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    The Greatest Tales of Fred M. White gathers an extensive panorama of the author’s fiction, bringing together more than sixty full-length novels and over two hundred short stories in a single, illustrated volume. It is designed as an essential showcase rather than a complete works, presenting the breadth of White’s achievement across crime, mystery, adventure, and speculative catastrophe. From A Golden Argosy and By Order of the League to The Crimson Blind and The Mystery of the Four Fingers, the collection spans early melodramas, mature crime novels, and signature thrillers, offering newcomers and dedicated readers alike a coherent view of a prolific storyteller’s evolving craft and preoccupations.

The volume comprises long-form narratives alongside self-contained tales and serial cