during the present Autumn.

          


          
Special Notice.

          

New Story for Youths by 
H. M. Stanley.
          

        

        

          
“
My Kalulu,” Prince, King, and Slave.

          
A Story from Central Africa.

          

By Henry M. Stanley,

          
Author of “How I found Livingstone.”

          
Crown 8vo., about 430 pp., with numerous Graphic Illustrations, after Original Designs by the Author. Cloth, 7
s. 6
d. [
In October

          

For the convenience of those who did not care to pay so high a price as 21
s. for the original Edition of
Mr. Stanley's first great Work, it is now offered, in a new and elegant binding, with a revised Introductory Chapter, at 10
s. 6
d. In this form and at this price it will form an excellent School Prize or Christmas Present.

        

        

          

How I Found Livingstone.

          
Including Travels, Adventures, and Discoveries in Central Africa, and Four Months' Residence with Dr. Livingstone.

          

By H. M. Stanley.

          
Numerous Illustrations by Mr. 
J. B. Zwecker, Mr. 
John Jellicoe, and other Artists, from Mr. 
Stanley's own Sketches, with Maps of Route, Physical Features, &c. Twelfth Thousand. New issue, in new binding, gilt edges, extra cloth, 10
s. 6
d. [
Now ready.

          
Magnificent Work on the Pottery of all Ages and all Nations.

        

        

          

History Of The Ceramic Art:

          
Descriptive and Analytical Study of the Potteries of all Times and of all Nations.

          

By Albert Jacquemart.

          
Author of the “History of Porcelain,” “The Wonders of Ceramic,” &c.

          
Two hundred Woodcuts by 
H. Catenacci and 
J. Jacquemart, 12 Steel-plate Engravings by 
Jules Jacquemart, and 1,000 Marks and Monograms. Translated by Mrs. 
Bury Palliser. In 1 vol., super royal 8vo., of about 700 pp., cloth extra, gilt edges, 42
s. [
Nearly ready.

          

In One Volume, Demy 8
vo., cloth extra, price about 16
s.

        

        

          

The Land Of The White Elephant;


Sights And Scenes In South Eastern Asia.

          
A Personal Narrative of Travel and Adventure in Farther India, embracing the countries of Burma, Siam, Cambodia, and Cochin-China 1871–72).

          

By Frank Vincent, 
Jun.

          
With Map, Plans, and numerous Illustrations.

          
[
Nearly ready.

          


          

New Works by the celebrated French Writer, 
Jules Verne.

        

        

          
I.


            
The Fur Country; Or, Seventy Degrees North Latitude.

          

By Jules Verne. 
Translated by N. D'Anvers.

          
A Story of remarkable Adventures in the Northern Regions of the Hudson's Bay Territory. Crown 8vo. with upwards of 80 very graphic full-page Illustrations. Cloth extra. Uniform in size and style with “Twenty Thousand Leagues under the Sea.” Price 10
s. 6
d. [
In October.

        

        

          
2.


            
From the Earth to the Moon; And a Trip Round it.

          

By
Jules Verne. 
Translated by L. P. Mercier.

          
With numerous characteristic Illustrations. Crown 8vo. Uniform in size and price with the above. Cloth, gilt edges, 10
s. 6
d. [
Ready.

        

        

          
3.


            
Around The World In Eighty Days.

          

By
Jules Verne.

          
Square crown 8vo. With numerous Illustrations. Uniform in size and style with “Meridiana,” by the same author. Price 7
s. 6
d. [
Nearly ready

          

One Vol., Demy 8
vo., cloth, with numerous woodcuts and a map.

        

        

          
The Wild North Land:

          
The Story of a Winter Journey with dogs across Northern North America.

          

By Captain W. F. Butler,

          
Author of “The Great Lone Land.” [
In November.

        

        

          

A Whaling Cruise To Baffin's Bay And The Gulf Of Boothia.

          
With an Account of the Rescue, by his Ship, of the survivors of the Crew of the “Polaris.”

          
By Captain Markham, R.N.

          
One Volume, demy 8vo., with Map and Illustrations, cloth extra.

          

Now Ready, in One Volume, demy 8
vo., with Maps and Illustrations, cloth extra, 16
s.

        

        

          
The Threshold Of The Unknown Region.

          

By Clements R. Markham, C.B., F. R. S.

          
Secretary of the Royal Geographical Society. [
Now ready.

          


          

In Preparation for Publication in December.

          
In Two Volumes, Royal 8
vo., cloth extra, numerous Woodcuts, Maps, and Chromolithographs.

        

        

          
The Second North German Polar Expedition In The Years 1869–70.

          
Of the Ships “Germania” and “Hansa,” under command of Captain Koldeway,

          

Edited and Condensed by H. W. Bates, Esq., Of the Royal Geographical Society.

          
Important Work on Peru.

        

        

          

Two Years In Peru; With Exploration Of Its Antiquities.

          

By Thomas J. Hutchinson, F.R.G.S., F.R.S.L., F.A.I.,

          
Map by 
Daniel Barrhra, and numerous Illustrations. In 1 vol., demy 8vo., cloth extra. [
In the press.

          
New Work on Morocco.

        

        

          

Adventures In Morocco, And Journey South Through The Oases Of Draa And Tafilet.

          

By
Dr. Gerhard Rohlfs. 
Edited by
Winwood Reade.

          
1 vol., crown 8vo., Map and Portrait of the Author, cloth extra.

          
[
In the press.

          
Magnificent Work on China.

        

        

          
Illustrations Of China And Its People

          

By J. Thomson, F. R. G. S.

          
Being Photographs from the Author's Negatives, printed in permanent Pigments by the Autotype Process, and Notes from Personal Observation.

          
The complete work will embrace 200 Photographs, with Letterpress Descriptions of the Places and People represented. In four volumes, imperial 4to., price £3 3
s. each volume. The First Volume, containing Fifty Photographs, was published in the Spring; and the Second Volume, containing Photographs as below, is now ready.

          
Subscribers ordering the Four Volumes at once will be supplied for £10 10
s. half of which to be paid on receipt of Vol. I., and balance on completion of the Work. Non-Subscribers' price is £3 3
s. a Volume.

          

Volume III. is in active preparation, and will be Published before Christmas.

          


          
A most beautiful Christmas Present.

        

        

          

Woman In Sacred History.

          

By Mrs. Harriet Beecher Stowe.

          
Illustrated with 15 chromo-lithographs and about 200 pages of letterpress forming one of the most elegant and attractive Volumes ever published. Demy 4to., cloth extra, gilt edges, price 25
s. [
In November.

        

        

          

New Work By The Rev. E. H. Bickersteth.

          

One Volume square 8
vo. . with Numerous very beautiful Engravings, uniform in Character with the Illustrated Edition of Heber's Hymns, &c., price 7
s. 6
d.

        

        

          

The Reef, And Other Parables.

          
By the Rev. 
E. H. Bickersteth, M. A., Author of “Yesterday, To-day, and for Ever,” &c. [
Nearly Ready.

        

        

          

Carl Werner's Nile Sketches,

          
Painted from Nature during his Travels through Egypt. Facsimiles of Water-colour Paintings executed by Gustave W. Seitz, with Descriptive Text by Dr. 
E. A. Brehm and Dr. 
Dumichen. Third Series. Imperial folio, in Cardboard Wrapper, £3 10
s.

          
Beautiful Work for Winter Evenings. Dedicated, by Permission, to His Royal Highness, Prince Leopold.

        

        

          

Illustrated Games Of Patience.

          
By the 
Lady Adelaide Cadogan. Twenty-four Diagrams in Colours, with Descriptive Text. Foolscap 4to., cloth extra, gilt edges, 12
s. 6
d.

        

        

          
The Royal Pastry And Confectionery Book

          
(Le livre de Patisserie). By 
Jules Gouffe, Chef de Cuisine of the Paris Jockey Club. Translated from the French and adapted to English use by 
Alphonse Gouffe, Head Pastrycook to Her Majesty the Queen. Illustrated with 10 large Plates printed in Colours, and 137 Engravings on Wood, after the Oil Paintings and Designs of 
E. Ronjat. Royal 8vo., cloth extra. [
In the Press.

          
Important New Work by Professor Guyot.

        

        

          
Physical Geography.

          

By Arnold Guyot, Author of “Earth and Man.” In 1 Volume, large 4to., 128 pp., numerous coloured Diagrams, Maps and Woodcuts, price 10
s. 6d., strong boards.

        

        

          
History Of The American Ambulance,

          
Established in Paris during the Siege of 1870–71. Together with the Details of its Method and its Work. By 
Thomas W. Evans, M. D., D. D. S., Ph. D., President of the American International Sanitary Committee, &c., Author of “La Commission Sanitaire des Etats Unis: son Origine, son Organisation et ses Resultats,” &c. In 1 Volume, Imperial 8vo., with numerous Illustrations, cloth extra, price 35
s. [
Now Ready.

          


          
Preparing for publication in one handsome small 4to., cloth gilt edges, price 15s.

        

        

          
Phynnodderree, And Other Tales:

          
Fairy Legends of the Isle of Man. By 
Edward Mc Aloe. To be profusely Illustrated with upwards of 120 Engravings on Wood.

        

        

          
The Posthumous Works And Unpublished Autographs Of Napoleon Iii. In Exile.

          
Collected and arranged by 
Count de la Chapelle, Coadjutor in the last Works of the Emperor at Chislehurst. 1 Volume demy 8vo., cloth extra, 14
s. [
Now Ready.

        

        

          
Recollections Of The Emperor Napoleon I.

          
During the First Three Years of his Captivity on the Island of St. Helena Including the time of his Residence at her father's house, “The Briars.” By Mrs. 
Abell (late Miss Elizabeth Balcombe). Third Edition. Revised throughout with additional matter by her daughter, Mrs. 
Charles Johnstone. 1 Volume, demy 8vo. With Steel Portrait of Mrs. Abell, and Woodcut Illustrations. Cloth extra, gilt edges, 10
s. 6
d. [
Now Ready.

        

        

          
English Matrons And Their Profession;

          
With some Considerations as to its Various Branches, its National Value, and the Education it requires. By M. L. F., Writer of “My Life, and what shall I do with it,” “Battle of the Two Philosophies,” and “Strong and Free.” Crown 8vo., cloth extra, 7
s. 6
d. [
Now Ready.

          
“All States among which the regulations regarding women are bad, enjoy scarcely the half of happiness.”—
Aristotle.

          

Special Notice.—
The long-desired Map to Mr. King's Work has now been added, and also a Chapter of entirely new matter. (Dedicated to Professor Tyndal.)

        

        

          
Mountaineering In The Sierra Nevada.

          
By 
Clarence King. Crown 8vo. Fourth and Cheaper Edition. Cloth extra, with Map and Additional Chapter, 6
s. [
Nearly Ready.

        

        

          
A Chronicle Of The Fermors; Horace Walpole In Love.

          
By M. F. 
Mahony (Matthew Stradling), Author of “The Misadventures of Mr. Catlyn,” “The Irish-Bar-sinister,” &c. In 2 Volumes, Demy 8vo., with Steel Portrait. [
In the Press.

        

        

          
Military Life In Prussia.

          
First Series. The Soldier in Time of Peace. Translated (by permission of the Author) from the German of F. W. Häcklander. By F. E. R. and H. E R. Crown 8vo., cloth extra, 9
s. [
Now Ready.

          


          
University Local Examinations.

        

        

          
St. Mark's Gospel.

          
With Explanatory Notes. For the Use of Schools and Colleges. By 
George Bowker, late Second Master of the Newport Grammar School, Isle of Wight. 1 Volume, foolscap, cloth. [
In Preparation.
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New Novels.

        

          

            
Victor Hugo's New Novel.
            
In The Year ’93 (Quatre-Vingt Treize).
          

          
Three Volumes, crown 8vo. [
In Preparation.

          
This work, which will be published simultaneously in France, England, and America, is said to surpass in style and dramatic interest anything that Victor Hugo has yet produced.

          
New Work by the Author of “Lorna Doone.”

        

        

          
Alice Lorraine;

          
A Tale of the South Downs. Three Volumes, crown 8vo. [
In Preparation.

        

        

          
In The Isle Of Wight.

          
Two Volumes, crown 8vo., cloth, 21

          

S. [
Now Ready.

        

        

          
Better Than Gold.

          
By Mrs. 
Arnold, Author of “His by Right,” “John Hesketh's Charge,” “Under Foot,” &c. In 3 Volumes, crown 8vo., 31
s. 6
d. [
In the Press.

          
New Work by Hain Friswell, Author of “The Gentle Life,” &c.

        

        

          
Our Square Circle.

          
Two Volumes, crown 8vo., cloth, 21
s [
In the Press.

          
New Work of Fiction by Georgiana M. Craik.

        

        

          
Only A Butterfly.

          
One Volume, crown 8vo., cloth, 10
s. 6
d. [
Now Ready.

        

        

          
Argus Fairbairne; Or, A Wrong Never Righted.

          
By 
Henry Jackson, Author of “Hearth Ghosts,” &c. Three Volumes, crown 8vo., cloth, 31
s. 6
d. [
In the Press.

          
New Volume of the John Halifax Series of Girls' Books.

        

        

          
Miss Moore.

          
By 
Georgiana M. Craik. Small post 8vo., with Illustrations, gilt edges, 4
s. [
Nearly Ready
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A List of Books 
          
Publishing By 
          
Sampson Low, Marston, Low, & Searle.

        

          
Crown Buildings, 188, Fleet Street, London, October, 1873.

        

        

          

            
Alphabetical List.

            

Abbott (J. S. C.) History of Frederick the Great, with numerous Illustrations. 8vo. 1
l. 1
s.

            
About in the World, by the author of “The Gentle Life.” Crown 8vo. bevelled cloth, 4th edition. 6
s.

            
Adamson (Rev. T. H.) The Gospel according to St. Matthew, expounded. 8vo. 12
s.

            
Adventures of a Young Naturalist. By 
Lucien Biart, with 117 beautiful Illustrations on Wood. Edited and adapted by 
Parker Gillmore, author of “All Round the World,” “Gun, Rod, and Saddle,” &c. Post 8vo. cloth extra, gilt edges, new edition, 7
s. 6
d.

            
“The adventures are charmingly narrated.”—
Athenæum.

            
Adventures of a Brownie. See Craik, Mrs.

            
Adventures on the Great Hunting Grounds of the World, translated from the French of Victor Meunier, with engravings, 2nd edition. 5
s.

            
“The book for all boys in whom the love of travel and adventure is strong. They will find here plenty to amuse them and much to instruct them besides.”—
Times.

            
Alcott, (Louisa M.) Aunt Jo's Scrap-Bag. Square 16mo, 3
s. 6
d.

            
—– Little Men: Life at Plumfield with Jo's Boys. By the author of “Little Women.” Small post 8vo. cloth, gilt edges, 3
s. 6
d. Cheap edition, cloth, 2
s.; fancy boards, 1
s. 6
d.

            
—– Little Women. Complete in 1 vol. fcap. 3
s. 6
d. Cheap edition, 2 vols. cloth, 2
s.; boards, 1
s. 6
d. each.

            
—– Old Fashioned Girl, best edition, small post 8vo. cloth extra, gilt edges, 3
s. 6
d.; Low's Copyright Series, 1
s. 6
d.; cloth, 2
s.

            
The 
Guardian says of “Little Women,” that it is—“A bright, cheerful, healthy story—with a tinge of thoughtful gravity about it which reminds one of John Bunyan. The 
Athenæum says of “Old-Fashioned Girl”—” Let whoever wishes to read a bright, spirited, wholesome story, get the ‘Old Fashioned Girl’ at once.”

            


            
Alcott (Louisa M.) Shawl Straps. Small post 8vo. Cloth extra, gilt edges, 3
s. 6
d.

            
—– Work, a Story of Experience. 2 vols. cr. 8vo. 21
s.

            
Allston (Captain). 
See Ready, O Ready.

            
Alexander (Sir James E.) Bush Fighting. Illustrated by Remarkable Actions and Incidents of the Maori War. With a Map, Plans, and Woodcuts. 1 vol. demy 8vo. pp. 328, cloth extra, 16
s.

            
“This book tells the story of the late war in New Zealand, with its many desperate encounters and exciting personal adventures, and tells that story well.”—
Naval and Military Gazette.

            
“This is a valuable history of the Maori war.”—
Standard.

            
Alexander (W. D. S.) The Lonely Guiding Star. A Legend of the Pyrenean Mountains and other Poems. Fcap. 8vo. cloth. 5
s.

            
Among the Arabs, a Narrative of Adventures in Algeria, by 
G. Naphegyi, M. D., A. M. 7
s. 6
d.

            
Andersen (Hans Christian) The Story of My Life. 8vo. 10
s. 6
d.

            
—– Fairy Tales, with Illustrations in Colours by E. V. B. Royal 4to. cloth. 1
l. 5
s.

            
Andrews (Dr.) Latin-English Lexicon. 13th edition. Royal 8vo. pp. 1,670, cloth extra. Price 18
s.

            
The superiority of this justly-famed Lexicon is retained over all others by the fulness of its Quotations, the including in the Vocabulary Proper Names, the distinguishing whether the Derivative is classical or otherwise, the exactness of the References to the Original Authors, and by the price.

            
“The best Latin Dictionary,' whether for the scholar or advanced student.”—
Spectator.

            
“Every page bears the impress of industry and care.”—
Athenæum.

            
Anecdotes of the Queen and Royal Family, collected and edited by 
J. G. Hodgins, with Illustrations. New edition, revised by 
John Timbs. 5
s.

            
Angell (J. K.) A Treatise on the Law of Highways. 8vo. 1
l. 5
s.

            
Arctic Regions (The). Illustrated. 
See Bradford.

            
—– German Polar Expedition. 
See Koldeway.

            
—– Explorations. 
See Markham.

            
Around the World. 
See Prime.

            


            
Art, Pictorial and Industrial, Vol. 1, 1
l. 11
s. 6
d. Vols. 2 and 3, 18
s. each.

            
Atmosphere (The). 
See Flammarion.

            
Aunt Jo's Scrap Bag. 
See Alcott.

            
Australian Tales, by the “Old Boomerang.” Post 8vo. 5
s.

            

Back-log Studies. 
See Warner.

            
Baldwin (J. D.) Prehistoric Nations. 12mo. 4
s. 6
d.

            
—– Ancient America, in notes of American Archæology. Crown 8vo. 10
s. 6
d.

            
Bancrofts History of America. Library edition, vols. 1 to 9, 8vo. 5
l. 8
s.

            
—– History of America, Vol. X. (completing the Work.) 8vo. 12
s. [
In the press.

            
Barber (E. C.) The Crack Shot. Post 8vo. 8
s. 6
d.

            
Barnes's (Rev. A.) Lectures on the Evidences of Christianity in the 19th Century. 12mo. 7
s. 6
d.

            
Barnum (P. T.) Struggles and Triumphs. Crown 8vo. Fancy boards. 2
s. 6
d.

            
Barrington (Hon. and Rev. L. J.) From Ur to Macpelah; the Story of Abraham. Crown 8vo., cloth, 5
s.

            

The Bayard Series. Comprising Pleasure Books of Literature produced in the Choicest Style as Companionable Volumes at Home and Abroad.

            
Price 2s. 6d. each Volume, complete in itself, printed at the Chiswick Press, bound by Burn, flexible cloth extra, gilt leaves, with silk Headbands and Registers.

            
The Story of the Chevalier Bayard. By 
M. De Berville.

            
De Joinville's St. Louis, King of France.

            
The Essays of Abraham Cowley, including all his Prose Works.

            
Abdallah; or, the Four Leaves. By 
Edouard Laboullaye.

            


            
Table-Talk and Opinions of Napoleon Buonaparte.

            
Vathek: An Oriental Romance. By 
William Beckford.

            
The King and the Commons: a Selection of Cavalier and Puritan Song. Edited by Prof. 
Morley.

            
Words of Wellington: Maxims and Opinions of the Great Duke.

            
Dr. Johnson's Rasselas, Prince of Abyssinia. With Notes.

            
Hazlitt's Round Table. With Biographical Introduction.

            
The Religio Medici, Hydriotaphia, and the Letter to a Friend. By Sir 
Thomas Browne, Knt.

            
Ballad Poetry of the Affections. By 
Robert Buchanan.

            
Coleridge's Christabel, and other Imaginative Poems. With Preface by 
Algernon C. Swinburne.

            
Lord Chesterfield's Letters, Sentences and Maxims. With Introduction by the Editor, and Essay on Chesterfield by M. De St. Beuve, of the French Academy.

            
Essays in Mosaic. By 
Thos. Ballantyne.

            
My Uncle Toby; his Story and his Friends. Edited by 
P. Fitzgerald.

            
Reflections; or, Moral Sentences and Maxims of the Duke de la Rochefoucauld.

            
Socrates, Memoirs for English Readers from Xenophon's Memorabilia. By 
Edw. Levien.

            
Prince Albert's Golden Precepts.

            
A suitable Case containing 12 volumes, price 31s. 6d.; or the Case separate, price 3s. 6d.

            
Extracts from Literary Notices.

            
“The present series—taking its name from the opening volume, which contained a translation of the Knight without Fear and without Reproach—will really, we think, fill a void in the shelves of all except the most complete English libraries. These little square-shaped volumes contain, in a very manageable and pretty form, a great many things not very easy of access elsewhere, and some things for the first time brought together.”—
Pall Mall Gazette. “We have here two more volumes of the series appropriately called the ‘Bayard,’ as they certainly are ‘sans reproche.’ Of convenient size, with clear typography and tasteful binding, we know no other little volumes which make such good gift-books for persons of mature age.”—
Examiner. “St. Louis and his companions, as described by Joinville, not only in their glistening armour, but in their every-day attire, are brought nearer to us, become intelligible to us, and teach us lessons of humanity which we can learn from men only, and not from saints and heroes. Here lies the real value of real history. It widens our minds and our hearts, and gives us that true knowledge of the world and of human nature in all its phases which but few can gain in the short span of their own life, and in the narrow sphere of their friends and enemies. We can hardly imagine a better book for boys to read or for men to ponder over.”—
Times.

            


            
Beecher (Henry Ward, D. D.) Life Thoughts. Complete in 1 vol. 12mo. 2
s. 6
d.

            
—– Sermons Selected. 12mo. 8
s. 6
d.

            
—– Norwood, or Village Life in New England. Crown 8vo. 6
s.

            
—– (Dr. Lyman) Life and Correspondence of. 2 vols. post 8vo. 1
l. 1
s.

            
Bees and Beekeeping. By the Times' Beemaster. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. New Edition, with additions, 2
s. 6
d.

            
Bell (Rev. C. D.) Faith in Earnest. 18mo. 1
s. 6
d.

            
—– Blanche Nevile. Fcap. 8vo. 6
s.

            
Bellows (A. J.) The Philosophy of Eating. Post 8vo. 7
s. 6
d.

            
—– 
How not to be Sick, a Sequel to Philosophy of Eating. Post 8vo. 7
s. 6
d.

            
Bickersteth's Hymnal Companion to Book of Common Prayer.

            
The following Editions are now ready:—
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	No. 1. A
                  
	Small-type Edition, medium 32mo. cloth limp
                  
	
                  
	0
                  
	6
                

                

                  
	No. 1. B
                  
	ditto
                  
	roan limp, red edges
                  
	1
                  
	0
                

                

                  
	No. 1. C
                  
	ditto
                  
	morocco limp, gilt edges
                  
	2
                  
	0
                

                

                  
	No. 2.
                  
	Second-size type, super-royal 32mo. cloth limp
                  
	
                  
	1
                  
	0
                

                

                  
	No. 2. A
                  
	ditto
                  
	roan limp, red edges
                  
	2
                  
	0
                

                

                  
	No. 2. B
                  
	ditto
                  
	morocco limp, gilt edges
                  
	3
                  
	0
                

                

                  
	No. 3.
                  
	Large-type Edition, crown 8vo. cloth, red edges
                  
	
                  
	2
                  
	6
                

                

                  
	No. 3. A
                  
	ditto
                  
	roan limp, red edges
                  
	3
                  
	6
                

                

                  
	No. 3. B
                  
	ditto
                  
	morocco limp, gilt edges
                  
	5
                  
	6
                

                

                  
	No. 4.
                  
	Large-type Edition, crown 8vo. with Introduction and Notes, cloth, red edges
                  
	
                  
	3
                  
	6
                

                

                  
	No. 4. A
                  
	ditto
                  
	roan limp, red edges
                  
	4
                  
	6
                

                

                  
	No. 4. B
                  
	ditto
                  
	morocco, gilt edges
                  
	6
                  
	6
                

                

                  
	No. 5.
                  
	Crown 8vo. with accompanying Tunes to every Hymn, New Edition
                  
	
                  
	3
                  
	0
                

                

                  
	No. 5. A
                  
	ditto
                  
	with Chants
                  
	4
                  
	0
                

                

                  
	No. 5. B
                  
	The Chants separately
                  
	
                  
	1
                  
	6
                

                

                  
	No. 6.
                  
	Penny Edition.
                  
	
                  
	
                  
	
                

                

                  
	
                  
	Fcap. 4to.
                  
	Organists' edition.
                  
	Cloth, 7
s. 6
d.
                  
	
                

              

            
A liberal allowance is made to Clergymen introducing the Hymnal.

            

The Book of Common Prayer, bound with 
The Hymnal Companion. 32mo. cloth, 9
d. And in various superior bindings.

            


            
Benedict (F. L.) Miss Dorothy's Charge. 3 vols. 31
s. 6
d.

            
Biart (L.) Adventures of a Young Naturalist. (See Adventures.)

            
Bickersteth (Rev. E. H., M.A.) The Master's Home-Call; Or, Brief Memorials of Alice Frances Bickersteth. 3rd Edition. 32mo. cloth gilt. 1
s.

            
“They recall in a touching manner a character of which the religious beauty has a warmth and grace almost too tender to be definite.”—
The Guardian.

            
—– The Shadow of the Rock. A Selection of Religious Poetry. 18mo. Cloth extra. 2
s. 6
d.

            
Bigelow (John) France and Hereditary Monarchy. 8vo. 3
s.

            
Bishop (J. L.) History of American Manufacture. 3 vols. 8vo. 2
l. 5
s.

            
—– (J. P.) First Book of the Law. 8vo. 1
l. 1
s.

            
Bits of Talk about Home Matters. By H. H. Fcap. 8vo. cloth gilt edges. 3
s.

            
Black (Wm.) Uniform Editions:

            
—– Kilmeny: a Novel. Small Post 8vo. cloth. 6
s.

            
—– In Silk Attire. 3rd and cheaper edition, small post 8vo. 6
s.

            
“A work which deserves a hearty welcome for its skill and power in delineation of character.”—
Saturday Review.

            
“A very charming book.”—
Pall Mall Gazette.

            
“As a story it is all absorbing.”—
Spectator.

            
—– A Daughter of Heth. 11th and cheaper edition, crown 8vo., cloth extra. 6
s. With Frontispiece by F. Walker, A.R.A.

            
“If humour, sweetness, and pathos, and a story told with simplicity and vigour, ought to insure success, ‘A Daughter of Heth’ is of the kind to deserve it.”—
Saturday Review.

            
“The special genius of the book is the conception of such a character as Coquette's.”—
Spectator.

            
“An inviting title, agreeable writing, humour, sweetness and a fresh natural style are combined.”—
Pall Mall Gazette.

            
“The ‘Daughter of Heth’ is a novel of real power and promise.”—
Standard.

            
Black (C. B.) New Continental Route Guides.

            
—– Guide to the North of France, including Normandy, Brittany, Touraine, Picardy, Champagne, Burgundy, Lorraine, Alsace, and the Valley of the Loire; Belgium and Holland; the Valley of the Rhine to Switzerland; and the South-West of Germany, to Italy by the Brenner Pass. Illustrated with numerous Maps and Plans. Crown 8vo., cloth limp. 8
s. 6
d.

            
—– Guide to Normandy and Brittany, their Celtic Monuments, Ancient Churches, and Pleasant Watering-Places. Illustrated with Maps and Plans. Crown 8vo., cloth limp, 2
s. 6
d.

            


            
Black (C. B.) New Continental Route Guides.

            
—– Guide to the North-East of France, including Picardy, Champagne, Burgundy, Lorraine, and Alsace; Belgium and Holland; the Valley of the Rhine, to Switzerland; and the South-West of Germany, to Italy, by the Brenner Pass, with Description of Vienna. Illustrated with Maps and Plans. Crown 8vo., cloth limp. 4
s. 6
d.

            
—– Paris, and Excursions from Paris. Illustrated with numerous Maps, Plans, and Views. Small post 8vo. cloth limp, price 2
s. 6
d.

            
—– Guide to the South of France and to the North of Italy: including the Pyrenees and their Watering-Places; the Health Resorts on the Mediterranean from Perpignan to Genoa; and the towns of Turin, Milan, and Venice. Illustrated with Maps and Plans. Small post 8vo., cloth limp, 5
s.

            
—– Switzerland and the Italian Lakes. Small post 8vo. price 2
s. 6
d.

            
Blackburn (H.) Art in the Mountains: the Story of the Passion Play, with upwards of Fifty Illustrations. 8vo. 12
s.

            
—– Artists and Arabs. With numerous Illustrations. 8vo. 7
s. 6
d.

            
—– Harz Mountains: a Tour in the Toy Country. With numerous Illustrations. 12s.

            
—– Normandy Picturesque. Numerous Illustrations. 8vo. 16
s.

            
—– Travelling in Spain. With numerous Illustrations. 8vo. 16
s.

            
—– Travelling in Spain. Guide Book Edition 12mo. 2
s. 6
d.

            
—– The Pyrenees. Summer Life at French Watering. Places. 100 Illustrations by 
Gustave Dore, Royal 8vo. 18
s.

            
Blackmore (R. D.) Lorna Doone. New edition. Crown, 8vo. 6
s.

            
“The reader at times holds his breath, so graphically yet so simply does John Ridd tell his tale … . ‘Lorna Doone’ is a work of real excellence, and as such we heartily commend it to the public.”—
Saturday Review.

            
—– Cradock Nowell. 2nd and cheaper edition. 6
s.

            
—– Clara Vaughan. Revised edition. 6
s.

            
—– Georgics of Virgil. Small 4to. 4
s. 6
d.

            
Blackwell (E.) Laws of Life. New edition. Fcp. 3
s. 6
d.

            
Boardman's Higher Christian Life. Fcp. 1
s. 6
d.

            
Bonwick (J.) Last of the Tasmanians. 8vo. 16
s.

            


            
Bonwick (J.) Daily Life of the Tasmanians. 8vo. 12
s. 6
d.

            
—– Curious Facts of Old Colonial Days. 12mo. cloth. 5
s.

            
Book of Common Prayer with the Hymnal Companion. 32mo. cloth. 9
d. And in various bindings.

            
Books suitable for School Prizes and Presents. (Fuller description of each book will be found in the alphabet.)

            
Adventures of a Young Naturalist. 7
s. 6
d.

            
—– on Great Hunting Grounds. 5
s.

            
Allcott's Aunt Jo's Scrap-bag. 3
s 6
d.

            
—– Old Fashioned Girl. 3
s. 6
d.

            
—– Little Women. 3
s. 6
d.

            
—– Little Men. 3
s. 6
d.

            
—– Shawl Straps. 3
s. 6
d.

            
Anecdotes of the Queen. 5
s.

            
Atmosphere (The). By 
Flammarion. 30
s.

            
Bickersteth (Rev. E. H.) Shadow of the Rock. 2
s. 6
d.

            
Butler's Great Lone Land. 7
s. 6
d.

            
—– Cradock Nowell. 6
s.

            
—– Clara Vaughan. 6
s.

            
Bayard Series (See Bayard.)

            
Blackmore's Lorna Doone. 6
s.

            
Changed Cross (The). 2
s. 6
d.

            
Child's Play. 7
s. 6
d.

            
Christ in Song. 5
s.

            
Craik (Mrs.) Adventures of a Brownie. 5
s.

            
—– Little Sunshine's Holiday. 4
s.

            
Craik (Miss) The Cousin from India. 4
s.

            
Dana's Corals and Coral Islands, 21
s.

            
—– Two Years before the Mast. 6
s.

            
Davies's Pilgrimage of the Tiber. 18
s.

            
De Witt (Mad.) An Only Sister. 4
s.

            
Erkmann-Chatrian's, The Forest House. 3
s. 6
d.

            
Faith Gartney. 3
s. 6
d. cloth; boards, 1
s. 6
d.

            
Favell Children (The). 4
s.

            
Favourite English Poems. 300 Illustration. 21
s.

            
Franc's Emily's Choice. 5
s.

            
—– Marian. 5
s.

            
—– Silken Cord. 5
s.

            
—– Vermont Vale. 5
s.

            
—– Minnie's Mission. 4
s.

            


            
Books for School Prizes and Presents, 
continued.

            
Gayworthys (The). 3
s. 6
d.

            
Gentle Life, (Queen Edition). 10
s. 6
d.

            
Gentle Life Series. (
See Alphabet).

            
Getting on in the World. 6
s.

            
Glover's Light of the Word. 2
s. 6
d.

            
Hayes (Dr.) Cast Away in the Cold. 6
s.

            
Healy (Miss) The Home Theatre. 3
s. 6
d.

            
Henderson's Latin Proverbs, 10
s. 6
d.

            
Hugo's Toilers of the Sea. 10
s. 6
d.

            
Hugo's Toilers of the Sea 6
s.

            
Jack Hazard, by Trowbridge. 3
s. 6
d.

            
Kingston's Ben Burton. 3
s. 6
d.

            
Kennan's Tent Life. 6
s.

            
King's Mountaineering in the Sierra Nevada. 6
s.

            
Low's Edition of American Authors, 1
s. 6
d. and 2
s. each. 23 Vols. published. 
See Alphabet under Low.

            
Lyra Sacra Americana. 4
s. 6
d.

            
Macgregor (John) Rob Roy Books. (
See Alphabet.)

            
Marigold Manor, by Miss Waring. 4
s.

            
Maury's Physical Geography of the Sea 6
s.

            
Parisian Family. 5
s.

            
Phelps (Miss) The Silent Partner. 5
s.

            
Picture Gallery British Art. 12
s.

            
—– Sacred Art. 12
s.

            
Ready, O Ready. By Captain Allston, R.N. 3
s. 6
d.

            
Reynard the Fox. 100 Exquisite Illustrations. 7
s. 6
d.

            
Sea-Gull Rock. 79 Beautiful Woodcuts. 7
s. 6
d.

            
Stanley's How I Found Livingstone. 21
s.

            
Stowe (Mrs.) Pink and White Tyranny. 3
s. 6
d.

            
—– Old Town Folks. Cloth extra 6
s. and 2
s. 6
d.

            
—– Minister s Wooing. 5
s.; boards, 1
s. 6
d.

            
—– Pearl of Orr's Island. 5
s.

            
—– My Wife and I. 6
s.

            
Tauchnitz's German Authors. 
See Tauchnitz.

            
Tayler (C. B.) Sacred Records. 2
s. 6
d.

            
Titcomb's Letters to Young People. 1
s. 6
d. and 2
s.

            
Twenty Years Ago. 4
s.

            
Under the Blue Sky. 7
s. 6
d.

            
Verne's Meridiana. 7
s. 6
d.

            
—– Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea. 10
s. 6
d.

            
Whitney's (Mrs.) Books. 
See Alphabet.

            
Bowles (T. G.) The Defence of Paris, narrated as it was Seen. 8vo. 14
s.

            


            
Boynton (Charles B., D.D.) Navy of the United States, with Illustrations of the Ironclad Vessels. 8vo. 2 vols. 2
l.

            
Under the Special Patronage of Her Most Gracious Majesty the Queen, the Duke of Argyll, the Marquis of Lorn, &c.

            
Bradford (Wm.) The Arctic Regions. Illustrated with Photographs, taken on an Art Expedition to Greenland. With Descriptive Narrative by the Artist. In One Volume, royal broadside, 25 inches by 20, beautifully bound in morocco extra, price Twenty-five Guineas.

            
Bremer (Fredrika) Life, Letters, and Posthumous Works. Crown 8vo. 10
s. 6
d.

            
Brett (E.) Notes on Yachts. Fcp. 6
s.

            
Bristed (C. A.) Five Years in an English University. Fourth E lition, Revised and Amended by the Author. Post 8vo. 10
s. 6
d.

            
Broke (Admiral Sir B. V. P., Bart., K.C.B.) Biography of. 1
l.

            
Brothers Rantzau. 
See Erckmann Chatrian.

            
Browning (Mrs. E. B.) The Rhyme of the Duchess May. Demy 4to. Illustrated with Eight Photographs, after Drawings by Charlotte M. B. Morrell. 21
s.

            
Burritt (E.) The Black Country and its Green Border Land: or, Expeditions and Explorations round Birmingham, Wolverhampton, &c. By 
Elihu Burritt. Second and cheaper edition. Post 8vo. 6
s.

            
—– A Walk from London to Land's End. With Illustrations. 8vo. 6
s.

            
—– The Lectures and Speeches of Elihu Burritt. Fcp. 8vo. cloth, 6
s.

            
Burroughs (John). 
See Wake Robin.

            
Bush (R. J.) Reindeer, Dogs, and Snow Shoes: a Journal of Siberian Travel. 8vo. 12
s. 6
d.

            
Bush Fighting. 
See Alexander (Sir J. E.)

            
Bushnell's (Dr.) The Vicarious Sacrifice. Post 8vo. 7
s. 6
d.

            
—– Sermons on Living Subjects. Crown 8vo. cloth. 7
s. 6
d.

            
—– Nature and the Supernatural. Post 8vo. 3
s. 6
d.

            
—– Christian Nurture. 3
s. 6
d.

            
—– Character of Jesus. 6
d.

            
—– The New Life. Crown 8vo. 3
s. 6
d.

            


            
Butler (W. F.) The Great Lone Land; an Account of the Red River Expedition, 1869–1870, and Subsequent Travels and Adven tures in the Manitoba Country, and a Winter Journey across the Saskatchewan Valley to the Rocky Mountains. With Illustrations and Map. Fifth and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 7
s. 6
d. (The first 3 Editions were in 8vo. cloth. 16
s.)

            
The 
Times says:—“He describes easily and forcibly. He has a sympathy with the beautiful as well as a sense of the ridiculous. But his prejudices and his egotism are merely the weaknesses of a frank, hearty nature, and we have a personal liking for him when we take leave of him at the end of his wanderings.”

            
“The tone of this book is altogether delightful and refreshing.”—
Spectator.

            
“The impression left on the mind by his narrative is one of profound interest.”—
Morning Post.

            
“This is one of the freshest and most interesting books of travel that we have had the pleasure of reading for some time past.”—
Examiner.

            
“There is a delightful breeziness and vigour about Captain Butler's style of writing.”—
Leeds Mercury.

            
“His fascinating volume … . not only exciting, but instructive reading.”—
Pall Mall Gazette.

            
“Captain Butler writes with rare spirit.”—
Nonconformist.

            

California.
See Nordhoff.

            
Carlisle (Thos.) The Unprofessional Vagabond. By 
Thomas Carlisle (Haroun Alraschid), with Sketches from the Life of 
John Carlisle. Fcap. 8vo. Fancy boards. 1
s.

            
Changed Cross (The) and other Religious Poems. 2
s. 6
d.

            
Child's Play, with 16 coloured drawings by E. V. B. An entirely new edition, printed on thick paper, with tints, 7
s. 6
d.

            
Chefs-d' œuvre of Art and Master-pieces of Engraving, selected from the celebrated Collection of Prints and Drawings in the British Museum. Reproduced in Photography by 
Stephen Thompson. Imperial folio, Thirty-eight Photographs, cloth gilt. 4
l. 14
s. 6
d.

            
China. 
See Illustrations of.

            
Choice Editions of Choice Books. New Editions. Illustrated by C. W. Cope, R.A., T. Creswick, R.A., Edward Duncan, Birket Foster, J. C. Horsley, A.R.A., George Hicks, R. Redgrave, R.A., C. Stonehouse, F. Taylor, George Thomas, H. J. Townshend, E. H. Wehnert, Harrison Weir, &c. Crown 8vo. cloth, 5
s. each; mor. 10
s. 6
d.

            
Bloomfield's Farmer's Boy.

            
Campbell's Pleasures of Hope.

            
Cundall's Elizabethan Poetry.

            
Coleridge's Ancient Mariner.

            
Goldsmith's Deserted Village.

            
Goldsmith's Vicar of Wakefield.

            
Gray's Elegy in a Churchyard.

            
Keat's Eve of St. Agnes.

            
Milton's l'Allegro.

            
Rogers' Pleasures of Memory.

            
Shakespeare's Songs and Sonnets.

            
Tennyson's May Queen.

            
Weir's Poetry of Nature.

            
Wordsworth's Pastoral Poems.

            


            
Christ in Song. Hymns of Immanuel, selected from all Ages, with Notes. By 
Philip Schaff, D.D. Crown 8vo. toned paper, beautifully printed at the Chiswick Press. With Initial Letters and Ornaments and handsomely bound. New Edition. 5
s.

            
Christabel. 
See Bayard Series.

            
Christmas Presents. 
See Illustrated Books.

            
Chronicles of Castle of Amelroy. 4to. With Photographic Illustrations. 2
l. 2
s.

            
Clara Vaughan. 
See Blackmore.

            
Coffin (G. C.) Our New Way Round the World. 8vo. 12
s.

            
Commons Preservation (Prize Essays on), written in competition for Prizes offered by 
Henry W. Peek, Esq. 8vo. 13
s.

            
Compton Friars, by the Author of Mary Powell. Cr. 8vo. cloth. 10
s. 6
d.

            
Courtship and a Campaign; a Story of the Milanese Volunteers of 1866, under Garibaldi. By M. D
alin. 2 vols. cr. 8vo. 21
s.

            
Cradock Nowell. 
See Blackmore.

            
Craik (Mrs.) The Adventures of a Brownie, by the Author of “John Halifax, Gentleman.” With numerous Illustrations by Miss 
Paterson. Square cloth, extra gilt edges. 5
s.

            
A Capital Book for a School Prize for Children from Seven to Fourteen.

            
—– Little Sunshine's Holiday (forming Vol. 1. of the John Halifax Series of Girls' Books). Small post 8vo. 4
s.

            
—– John Halifax Series. 
See Girls' Books.

            
—– Poems. Crown, cloth, 5
s.

            
—– (Georgiana M.) The Cousin from India, forming Vol. 2. of John Halifax Series. Small post 8vo. 4
s.

            
—– Without Kith or Kin. 3 vols. crown 8vo., 31
s. 6
d.

            
—– Hero Trevelyan. 2 Vols. Post 8vo. 21
s.

            
Craik's American Millwright and Miller. With numerous Illustrations. 8vo. 1
l. 1
s.

            
Cruise of “The Rosario. 
See Markham (A. H.).

            
Cummins (Maria S.) Haunted Hearts (Low's Copyright Series). 16mo. boards. 1
s. 6
d.; cloth, 2
s.

            
Curtis's History of the Constitution of the United States. 2 vols. 8vo. 24
s.

            


            

Dalton (J. C.) A Treatise on Physiology and Hygiene for Schools, Families, and Colleges, with numerous Illustrations, 7
s. 6
d.

            
Dana (R. H.) Two Years before the Mast and Twenty-four years After. New Edition, with Notes and Revisions. 12mo. 6
s.

            
Dana (Jas. D.) Corals and Coral Islands. Numerous Illustrations, charts, &c. Royal 8vo. cloth extra. 21
s.

            
“This handsome book is of a kind unfortunately too rare. An eminent traveller and naturalist has here endeavoured to present a popular account of a subject in which he has been one of the foremost investigators… . Professed geologists and zoologists, as well as general readers, will find Professor Dana's book in every way worthy of their attention.”—
The Athenæum, Oct. 12, 1872.

            
“That his work is likely to be more popular than most accounts of the corals and coral polypes that we have seen, we have no doubt whatever.”—
Saturday Review.

            
Darley (Felix O. C.) Sketches Abroad with Pen and Pencil, with 84 Illustrations on Wood. Small 4to. 7
s. 6
d.

            
Daughter (A) of Heth, by 
Wm. Black. Eleventh and Cheaper edition. 1 vol. crown 8vo. 6
s.

            
Davies (Wm.) The Pilgrimage of the Tiber, from its Mouth to its Source; with some account of its Tributaries. 8vo., with many very fine Woodcuts and a Map, cloth extra. 18
s.

            
“Et terram Hesperiam venies, ubi Lydius arva Inter opima virûm leni fluit agmine Tibris.”

            

Virgil, Æn. II., 781.

            
Devonshire Hamlets; Hamlet 1603, Hamlet 1604. I Vol. 8vo. 7
s. 6
d.

            
De Witt (Madame Guizot). An Only Sister. Vol. V. of the “John Halifax” Series of Girls' Books. With Six Illustrations. Small post 8vo. cloth. 4
s.

            
Dhow-Chasing. 
See Sulivan.

            
Draper (John W.) Human Physiology. Illustrated with more than 300 Woodcuts from Photographs, &c. Royal 8vo. cloth extra. 1
l. 5
s.

            
Dream Book (The) with 12 Drawings in facsimile by E. V. B. Med. 4to. 1
l. 11
s. 6
d.

            
Duer's Marine Insurance. 2 vols. 3
l. 3
s.

            
Duplais and McKennie, Treatise on the Manufacture and Distillation of Alcoholic Liquors. With numerous Engravings. 8vo. 2
l. 2
s.

            
Duplessis (G.) Wonders of Engraving. With numerous Illustrations and Photographs. 8vo. 12
s. 6
d.
            


            Dussauce (Professor H.) A New and Complete Treatise on the Art of Tanning. Royal 8vo. 2
l. 2
s.

            
—– General Treatise on the Manufacture of Vinegar. 8vo. 1
l. 1
s.

            

English Catalogue of Books (The) Published during 1863 to 1871 inclusive, comprising also the Important American Publications.

            
This Volume, occupying over 450 Pages, shows the Titles of 32,000 New Books and New Editions issued during Nine Years, with the Size, Price, and Publisher's Name, the Lists of Learned Societies, Printing Clubs, and other Literary Associations, and the Books issued by them; as also the Publisher's Series and Collections—altogether forming an indispensable adjunct to the Bookseller's Establishment, as well as to every Learned and Literary Club and Association. 30
s. half-bound.

            
The previous Volume, 1835 to 1862, of which a very few remain on sale, price 2
l. 5
s. as also the Index Volume, 1837 to 1857, price 1
l. 6
s.

            
—– Supplements, 1863, 1864, 1865, 3
s. 6
d. each; 1866, 1867 to 1872, 5
s. each.

            
—– Writers, Chapters for Self-improvement in English Literature; by the author of “The Gentle Life.” 6
s.

            
Erckmann-Chatrian, Forest House and Catherine's Lovers. Crown 8vo 3
s. 6
d.

            
—– The Brothers Rantzau: A Story of the Vosges. 2 vols. crown 8vo. cloth. 21
s.

            

Faith Gartney's Girlhood, by the Author of “The Gayworthys.” Fcap. with Coloured Frontispiece. 3
s. 6
d.

            
Favourite English Poems. New and Extended Edition, with 300 illustrations. Small 4to. 21
s.

            
Favell (The) Children. Three Little Portraits. Crown 12mo. Four Illustrations. Cloth gilt. 4
s.

            
“A very useful and clever story.”—
John Bull.

            
Few (A) Hints on Proving Wills. Enlarged Edition, sewed. 1
s.

            
Fields (J. T.) Yesterdays with Authors. Crown 8vo. 10
s. 6
d.

            
Fleming's (Sandford) Expedition. 
See Ocean to Ocean.

            
Flammarion (C.) The Atmosphere. Translated from the French of 
Camille Flammarion. Edited by 
James Glaisher, F.R.S., Superintendent of the Magnetical and Meteorological Department of the Royal Observatory at Greenwich. With 10 beautiful Chromo-Lithographs and 81 woodcuts. Royal 8vo. cloth extra, bevelled boards. 30
s.

            


            
Franc (Maude Jeane) Emily's Choice, an Australian Tale, 1 vol. small post 8vo. With a Frontispiece by 
G. F. Angas. 5
s.

            
—– Marian, or the Light of Some One's Home. Fcp. 3rd Edition, with Frontispiece. 5
s.

            
—– Silken Cords and Iron Fetters. 5
s.

            
—– Vermont Vale. Small post 4to., with Frontispiece. 5
s.

            
Minnie's Mission. Small post 8vo., with Frontispiece. 4
s.

            
Frey (H.) The Microscope and Microscopical Technology. 8vo. illustrated. 30
s.

            
Friswell (J. H.) 
See Gentle Life Series.

            
—– One of Two. 3 vols. 1
l. 11
s. 6
d.

            

Gayworthys (The), a Story of New England Life. Small post 8vo. 3
s. 6
d.

            
Gems of Dutch Art. Twelve Photographs from finest Engravings in British Museum. Sup. royal 4to. cloth extra. 25
s.

            
Gentle Life (Queen Edition). 2 vols. in 1. Small 4to. 10
s. 6
d.

            

The Gentle Life Series. Printed in Elzevir, on Toned Paper, handsomely bound, forming suitable Volumes for Presents. Price 6
s. each; or in calf extra, price 10
s. 6
d.

          

          

            
I.

            
The Gentle Life. Essays in aid of the Formation of Character of Gentlemen and Gentlewomen. Tenth Edition.

            
“His notion of a gentleman is of the noblest and truest order. A little compendium of cheerful philosophy.”—
Daily News.

            
“Deserves to be printed in letters of gold, and circulated in every house.”—
Chambers Journal.

          

          

            
II.

            
About in the World. Essays by the Author of “The Gentle Life.”

            
“It is not easy to open it at any page without finding some happy idea.”—
Morning Post.

          

          


          

            
III.

            
Like unto Christ. A New Translation of the “De Imitatione Christi “usually ascribed to Thomas à Kempis. With a Vignette from an Original Drawing by Sir Thomas Lawrence. Second Edition.

            
“Evinces independent scholarship, and a profound feeling for the original.”—
Nonconformist.

            
“Could not be presented in a more exquisite form, for a more sightly volume was never seen.”—
Illustrated London News.

          

          

            
IV.

            
Familiar Words. An Index Verborum, or Quotation Handbook. Affording an immediate Reference to Phrases and Sentences that have become embedded in the English language. Second and enlarged Edition.

            
“The most extensive dictionary of quotation we have met with.”—
Notes and Queries.

            
“Will add to the author's credit with all honest workers.”—
Examiner.

          

          

            
V.

            
Essays by Montaigne. Edited, Compared, Revised, and Annotated by the Author of “The Gentle Life.” With Vignette Portrait. Second Edition.

            
“We should be glad if any words of ours could help to bespeak a large circulation for this handsome attractive book; and who can refuse his homage to the good-humoured industry of the editor.”— Illustrated Times.

          

          

            
VI.

            
The Countess of Pembroke's Arcadia. Written by Sir 
Philip Sidney. Edited, with Notes, by the Author of “The Gentle Life.” Dedicated, by permission, to the Earl of Derby. 7
s. 6
d.

            
“All the best things in the Arcadia are retained intact in Mr. Friswell's edition.—
Examiner.

          

          

            
VII.

            
The Gentle Life. Second Series. Third Edition.

            
“There is not a single thought in the volume that does not contribute in some measure to the formation of a true gentleman.”—
Daily News.

          

          

            
VIII.

            
Varia: Readings from Rare Books. Reprinted, by permission, from the 
Saturday Review, Spectator, &c.

            
“The books discussed in this volume are no less valuable than they are rare, and the compiler is entitled to the gratitude of the public for having rendered their treasures available to the general reader.”— Observer.

          

          

            
IX.

            
The Silent Hour: Essays, Original and Selected. By the Author of “The Gentle Life.” Second Edition.

            
“All who possess the ‘Gentle Life’ should own this volume.”—
Standard.

          

          


          

            
X.

            
Essays on English writers, for the Self-improvement of Students in English Literature.

            
“The author has a distinct purpose and a proper and noble ambition to win the young to the pure and noble study of our glorious English literature. To all (both men and women) who have neglected to read and study their native literature we would certainly suggest the volume before us as a fitting introduction.”—
Examiner.

          

          

            
XI.

            
Other People's Windows. By 
J. Hain Friswell. Second Edition.

            
“The chapters are so lively in themselves, so mingled with shrewd views of human nature, so full of illustrative anecdotes, that the reader cannot fail to be amused.”—
Morning Post.

          

          

            
XII.

            
A Man's Thoughts. By 
J. Hain Friswell.

            
German Primer; being an Introduction to First Steps in German. By 
M. T. Preu. 2
s. 6
d.

            
Getting On in the World; or, Hints on Success in Life. By 
William Mathews, LL.D. Small post 8vo., cloth extra, bevelled edges. 6
s.

            
Girdlestone (C.) Christendom. 12mo. 3
s.

            
—– Family Prayers. 12mo. 1
s. 6
d.

            
Glover (Rev. R.) The Light of the Word. Third Edition. 18mo. 2
s. 6
d.

            
Goethe's Faust. With Illustrations by Konewka. Small 4to. Price 10
s. 6
d.

            
Gouffé: The Royal Cookery Book. By 
Jules Gouffé, Chef-de-Cuisine of the Paris Jockey Club; translated and adapted for English use by 
Alphonse Gouffe, head pastrycook to Her Majesty the Queen. Illustrated with large plates, beautifully printed in colours, together with 161 woodcuts. 8vo. Coth extra, gilt edges. 2
l. 2
s.

            
—– Domestic Edition, half-bound. 10
s. 6
d.

            
“By far the ablest and most complete work on cookery that has ever been submitted to the gastronomical world.”—
Pall Mall Gazette.

            
—– The Book of Preserves; or, Receipts for Preparing and Preserving Meat, Fish salt and smoked, Terrines, Gelatines, Vegetables, Fruits, Confitures, Syrups, Liqueurs de Famille, Petits Fours, Bonbons, &c. &c. By 
Jules Gouffe, Head Cook of the Paris Jockey Club, and translated and adapted by his brother 
Alphonse Gouffe, Head Pastrycook to her Majesty the Queen, translator and editor of “The Royal Cookery Book.” 1 vol. royal 8vo., containing upwards of Receipts and 34 Illustrations. 10
s. 6
d.

            


            
Girls' Books. A Series written, edited, or translated by the Author of “John Halifax.” Small post 8vo., cloth, extra, 4
s. each.

            


	1.
	
                Little Sunshine's Holiday.
              


	2.
	
                The Cousin from India.
              


	3.
	
                Twenty Years Ago.
              


	4.
	
                Is it True.
              


	5.
	
                An Only Sister. By Madame 
Guizot De Witt.
              


            
Gough (J. B.) The Autobiography and Reminiscences of John B. Gough. 8vo. Cloth, 10
s. 6
d.

            
Great Lone-Land. 
See Butler.

            
Grant (Rev. G. M.). 
See Ocean to Ocean.

            
Greenleaf's Law of Evidence. 3 vols. 84
s.

            
Guizot's History of France. Translated by 
Robert Black. Royal 8vo. Numerous Illustrations. Vols. I. and II., cloth extra, each 24
s.; in Parts, 2
s. each (to be completed in about twenty parts).

            
Guyon (Mad.) Life. By Upham. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 6
s.

            
—– Method of Prayer. Foolscap. 1
s.

            

Hall (E. H.) The Great West; Handbook for Emigrants and Settlers in America. With a large Map of routes, railways, and steam communication, complete to present time. Boards, 1
s.

            
Harrington (J.) Pictures of Saint George's Chapel, Windsor. Photographs. 4to. 63
s.

            
Harrington's Abbey and Palace of Westminster. Photographs. 5
l. 5
s.

            
Harrison (Agnes). 
See Martin's Vineyard.

            
Harper's Handbook for Travellers in Europe and the East. New Edition. Post 8vo. Morocco tuck, 1
l. 1
s.

            
Harz Mountains. 
See Blackburn.

            
Hawthorne (Mrs. N.) Notes in England and Italy. Crown 8vo. 10
s. 6
d.

            
Hayes (Dr.) Cast Away in the Cold; an Old Man's Story of a Young Man's Adventures. By Dr. I. I
saac H
ayes, Author of “The Open Polar Sea.” With numerous Illustrations. Gilt edges, 6
s.

            
—– The Land of Desolation; Personal Narrative of Adventures in Greenland. Numerous Illustrations. Demy 8vo., cloth extra. 14
s.

            


            
Hazard (S.) Santo Domingo, Past and Present; With a Glance at Hayti. With upwards of One Hundred and Fifty beautiful Woodcuts and Maps, chiefly from Designs and Sketches by the Author. Demy 8vo. cloth extra. 18
s.

            
Extract from the notice in 
Spectator, March 22nd.—” This is a book that, in view of the St. Domingo Loan and the New Samana Bay Company, will prove peculiarly interesting to English readers.”

            
—– Cuba with Pen and Pencil. Over 300 Fine Woodcut Engravings. New edition, 8vo. cloth extra. 15
s.

            
“We recommend this book to the perusal of our readers.”—
Spectator.

            
“Mr. Hazard has completely exhausted his subject.”—
Pall Mall Gazette.

            
Hazlitt (William) The Round Table; the Best Essays of 
William Hazlitt, with Biographical Introduction (Bayard Series). 2
s. 6
d.

            
Healy (M.) Lakeville; or, Shadow and Substance. A Novel. 3 vols. 1
l. 11
s. 6
d.

            
—– A Summer's Romance. Crown 8vo., cloth. 10
s. 6
d.

            
—– The Home Theatre. Small post 8vo. 3
s. 6
d.

            
Henderson (A.) Latin Proverbs and Quotations; with Translations and Parallel Passages, and a copious English Index. By 
Alfred Henderson. Fcap. 4to., 530 pp. 10
s. 6
d.

            
“A very handsome volume in its typographical externals, and a very useful companion to those who, when a quotation is aptly made, like to trace it to its source, to dwell on the minutiæ of its application, and to find it illustrated with choice parallel passages from English and Latin authors.”—
Times.

            
“A book well worth adding to one's library.”—
Saturday Review.

            
Hearth Ghosts. By the Author of ‘Gilbert Rugge.’ 3 Vols. 1
l. 11
s. 6
d.

            
Heber's (Bishop) Illustrated Edition of Hymns. With upwards of 100 Designs engraved in the first style of art under the superintendence of 
J. D. Cooper. Small 4to. Handsomely bound, 7
s. 6
d.

            
Higginson (T. W.) Atlantic Essays. Small post 8vo. cloth. 6
s.

            
Hitherto. By the Author of “The Gayworthys.” New Edition. cloth extra. 3
s. 6
d. Also in Low's American Series. Double Vol. 2
s. 6
d.

            
Hofmann (Carl) A Practical Treatise on the Manufacture of Paper in all its Branches. Illustrated by One Hundred and Ten Wood Engravings, and Five large Folding Plates. In One Volume, 4to, cloth; about 400 pages. 3
l. 13
s. 6
d.

            
Hoge—Blind Bartimæus. Popular edition. 1
s.

            
Holland (Dr.) Kathrina and Titcomb's Letters. 
See Low's American Series.

            


            
Holmes (Oliver W.) The Guardian Angel; a Romance. 2 vols. 16
s.

            
—– (Low's Copyright Series.) Boards, 1
s. 6
d.; cloth, 2
s.

            
—– Autocrat of the Breakfast Table. 12mo. 1
s.; Illustrated edition, 3
s. 6
d.

            
—– The Professor at the Breakfast Table. 3
s. 6
d.

            
—– Songs in Many Keys. Post 8vo. 7
s. 6
d.

            
—– Mechanism in Thought and Morals. 12mo. 1
s. 6
d.

            
Home Theatre (The), by M
ary H
ealy. Small post 8vo. 3
s. 6
d.

            
Homespun, or Twenty Five Years Ago in America, by 
Thomas Lackland. Fcap. 8vo. 7
s. 6
d.

            
Hoppin (Jas. M.) Old Country, its Scenery, Art, and People. Post 8vo. 7
s. 6
d.

            
Howell (W. D.) Italian Journeys. 12mo. cloth. 8
s. 6
d.

            
Hugo's Toilers of the Sea. Crown 8vo. 6
s.; fancy boards, 2
s.; cloth, 2
s. 6
d.; Illustrated Edition, 10
s. 6
d.

            
Hunt (Leigh) and S. A. Lee, Elegant Sonnets, with Essay on Sonneteers. 2 vols. 8vo. 18
s.

            
—– Day by the Fire. Fcap. 6
s. 6
d.

            
Huntington (J.D., D.D.) Christian Believing. Crown 8vo. 3
s. 6
d.

            
Hymnal Companion to Book of Common Prayer. 
See Bickersteth.

            

Ice, a Midsummer Night's Dream. Small Post 8vo. 3
s. 6
d.

            
Illustrations of China and its People. By 
J. Thomson, F.R.G.S. Being Photographs from the Author's Negatives, printed in permanent Pigments by the Autotype Process, and Notes from Personal Observation.

            
*** The complete work will embrace 200 Photographs. with Letterpress Descriptions of the Places and People represented. In Four Volumes, imperial 4to., price 3
l. 3
s. each Volume. The First Volume, containing Fifty Photographs, is now ready.

            
Subscribers ordering the Four Volumes at once will be supplied for 10
l. 10
s., half of which is to be paid on receipt of Vol. I., and balance on completion of the work. Non-subscribers' price is 3
l. 3
s. a Volume.

            
“In his succeeding volumes, he proposes to take us with him northward and westward; and if the high promise held out in the present instalment of his book be fulfilled in them, they will together form, from every point of view, a most valuable and interesting work. The photographs are excellent: … . artistically, they are all that can be desired. Accompanying each is a full, and what is somewhat unusual in books relating to China, an accurate description of the scene or objects represented.”—
Athenæum.

            


            
Illustrated Books, suitable for Christmas, Birthday, or Wedding Presents. (The full titles of which will be found in the Alphabet.)

            
Adventures of a Young Naturalist. 7
s. 6
d.

            
Alexander's Bush Fighting. 16
s.

            
Anderson's Fairy Tales. 25
s.

            
Arctic Regions. Illustrated. 25 guineas.

            
Art, Pictorial and Industrial. Vol. I. 31
s. 6
d.

            
Blackburn's Art in the Mountains. 12
s.

            
—– Artists and Arabs. 7
s. 6
d.

            
—– Harz Mountains. 12
s.

            
—– Normandy Picturesque. 16
s.

            
—– Travelling in Spain. 16
s.

            
—– The Pyrenees. 18
s.

            
Bush's Reindeer, Dogs, &c. 12
s. 6
d.

            
Butler's Great Lone Land. 7
s. 6
d.

            
Chefs d'Œuvre of Art. 4
l. 14
s. 6
d.

            
China. Illustrated. 4 vols. 3
l. 3
s. each vol.

            
Christian Lyrics.

            
Davies's Pilgrimage of the Tiber. 18
s.

            
Dream Book, by E. V. B. 21
s. 6
d.

            
Duplessis' Wonders of Engraving. 12
s. 6
d.

            
Favourite English Poems. 21
s.

            
Flammarion's The Atmosphere. 30
s.

            
Fletcher and Kidder's Brazil. 18
s.

            
Gosthe's Faust, illustrations by 
P. Konewka. 10
s. 6
d.

            
Gouffe's Royal Cookery Book. Coloured plates. 42
s.

            
—— Ditto. Popular edition. 10
s. 6
d.

            
—— Book of Preserves. 10
s. 6
d.

            
Hazard's Santa Domingo. 18
s.

            
—– Cuba. 15
s.

            
Heber (Bishop) Hymns. Illustrated edition. 7
s. 6
d.

            
Markham's Cruise of the Rosario. 16
s.

            
Milton's Paradise Lost. (Martin's plates). 3
l. 13
s. 6
d.

            
My Lady's Cabinet. 21
s.

            
Ocean to Ocean. 10
s. 6
d.

            
Palliser (Mrs.) History of Lace. 21
s.

            
—– Historic Devices, &c. 21
s.

            
Peaks and Valleys of the Alps. 6
l. 6
s.

            
Pike's Sub-Tropical Rambles. 18
s.

            
Red Cross Knight (The). 25
s.

            
Sauzay's Wonders of Glass Making. 12
s. 6
d.

            
Schiller's Lay of the Bell. 14
s.

            
St. George's Chapel, Windsor.

            
Sulivan's Dhow Chasing. 16
s.

            
The Abbey and Palace of Westminster. 5
l. 5
s.

            
Viardot, Wonders of Sculpture. 12
s. 6
d.

            
—– Wonders of Italian Art. 12
s. 6
d.

            
—– Wonders of European Art. 12
s. 6
d.

            
Werner (Carl) Nile Sketches. 2 Series, each 3
l. 10
s.

            
Index to the Subjects of Books published in the United Kingdom during the last 20 years. 8vo. Half-morocco. 1
l. 6
s.

            
Innocent. By Mrs. 
Oliphant. 3 Vols. Crown 8vo cloth. 31
s. 6
d.

            


            
In the Tropics. Post 8vo. 6
s.

            
In Silk Attire. 
See Black, Wm.

            
Is it True? Being Tales Curious and Wonderful. Small post 8vo., cloth extra. 4
s.

            
(Forming vol. 4 of the “John Halifax” Series of Girls' Books.)

            

Jack Hazard, a Story of Adventure by 
J. T. Trowbridge. Numerous illustrations, small post. 3
s. 6
d.

            
John Halifax Series of Girls' Books. 
See Girls' Books.

            
Johnson (R. B.) Very Far West Indeed. A few rough Experiences on the North-West Pacific Coast. Cr. 8vo. cloth. 10s. 6d. New Edition—the Fourth, fancy boards, 2
s.

            
“Variety and adventure abound in his book, which is written too with never-flagging spirit.”—
Athenæum.

            

Kavanagh's Origin of Language. 2 vols. crown 8vo. 1
l. 1
s.

            
Kedge Anchor, or Young Sailor's Assistant, by 
Wm. Brady. 8vo. 18
s.

            
Kennan (G.) Tent Life in Siberia. 3rd-edition. 6
s.

            
“We strongly recommend the work as one of the most entertaining volumes of travel that has appeared of late years.”—
Athenæum.

            
“We hold our breath as he details some hair-breadth escape, and burst into fits of irresistible laughter over incidents full of humour.—
Spectator.

            
Kent (Chancellor) Commentaries on American Law. 11th edition. 4 vols. 8vo. 4
l. 10
s.

            
Kilmeny. 
See Black (Wm.)

            
King (Clarence) Mountaineering in the Sierra Nevada. crown 8vo. Third and Cheaper Edition, cloth extra. 6
s.

            
The 
Times of Oct. 20th says:—“If we judge his descriptions by the vivid impressions they leave, we feel inclined to give them very high praise.”

            
“A fresh and vigorous record of varied kinds of adventure, combined with vivid pictures of mountain scenery, and with glimpses of wild life among Indians, Mexicans, and Californians, will commend itself to most readers.”—
The Athenæum

            
Kingston (W. H. G.) Ben Burton, or Born and Bred at Sea. Fcap. with Illustrations. 3
s. 6
d.

            


            
Koldeway (Captain) The Second North-German Polar Expedition in the year 1869–1870 of the ships “Germania” and “Hausa,” under Command of Captain Koldeway. Edited and Condensed by H. W. Bates, Esq., of the Royal Geographical Society. 1 vol. demy 8vo., numerous Woodcuts, Maps, and Chromo-Lithographs—
In the Press.

            

Lakeville.
See Healy.

            
Land of the White Elephant. 
See Vincent.

            
Lang (J. D.) The Coming Event. 8vo. 12
s.

            
Lascelles (Arthur) The Coffee Grower's Guide. Post 8vo. 2
s. 6
d.

            
Lee (G. R.) Memoirs of the American Revolutionary War. 8vo. 16
s.

            
Like unto Christ. A new translation of the “De Imitatione Christi,” usually ascribed to Thomas à Kempis. Second Edition. 6
s.

            
Little Men. See Alcott.

            
Little Preacher. 32mo. 1
s.

            
Little Women. See Alcott.

            
Little Sunshine's Holiday. 
See Craik (Mrs.)

            
Livingstone (Dr.), How I Found. 
See Stanley.

            
Log of my Leisure Hours. By an Old Sailor. Cheaper Edition. Fancy boards. 2
s.

            
Longfellow (H. W.) The Poets and Poetry of Europe. New Edition. 8vo. cloth. 1
l. 1
s.

            
Loomis (Elias). Recent Progress of Astronomy. Post 8vo. 7
s. 6
d.

            
—– Practical Astronomy. 8vo. 10
s.

            
Low's Copyright and Cheap Editions of American Authors, comprising Popular Works, reprinted by arrangement with their Authors:—

            


	1.
	
                Haunted Hearts. By the Author of “The Lamplighter.”
              


	2.
	
                The Guardian Angel. By “The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table.”
              


	3.
	
                The Minister's Wooing. By the Author of “Uncle Tom's Cabin.”
              


	4.
	
                Views Afoot. By 
Bayard Taylor.
              


	5.
	
                Kathrina, Her Life and Mine. By J. G. 
Holland.
              


	6.
	
                Hans Brinker: or, Life in Holland. By Mrs. 
Dodge.
              


            


            
Low's Cheap Copyright Editions, 
continued—

            


	7.
	
                Men, Women, and Ghosts. By Miss 
Phelps.
              


	8.
	
                Society and Solitude. By 
Ralph Waldo Emerson.
              


	9.
	
                Hedged In. By 
Elizabeth Phelps.
              


	10.
	
                An Old-Fashioned Girl. By 
Louisa M. Alcott.
              


	11.
	
                Faith Gartney.
              


	12.
	
                Stowe's Old Town Folks. 2
s. 6
d.; cloth, 3
s.
              


	13.
	
                Lowell's Study Windows.
              


	14.
	
                My Summer in a Garden. By 
Charles Dudley Warner.
              


	15.
	
                Pink and White Tyranny. By Mrs. 
Stowe.
              


	16.
	
                We Girls. By Mrs. 
Whitney.
              


	17.
	
                Little Men. By 
Miss Alcott.
              


	18.
	
                Little Women. By 
Miss Alcott.
              


	19.
	
                Little Women Wedded. (Forming the Sequel to “Little Women.”)
              


	20.
	
                Back-Log Studies. By 
Charles Dudley Warner, Author of “My Summer in a Garden.”
              


            
“This is a delightful book.”—
Atlantic Monthly.

            


	21.
	
                Timothy Titcomb's Letters to Young People, Single and Married.
              


            
*** Of this famous little work upwards of 50,000 have been sold in America alone at four times the present price, viz. 1
s. 6
d. flexible fancy boards; 2
s. cloth extra.

            


	22.
	
                Hitherto. By Mrs. 
T. D. Whitney. Double Volume, 2
s. 6
d. fancy flexible boards.
              


            
*** This Copyright work was first published in this country in 3 vols. at 31
s. 6
d.; afterwards in 1 vol. at 6
s. It is now issued in the above popular Series.

            


	23.
	
                Farm Ballads. by Will. Carleton, price 
One Shilling.
              


            
The 
Guardian says of “Little Women,” that it is “a bright, cheerful, healthy story—with a tinge of thoughtful gravity about it which reminds one of John Bunyan. Meg going to Vanity Fair is a chapter written with great cleverness and a pleasant humour.”

            
The 
Athenæum says of “Old-Fashioned Girl”: “Let whoever wishes to read a bright, spirited, wholesome story get the ‘Old-Fashioned Girl’ at once.”

            
*** “We may be allowed to add, that Messrs. Low's is the ‘Author's edition.’ We do not commonly make these announcements, but every one is bound to defeat, as far as he can, the efforts of those enterprising persons who proclaim with much unction the sacred duty of 
not letting an American author get his proper share of profits.”—
Spectator, Jan. 4, 1873.

            
Each volume complete in itself, price 1
s. 6
d. enamelled flexible cover; 2
s. cloth.

            
Low's Monthly Bulletin of American and Foreign Publications, forwarded regularly. Subscription 2
s. 6
d. per annum.

            
Low's Minion Series of Popular Books. 1
s. each:—

            
The Gates Ajar. (The original English Edition.

            
Who is He?

            
The Little Preacher.

            
The Boy Missionary.

            


            
Low (Sampson, Jun.) The Charities of London. For the the year 1872. 1
s.

            
Ludlow (FitzHugh). The Heart of the Continent. 8vo. cloth. 14
s.

            
Lunn (J. C.) Only Eve. 3 vols. 31
s. 6
d.

            
Lyne (A. A.) The Midshipman's Trip to Jerusalem. With illustration. Third Edition. Crown 8vo., cloth. 10
s. 6
d.

            
Lyra Sacra Americana. Gems of American Poetry, selected and arranged, with Notes and Biographical Sketches, by 
C. D. Cleveland, D. D., author of the “Milton Concordance.” 18mo. 4
s. 6
d.

            

Macalpine; or, On Scottish Ground. A Novel. 3 vols. crown 8vo. 31
s. 6
d.

            
Macgregor (John,) “Rob Roy” on the Baltic. Third Edition, small post 8vo. 2
s. 6
d.

            
—– A Thousand Miles in the “Rob Roy” Canoe. Eleventh Edition. Small post, 8vo. 2
s. 6
d.

            
—– Description of the “Rob Roy” Canoe, with plans, &c. 1
s.

            
—– The Voyage Alone in the Yawl “Rob Roy.” Second Edition. Small post, 8vo. 5
s.

            
March (A.) Anglo-Saxon Reader. 8vo. 7
s. 6
d.

            
—– Comparative Grammar of the Anglo-Saxon Language. 8vo. 12
s.

            
Marcy, (R. B.) Thirty Years of Army Life. Royal 8vo. 12
s.

            
—– Prairie and Overland Traveller. 2
s. 6
d.

            
Marigold Manor. By Miss 
Waring. With Introduction by Rev. A. S
ewell. With Illustrations. Small Post 8vo. 4
s.

            
Markham (A. H.) The Cruise of the “Rosario” amongst the New Hebrides and Santa Cruz Islands, exposing the Recent Atrocities connected with the Kidnapping of Natives in the South Seas. By 
A. H. Markham, Commander, R.N. 8vo. cloth extra, with Map and Illustrations. 16
s.

            
“The crew of the ‘Rosario’ were sent out from England in that wretched tub the ‘Megæra.’ Captain Markham's account of the cruise is pleasantly written.”—
Standard.

            
“We trust, therefore, that it may be generally read.”—
Athenæum.

            


            
Markham (C. R.) The Threshold of the Unknown Region. Demy 8vo. with Maps and Illustrations. [
In the press.

            
*** The object of this Work is to give the public a correct knowledge of the whole line of frontier separating the known from the unknown region round the North Pole.

            
Marlitt (Miss) The Princess of the Moor. Tauchnitz Translations.

            
Marsh (George P.) Man and Nature. 8vo. 15
s.

            
—– Origin and History of the English Language. 8vo. 16
s.

            
—– Lectures on the English Language. 8vo. 15
s.

            
Martin's Vineyard. By Agnes Harrison. Crown 8vo. cloth. 10
s. 6
d.

            
Matthews (Wm.) 
See Getting on in the World.

            
Maury (Commander) Physical Geography of the Sea and its Meteorology. Being a Reconstruction and Enlargement of his former Work; with illustrative Charts and Diagrams. New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6
s.

            
Mayo (Dr.) 
See Never Again.

            
McMullen's History of Canada. 8vo. 16
s.

            
Mercier (Rev. L.) Outlines of the Life of the Lord Jesus Christ. 2 vols. crown 8vo. 15
s.

            
Meridiana 
See Verne.

            
Milton's Complete Poetical Works; with Concordance by W. D. C
leveland. New Edition. 8vo. 12
s.; morocco 1
l. 1
s.

            
—– Paradise Lost, with the original Steel Engravings of J
ohn M
artin. Printed on large paper, royal 4to. handsomely bound. 3
l. 13
s. 6
d.

            
Miss Dorothy's Charge. By 
Frank Lee Benedict, Author of “My Cousin Elenor.” 3 vols. crown 8vo. 31
s. 6
d.

            
Missionary Geography (The); a Manual of Missionary Operations in all parts of the World, with Map and Illustrations. Fcap. 3
s. 6
d.

            
Monk of Monk's Own. 3 vols. 31
s. 6
d.

            
Montaigne's Essays. 
See Gentle Life Series.

            
Morgan's Macaronic Poetry. 16mo. 12
s.

            
Mother Goose's Melodies for Children. Square 8vo., cloth extra. 7
s. 6
d.

            
Mountain (Bishop) Life of. By his Son. 8vo. 10
s. 6
d.

            
My Summer in a Garden. 
See Warner.

            
My Cousin Maurice. A Novel. 3 vols. Cloth, 31
s. 6
d.

            


            
My Lady's Cabinet. Charmingly Decorated with Lovely Drawings and Exquisite Miniatures. Contains Seventy-five Pictures set in Frames, and arranged on Twenty-four Panels, thus representing the Walls of a richly adorned Boudoir. Each page or panel interleaved with Letterpress sufficient to explain the Subjects of the Drawings, and give the Names of the Artists. Printed on royal 4to., and very handsomely bound in cloth. 1
l. 1
s.

            
“The fittest ornament for a Lady's Cabinet which this season has produced.”—
Athenæum.

            
“Forms an excellent pretty book for the drawing-room table.”—
Pall Mall Gazette.

            
“A very pretty idea, carried out with much taste and elegance.”—
Daily News.

            
My Wife and I. 
See Mrs. Stowe.

            

Never Again: a Novel. By Dr. 
Mayo, Author of “Kaloolah.” New and Cheaper Edition, in One Vol., small post 8vo. 6
s. Cheapest edition, fancy boards, 2
s.

            
“Puts its author at once into the very first rank of novelists.”—
The Athenæum.

            
New Testament. The Authorized English Version; with the various Readings from the most celebrated Manuscripts, including the Sinaitic, the Vatican, and the Alexandrian MSS., in English. With Notes by the Editor, Dr. 
Tischendorf. The whole revised and carefully collected for the Thousandth Volume of Baron Tauchnitz's Collection. Cloth flexible, gilt edges, 2
s. 6
d.; cheaper style, 2
s.; or sewed, 1
s. 6
d.

            
Nordhoff (C.) California: for Health, Pleasure, and Residence. A Book for Travellers and Settlers. Numerous Illustrations, 8vo., cloth extra. 12
s. 6
d.

            
Nothing to Wear, and Two Millions. By 
William Allen Butler. 1
s.

            
Nystrom's Mechanics Pocket Book. 10
s. 6
d.

            

Ocean to Ocean. Sandford Fleming's Expedition through Canada in 1872. Being a Diary kept during a Journey from the Atlantic to the Pacific with the Expedition of the Engineer-in-Chief of the Canadian Pacific and Intercolonial Railways. By the Rev. G
eorge M. G
rant, of Halifax, N.S., Secretary to the Expedition. With Sixty Illustrations. Demy 8vo., cloth extra, pp. 372. 10
s. 6
d.

            
Old Fashioned Girl. See Alcott.

            
Oliphant (Mrs.) Innocent. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. cloth. 31
s. 6
d.

            
Only Eve. By Mrs. 
J. Calbraith Lunn. Three Vols. post 8vo. cloth. 31
s. 6
d.

            


            
Other Girls (The). 
See Whitney (Mrs.)

            
Our American Cousins at Home. By 
Vera, Author of “Under the Red Cross.” Illustrated with Pen and Ink Sketches, by the Author, and several fine Photographs. Crown 8vo, cloth. 9
s.

            
Our Little Ones in Heaven. Edited by Rev. 
H. Robbins. With Frontispiece after Sir 
Joshua Reynolds. Second Edition. Fcap. 3
s. 6
d.

            

Pallister (Mrs.) A History of Lace, from the Earliest Period. A New and Revised Edition, with upwards of 100 Illustrations and coloured Designs. 1 vol. 8vo. 1
l. 1
s.

            
“One of the most readable books of the season: permanently valuable, always interesting, often amusing, and not inferior in all the essentials of a gift book.”—
Times.

            
—– Historic Devices, Badges, and War Cries. 8vo. 1
l. 1
s.

            
Paper Manufacture. 
See Hofmann.

            
Parsons (T.) A Treatise on the Law of Marine Insurance and General Average. By Hon. 
Theophilus Parsons. 2 vols. 8vo. 3
l. 3
s.

            
Parisian Family. From the French of Madame 
Guizot De Witt; by Author of “John Halifax.” Fcap. 5
s.

            
“The feeling of the story is so good, the characters are so clearly marked, there is such freshness and truth to nature in the simple incidents recorded, that we have been allured on from page to page without the least wish to avail ourselves of a privilege permitted sometimes to the reviewer, and to skip a portion of the narrative.”—
Pall Mall Gazette.

            
Peaks and Valleys of the Alps. From Water-Colour Drawings by 
Elijah Walton. Chromo-lithographed by 
J. H. Lowes, with Descriptive Text by the Rev. 
T. G. Bonney, M.A., F.G.S. Folio, half-morocco, with 21 large Plates. Original subscription, 8 guineas. A very limited edition only now issued. Price 6 guineas.

            
Phelps (Miss) Gates Ajar. 32mo. 6
d.; 4
d.

            
—– Men, Women, and Ghosts. 12mo. Sewed, 1
s. 6
d. cloth, 2
s.

            
—– Hedged In. 12mo. Sewed, 1
s. 6
d.; cloth, 2
s.

            
—– Silent Partner. 5
s.

            
Phillips (L.) Dictionary of Biographical Reference. 8vo. 1
l. 11
s. 6
d.

            
Phillips' Law of Insurance. 2 vols. 3
l. 3
s.

            
Picture Gallery of British Art (The). Twenty beautiful and Permanent Photographs after the most celebrated English Painters. With Descriptive Letterpress. One Volume, demy 4to. cloth extra, gilt edges. 12
s.

            


            
Picture Gallery of Sacred Art (The). Containing Twenty very fine Examples in Permanent Photography after the Old Masters. With Descriptive Letterpress. Demy 4to. cloth extra, gilt edges. 12
s.

            
Pike (N.) Sub-Tropical Rambles in the Land of the Aphanapteryx. In 1 vol. demy 8vo. 18
s. Profusely Illustrated from the Author's own Sketches, also with Maps and valuable Meteorological Charts.

            
“Rarely have we met with a book of travels more enjoyable, and few have been written by a sharper or closer observer. To recapitulate a tithe of the heads of the information he provides would exhaust the limits of the longest paragraph, and we must content ourselves with saying that he has left very little indeed to be gleaned by his successors in the task of bringing home to the English mind what a wealth of beauty and novelty there is to be found on the island.”—
The Standard.

            
Pilgrimage of the Tiber. 
See Davies (Wm.).

            
Plutarch's Lives. An Entirely New and Library Edition. Edited by 
A. H. Clough, Esq. 5 vols. 8vo. 3
l. 3
s.

            
“‘Plutarch's Lives’ will yet be read by thousands, and in the version of Mr. Clough.”—
Quarterly Review.

            
“Mr. Clough's work is worthy of all praise, and we hope that it will tend to revive the study of Plutarch.”—
Times.

            
—– Morals. Uniform with Clough's Edition of “Lives of Plutarch.” Edited by Professor G
oodwin. 5 vols. 8vo. 3
l. 3
s.

            
Poe (E. A.) The Works of. 4 vols. 2
l. 2
s.

            
Poems of the Inner Life. A New Edition, Revised, with many additional Poems, inserted by permission of the Authors. Small post 8vo., cloth. 5
s.

            
“These books (Palgrave's and Trenche's) are quite beyond the range of the ordinary compiler, and praise similar in character, if not in degree, may be awarded to the careful Editor of the little volume before us.”—
Spectator.

            
Polar Expedition. 
See Koldeway.

            
Poor (H. V.) Manual of the Railroads of the United States for 1873–4; Showing their Mileage, Stocks, Bonds, Cost, Earnings, Expenses, and Organisations, with a Sketch of their Rise, &c. 1 vol. 8vo. 24
s.

            
Portraits of Celebrated Women. By 
C. A. St. Beuve. 12mo. 6
s. 6
d.

            
Preces Veterum. Collegit et edidit Joannes F. France. Crown 8vo., cloth, red edges. 5
s.

            
Preu (M. T.) German Primer. Square cloth. 2
s. 6
d.

            
Prime (I.) Fifteen Years of Prayer. Small post 8vo., cloth. 3
s. 6
d.

            
—– (E. D. G.) Around the World. Sketches of Travel through Many Lands and over Many Seas, 8vo., Illustrated. 14
s.

            


            
Publishers' Circular (The), and General Record of British and Foreign Literature; giving a transcript of the title-page of every work published in Great Britain, and every work of interest published abroad, with lists of all the publishing houses.

            
Published regularly on the 1st and 15th of every Month, and forwarded post free to all parts of the world on payment of 8
s. per annum.

            
Queer Things of the Service. Crown 8vo., fancy boards. 2
s. 6
d.

            

Rasselas, Prince of Abyssinia. By Dr. 
Johnson. With Introduction by the Rev. 
William West, Vicar of Nairn. (Bayard Series), 2
s. 6
d.

            
Ready, O Ready! or These Forty Years: A book for Young Fellows. By Captain 
Allston, R.N. Small post 8vo., cloth extra. 3
s. 6
d.

            
Recamier (Madame) Memoirs and Correspondence of. Translated from the French, and Edited by 
J. M. Luyster. With Portrait. Crown 8vo. 7
s. 6
d.

            
Red Cross Knight (The). 
See Spenser.

            
Reid (W.) After the War. Crown 8vo. 10
s. 6
d.

            
Reindeer, Dogs, &c. 
See Bush.

            
Reminiscences of America in 1869, by Two Englishmen. Crown 8vo. 7
s. 6
d.

            
Reynard the Fox. The Prose Translation by the late 
Thomas Roscoe. With about 100 exquisite Illustrations on Wood, after designs by 
A. J. Elwes. Imperial 16mo. cloth extra, 7
s. 6
d.

            
“Will yield to none either in the interest of its text or excellence of its engravings.”—
Standard.

            
“A capital Christmas book.”—
Globe.

            
“The designs are an ornament of a delightful text.”—
Times, Dec. 24.

            
Rhyme of the Duchess May. 
See Browning.

            
Richardson (A. S.) Stories from Old English Poetry. Small post 8vo., cloth. 5
s.

            
Rochefoucauld's Reflections. Flexible cloth extra. 2
s. 6
d. (Bayard Series.)

            
Rogers (S.) Pleasures of Memory. 
See “Choice Editions of Choice Books.” 5
s.

            
Romance (The) of American History. By Prof. De Vere. Crown 8vo. cloth. 6
s.

            

Sandeau (J.) 
See Sea-Gull Rock.

            

Santo Domingo, Past and Present. 
See Hazard.

            
Sauzay (A.) Marvels of Glass Making. Numerous Illustrations. Demy 8vo. 12
s. 6
d.

            


            
Schiller's Lay of the Bell, translated by Lord Lytton. With 42 illustrations after Retsch. Oblong 4to. 14
s.

            
School Books. 
See Classified.

            
School Prizes. 
See Books.

            
Sea-Gull Rock. By Jules Sandeau, of the French Academy. Translated by. 
Robert Black, M.A. With Seventy-nine very beautiful Woodcuts. Royal 16mo., cloth extra, gilt edges. 7
s. 6
d.

            
“A story more fascinating, more replete with the most rollicking fun, the most harrowing scenes of suspense, distress, and hair-breadth escapes from danger, was seldom before written, published, or read.”—
Athenæum.

            
“It deserves to please the new nation of boys to whom it is presented.”—
Times.

            
“The very best French story for children we have ever seen.”—
Standard.

            
“A delightful treat.”—
Illustrated London News.

            
“Admirable, full of life, pathos, and fun… . It is a striking and attractive book.”—
Guardian.

            
“This story deserves to be a great favourite with English boys as well as with French.”—
Saturday Review.

            
“Can be recommended alike for the graphic illustrations and admirable subject-matter.”—
John Bull.

            
“Is quite a gem of its kind. It is beautifully and profusely illustrated.”—
Graphic.

            
“A finely illustrated and beautifully adorned volume.”—
Daily News.

            
Seaman (Ezra C.) Essays on the Progress of Nations in civilization, productive history, wealth, and population; illustrated by statistics. Post 8vo. 10
s. 6
d.

            
Sedgwick, (J.) Treatise on the Measure of Damages. 8vo. 1
l. 18
s.

            
Shadow of the Rock. 
See Bickersteth.

            
Shakespeare's Songs and Sonnets, selected by 
J. Howard Staunton; with 36 exquisite drawings by 
John Gilbert. See “Choice Series.” 5
s.

            
Shawl Straps. 
See Alcott.

            
Sheridan's Troopers on the Borders. Post 8vo. 7
s. 6
d.

            
Sidney (Sir Philip) The Countess of Pembroke's Arcadia, edited, with notes, by the author of “Gentle Life,” 7
s. 6
d. Large paper edition. 12
s.

            
Silent Hour (The), Essays original and selected, by the author of “The Gentle Life.” Second edition. 6
s.

            
Silent Partner. 
See Phelps.

            
Silliman (Benjamin) Life of, by 
G. P. Fisher. 2 vols. crown 8vo. 1
l. 4
s.

            
Simson (W.) A History of the Gipsies, with specimens of the Gipsy Language. 10
s. 6
d.

            
Smiley (S. F.) Who is He? 32mo. 1
s.

            


            
Smith and Hamilton's French Dictionary. 2 vols. Cloth, 21
s.; half roan, 22
s.

            
Snow Flakes, and what they told the Children, beautifully printed in colours. Cloth extra, bevelled boards. 5
s.

            
Socrates. Memoirs, from Xenophon's Memorabilia. By 
E. Levien. Flexible cloth. 2
s. 6
d. Bayard Series.

            
Spayth (Henry) The American Draught-Player. 2nd edition. 12mo. 12
s. 6
d.

            
Spenser's Red Cross Knight, illustrated with 12 original drawings in facsimile. 4to. 1
l. 5
s.

            
Spofford (Harriet P.) The Thief in the Night. Crown 8vo., cloth. 5
s.

            
Spray from the Water of Elisenbrunnen. By 
Godfrey Maynard. Small Post 8vo. Fancy Boards. 2
s. 6
d.

            
St. Cecilia, a modern tale of Real Life. 3 vols. post 8vo. 31
s. 6
d.

            
St. George's Chapel, Windsor, or 18 Photographs with descriptive Letterpress, by 
John Harrington. Imp. 4to. 63
s.

            
Stanley (H. M.) How I Found Livingstone. Including Travels, Adventures, and Discoveries in Central Africa. Illustrations, Maps, &c. 8vo. cloth. 21
s.

            
Steele (Thos.) Under the Palms. A Volume of Verse. By 
Thomas Steele, translator of “An Eastern Love Story.” Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 5
s.

            
Stewart (D.) Outlines of Moral Philosophy, by Dr. McCosh. New edition. 12mo. 3
s. 6
d.

            
Stone (J. B.) A Tour with Cook Through Spain; being a Series of Descriptive Letters of Ancient Cities and Scenery of Spain, and of Life, Manners, and Customs of Spaniards. As Seen and Enjoyed in a Summer Holiday. Illustrated by Photographs produced by the Autotype Process. Crown 8vo. cloth. 6
s.

            
Stories of the Great Prairies, from the Novels of 
J. F. Cooper. With numerous illustrations. 5
s.

            
Stories of the Woods, from 
J. F. Cooper. 5
s.

            
—– Sea, from 
J. F. Cooper. 5
s.

            
Story without an End, from the German of Carové, by the late Mrs. 
Sarah T. Austin, crown 4to. with 15 exquisite drawings by E. V. B., printed in colours in facsimile of the original water colours, and numerous other illustrations. New edition. 7
s. 6
d.

            
—– square, with illustrations by 
Harvey. 2
s. 6
d.

            
—– of the Great March, a Diary of General Sherman's Campaign through Georgia and the Carolinas. Numerous illustrations. 12mo. cloth, 7
s. 6
d.

            


            
Stowe (Mrs. Beecher). Dred. Tauchnitz edition. 12mo. 3
s. 6
d.

            
—– Geography, with 60 illustrations. Square cloth, 4
s. 6
d.

            
—– House and Home Papers. 12mo. boards, 1
s.; cloth extra, 2
s. 6
d.

            
—– Little Foxes. Cheap edition, 1
s.; library edition, 4
s. 6
d.

            
—– Men of our Times, with portrait. 8vo. 12
s. 6
d.

            
—– Minister's Wooing. 5
s.; copyright series, 1
s. 6
d.; cloth, 2
s.

            
—– Old Town Folk. 6
s. Cheap Edition, 2
s. 6
d.

            
“This story must make its way, as it is easy to predict it will, by its intrinsic merits.”—
Times.

            
“A novel of great power and beauty, and something more than a mere novel—we mean that it is worth thoughtful people's reading… It is a finished literary work, and will well repay the reading.”—
Literary Churchman.

            
—– Old Town Fireside Stories. Cloth extra. 3
s. 6
d.

            
—– My Wife and I; or, Harry Henderson's History. Small post 8vo, cloth extra. 6
s.

            
“She has made a very pleasant book.”—
Guardian.

            
“From the first page to the last the book is vigorous, racy, and enjoyable.”—
Daily Telegraph.

            
—– Pink and White Tyranny. Small post 8vo. 3
s. 6
d. Cheap Edition, 1
s. 6
d. and 2
s.

            
—– Queer Little People. 1
s.; cloth, 2
s.

            
—– Religious Poems; with illustrations. 3
s. 6
d.

            
—– Chimney Corner. 1
s.; cloth, 1
s. 6
d.

            
—– The Pearl of Orr's Island. Crown 8vo. 5
s.

            
—– Little Pussey Willow. Fcap. 2
s.

            
—– (Professor Calvin E.) The Origin and History of the Books of the New Testament, Canonical and Apocryphal. 8vo. 8
s. 6
d.

            


            
Story's (Justice) Works:

            
Commentaries on the Law of Agency, as a Branch of Commercial and Maritime Jurisprudence. 6th Edition. 8vo. 1
l. 11
s. 6
d.

            
Commentaries on the Law of Bailments. 7th Edition. 8vo. 1
l. 11
s. 6
d.

            
Commentaries on the Law of Bills of Exchange, Foreign and Inland, as administered in England and America. 4th Edition. 8vo. 1
l. 11
s. 6
d.

            
Commentaries on the Conflict of Laws, Foreign and Domestic, in regard to Contracts, Rights, and Remedies and especially in regard to Marriages, Divorces, Wills, Successions and Judgments. 6th Edition. 8vo. 1
l. 15
s.

            
Commentaries on the Constitution of the United States; with a Preliminary Review of the Constitutional History of the Colonies and States before the adoption of the Constitution. 3rd Edition. 2 vols. 8vo. 3
l. 3
s.

            
Commentaries on the Law of Partnership as a branch of Commercial and Maritime Jurisprudence. 6th Edition, by 
E. H. Bennett. 8vo. 1
l. 11
s. 6
d.

            
Commentaries on the Law of Promissory Notes, and Guarantees of Notes and Cheques on Banks and Bankers. 6th Edition; by 
E. H. Bennett. 8vo. 1
l. 11
s. 6
d.

            
Commentaries on Equity Pleadings and the Incidents relating thereto, according to the Practice of the Courts of Equity of England and America. 7th Edition. 8vo. 1
l. 11
s. 6
d.

            
Commentaries on Equity Jurisprudence as administered in England and America. 9th Edition. 3
l. 3
d.

            
Treatise on the Law of Contracts. By 
William W. Story. 4th Edition, 2 vols. 8vo. 3
l. 3
s.

            
Treatise on the Law of Sales of Personal Property. 3rd Edition, edited by Hon. 
J. C. Perkins. 8vo. 1
l. 11
s. 6
d.

            
Sub-Tropical Rambles. 
See Pike (N.)

            
Suburban Sketches, by the Author of “Venetian Life.” Post 8vo. 6
s.

            
Sullivan (G. C.) Dhow Chasing in Zanzibar Waters and on the Eastern Coast of Africa; a Narrative of Five Years' Experiences in the suppression of the Slave Trade. With Illustrations from Photographs and Sketches taken on the spot by the Author. Demy 8vo, cloth extra. 16
s. Second Edition.

            
Summer in Leslie Goldthwaite's Life, by the Author of “The Gayworthys,” Illustrations. Fcap. 8vo. 3
s. 6
d.

            
Swiss Family Robinson, 12mo. 3
s. 6
d.

            


            

Tauchnitz's English Editions of German Authors. Each volume cloth flexible, 2
s.; or sewed, 1
s. 6
d. The following are now ready:—

            
On the Heights. By 
B. Auerbach. 3 vols.

            
In the Year ’13. By 
Fritz Reuter. 1 vol.

            
Faust. By 
Goethe. 1 vol.

            
Undine, and other Tales. By Fouqué. 1 vol.

            
L'Arrabiata. By 
Paul Heyse. 1 vol.

            
The Princess, and other Tales. By 
Heinrich Zschokke. 1 vol.

            
Lessing's Nathan the Wise.

            
Hacklander's Behind the Counter, translated by 
Mary Howitt.

            
Three Tales. By W. 
Hauff.

            
Joachim v. Kamern; Diary of a Poor Young Lady. By 
M. Nathusius.

            
Poems by Ferdinand Freiligrath. Edited by his daughter.

            
Gabriel. From the German of 
Paul Heyse. By 43
Arthur Milman.

            
The Dead Lake, and other Tales. By 
P. Heyse.

            
Through Night to Light. By 
Gutzkow.

            
Flower, Fruit, and Thorn Pieces. By 
Jean Paul Richter.

            
The Princess of the Moor. By Miss 
Marlitt.

            
An Egyptian Princess. By 
G. Ebers. 2 vols.

            
Ekkehard. By 
J. V. Scheffel.

            
Tauchnitz (B.) German and English Dictionary, Paper, 1
s.; cloth, 1
s. 6
d.; roan, 2
s.

            
—– French and English. Paper 1
s. 6
d.; cloth, 2
s.; roan, 2
s. 6
d.

            
—– Italian and English. Paper, 1
s. 6
d.; cloth, 2
s.; roan, 2
s. 6
d.

            
—– Spanish and English. Paper, 1
s. 6
d.; cloth, 2
s.; roan, 2
s. 6
d.

            
—– New Testament. Cloth, 2
s.; gilt, 2
s. 6
d. 
See New Testament.

            
Tayler (C. B.) Sacred Records, &c., in Verse. Fcap. 8vo, cloth extra, 2
s. 6
d.

            
“Devotional feeling and sentiment are the pleasing characteristics of the Rector of Otley's charming and elegant little volume of poems… . Fluency, fervour, and ready command of rhyme—criticism must willingly accord to the Rev. C. B. Tayler … attractive and lovable little volume of verse.”—
Morning Post.

            


            
Taylor (Bayard) The Byeways of Europe; Visits by Unfrequented Routes to Remarkable Places. By 
Bayard Taylor, author of “Views Afoot.” 2 vols. post 8vo. 16
s.

            
—– Story of Kennett. 2 vols. 16
s.

            
—– Hannah Thurston. 3 vols. 1
l. 4
s.

            
—– Travels in Greece and Russia. Post 8vo. 7
s. 6
d.

            
—– Northern Europe. Post 8vo. Cloth, 8
s. 6
d.

            
—– Egypt and Central Africa.

            
—– Beauty and the Beast. Crown 8vo. 10
s. 6
d.

            
—– A Summer in Colorado. Post 8vo. 7
s. 6
d.

            
—– Joseph and his Friend. Post 8vo. 10
s. 6
d.

            
—– Views Afoot. Enamelled boards, 1
s. 6
d.; cloth, 2
s. See Low's Copyright Edition.

            
Tennyson's May Queen; choicely Illustrated from designs by the Hon. Mrs. 
Boyle. Crown 8vo. 
See Choice Series. 5
s.

            
Thomson (J.) 
See Illustrations of China.

            
Thomson (Stephen). 
See Chefs-d' Œuvre of Art.

            
Thomson (W. M.) The Land and the Book. With 300 Illustrations. 2 vols. 1
l. 1
s.

            
Threshold of the Unknown Region. 
See Markham.

            
Timothy Titcomb's Letters to Young People, Single and Married. (Low's American Series). Vol. xxi. 1
s. 6
d. boards; 2
s. cloth.

            
Tischendorf (Dr.) The New Testament. 
See New Testament.

            
Tolhausen (A.) The Technological Dictionary in the French, English, and German Languages. Containing the Technical Terms used in the Arts, Manufactures, and Industrial Affairs generally. Revised and Augmented by M. Louis Tolhausen, French Consul at Leipzig. This Work will be completed in Three Parts.

            
The First Part, containing French-German-English, crown 8vo. 2 vols. sewed, 8
s.; 1 vol. half roan, 9
s.

            
The Second Part, containing English-German-French, crown 8vo. 2 vols. sewed, 8
s.; 1 vol. bound, 9
s.

            
A Third Part, containing German-English-French, is also in preparation.

            
*** The First Half of Part I. sewed. 4
s.

            
Townsend (John) A Treatise on the Wrongs called Slander and Libel, and on the remedy, by civil action, for these wrongs. 8vo. 1
l. 10
s.

            


            
Tuckermann (C. K.) The Greeks of To-day. Crown 8vo. cloth. 7
s. 6
d.

            
Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea. 
See Verne.

            
Twenty Years Ago. (Forming Volume 3 of the John Halifax Series of Girls' Books). Small post 8vo. 4
s.

            
Twining (Miss) Illustrations of the Natural Orders of Plants, with Groups and Descriptions. By E
lizabeth T
wining. Reduced from the folio edition, splendidly illustrated in colours from nature. 2 vols. Royal 8vo. 5
l. 5
s.

            
Unprofessional Vagabond. 
See Carlisle (T.)

            

Vandenhoff's (George), Clerical Assistant. Fcap. 3
s. 6
d.

            
—– Ladies' Reader (The). Fcap. 5
s.

            
Varia; Rare Readings from Scarce Books, by the author of “The Gentle Life.” Reprinted by permission from the “Saturday Review,” “Spectator,” &c. 6
s.

            
Vaux (Calvert). Villas and Cottages, a new edition, with 300 designs. 8vo. 15
s.

            
Verne (Jules), Meridiana: Adventures of Three Englishmen and Three Russians in South Africa. Translated from the French. With numerous Illustrations. Royal 16mo. cloth extra, gilt edges. 7
s. 6
d.

            
“This capital translation of M. Verne's last wild and amusing story is, like all those by the same author, delightfully extravagant, and full of entertaining improbabilities… . The illustrations are not the least amusing part of M. Verne's book, and certainly the reader of ‘Meridiana’ will not fail to have many a hearty laugh over it.”—
Morning Post.

            
“There is real merit here in both the narrative and the woodcuts.”—
North British Daily Mail.

            
“Eminently readable.”—
Daily News.

            
“One of the most interesting books of the season… . Ably translated”—
Graphic.

            
“Jules Verne, in ‘Meridiana,’ makes the account of the scientific proceedings as interesting as the hunting and exploring adventures, which is saying a good deal.”—
Athenæum.

            
—– Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea. Translated and Edited by the Rev. 
L. P. Mercier, M.A., with 113 very Graphic Woodcuts. Large Post 8vo. cloth extra, gilt edges. 10
s. 6
d.

            
Uniform with the First Edition of “The Adventures of a Young Naturalist.”

            
“Boys will be delighted with this wild story, through which scientific truth and most frantic fiction walk cheek by jowl… . It is an 
ex-
                


                cellent boys' book. We devoutly wish we were a boy to enjoy it.”—
Times, Dec. 24.

            
“Full of the most astounding submarine adventures ever printed.”—
Morning Post.

            
“Illustrated with more than a hundred engravings that make the hair stand on end, and published at a low price. If this book, which is translated from the French, does not ‘go,’ boys are no longer boys… .Grave men will be equally borne along in the grasp of the accomplished author.”—
Standard.

            
Very Far West Indeed. 
See Johnson.

            
Viardot (L.) Wonders of Italian Art, numerous photographic and other illustrations. Demy 8vo. 12
s. 6
d.

            
—– Wonders of Painting, numerous photographs and other illustrations. Demy 8vo. 12
s. 6
d.

            
—– Wonders of Sculpture. Numerous Illustrations. Demy 8vo. 12
s. 6
d.

            
Vincent (F.) The Land of the White Elephant: Sights and Scenes in South-Eastern Asia. A Personal Narrative of Travel and Adventure in Farther India, embracing the countries of Burmah, Siam, Cambodia, and Cochin China, 1871–2. With Maps, Plans, and numerous Illustrations. 8vo. cloth extra. [
In the press.

            

Wake Robin; a Book about Birds, by 
John Burroughs. Crown 8vo. 5
s.

            
Warner (C. D.) My Summer in a Garden. Boards, 1
s. 6
d.; cloth, 2
s. (Low's Copyright Series.)

            
—– Back-log Studies. Boards 1
s. 6
d.; cloth 2
s. (Low's Copyright Series.)

            
We Girls. 
See Whitney.

            
Webster (Daniel) Life of, by 
Geo. T. Curtis. 2 vols. 8vo. Cloth. 36
s.

            
Werner (Carl), Nile Sketches, Painted from Nature during his travels through Egypt. Facsimiles of Water-colour Paintings executed by 
Gustav W. Seitz; with Descriptive Text by Dr. 
E. A. Brehm and Dr. 
Dumichen. Imperial folio, in Cardboard Wrapper. 3
l. 10
s.

            

Contents of the Second Series:— Banks of the Nile near Achmins—Coffee-house at Cairo—Money broker in Esneh—Tombs of Kalifs of Cairo—Assuan—The Temples of Luxor.

            
*** 
Part I., published last year, may still be had, price £3 10
s.

            


            
Westminster Abbey and Palace. 40 Photographic Views with Letterpress, dedicated to Dean Stanley. 4to. Morocco extra, £5 5
s.

            
Wheaton (Henry) Elements of International Law. New edition. [
In the press.

            
When George the Third was King. 2 vols., post 8vo. 21
s.

            
Where is the City? 12mo. cloth. 6
s.

            
White (J.) Sketches from America. 8vo. 12
s.

            
White (R. G.) Memoirs of the Life of William Shakespeare. Post 8vo. Cloth. 10
s. 6
d.

            
Whitney (Mrs. A. D. T.), The Gayworthys. Small post 8vo. 3
s. 6
d.

            
—– Faith Gartney. Small post 8vo. 3
s. 6
d. And in Low's Cheap Series, 1
s. 6
d. and 2
s.

            
—– Hitherto. Small post 8vo. 3
s. 6
d. and 2
s. 6
d.

            
—– Summer in Leslie Goldthwaite's Life. Small post 8vo. 3
s. 6
d.

            
—– The Other Girls. Small post 8vo., cloth extra. 3
s. 6
a.

            
—– We Girls. Small post 8vo. 3
s. 6
d. Cheap Edition, 1
s. 6
d. and 2
s.

            
Whyte (J. W. H.) A Land Journey from Asia to Europe. Crown 8vo. 12
s.

            
Wills, A Few Hints on Proving, without Professional Assistance. By a 
Probate Court Official. Fourth Edition, revised and considerably enlarged, with Forms of Wills, Residuary Accounts, &c. Fcap. 8vo, cloth limp. 1
s.

            
Woman's (A) Faith. A Novel. By the Author of “Ethel.” 3 vols. Post 8vo. 31
s. 6
d.

            
Wonders of Sculpture. 
See Viardot.

            
Worcester's (Dr.), New and Greatly Enlarged Dictionary of the English Language. Adapted for Library or College Reference, comprising 40,000 Words more than Johnson's Dictionary. 4to. cloth, 1,834 pp. Price 31
s. 6
d. well bound; ditto, half mor. 2
l. 2
s.

            
“The volumes before us show a vast amount of diligence; but with Webster it is diligence in combination with fancifulness,—with Worcester in combination with good sense and judgment. Worcester's is the soberer and safer book, and may be pronounced the best existing English Lexicon.”—
Athenæum.

            


            
Words of Wellington, Maxims and Opinions, Sentences and Reflections of the Great Duke, gathered from his Despatches, Letters, and Speeches (Bayard Series). 2
s. 6
d.

            
Work: a Story of Experience. By 
Louisa M. Alcott. In 2 vols. Crown 8vo. 21
s. cloth.

            
Young (L.) Acts of Gallantry; giving a detail of every act for which the Silver Medal of the Royal Humane Society has been granted during the last Forty-one years. Crown 8vo., cloth. 7
s. 6
d.

          

        

        

          
The Inexhaustible Magic Inkstand

          

Is Patented in Great Britain and her Colonies, France, the United States, and other Countries. It is manufactured to produce Black, Coral Red, Violet, Sky Blue, Sea Green, Pansy, and Copying Black Inks, in stands from Four Shillings upwards.

          

            

[image: Inkwell advertisement illustration]
          

          
Producing Ink for every-day use for more than a Hundred Years.

          
Various Models in Porcelain, Crystal, Wood, Bronze, &c. are in preparation.

          

Notice.—This little apparatus contains a chemical product unknown in the arts. The composition, which possesses remarkable colouring properties, is soluble in cold water; but, by a peculiar arrangement in the interior, the water dissolving the product can only become, as it were, saturated with it, but without diluting the material or converting it into pulp or syrup.

          
The material acting like a soluble salt, the solution having attained a certain degree of density, it remains stable, without precipitate, and the liquid, always limpid, constitutes an Ink of a doubly superior character, rivalling in all respects the best modern Inks.

          

Messrs. Sampson Low & 
Co. 
and Messrs. Hachette & 
Co. 
are the Proprietors and Patentees.

          
Chiswick Press:—Printed by Whittingham and Wilkins, Tooks Court, Chancery Lane.
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In Copyright


					
Where a text is in copyright, all text and images are copyright to the original authors and/or publisher. In copyright texts and images are made available for non-commercial use only. All forms of electronic or print re-sale or re-distribution are forbidden without written permission, please contact us.
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Where the original text is out of copyright it is our policy to provide the digitised version under a 
New Zealand Creative Commons Attribution Share-Alike License (CC BY-SA).


					
The Creative Commons Attribution Share-alike license allows anyone to re-use material in our texts under the following conditions:


					

		attribution to the source of the material is included by marking the material with the collection name ("The New Zealand Electronic Text Collection") and the link to the material as found on our website;


		the re-use of the material is licensed under the same license, allowing others to further re-use the material. This means that the re-use of the material must be marked with the same Creative Commons license.
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		Blog posts, such as this one about the 
Cyclopedia of New Zealand by IwiKiwi
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		Museum displays
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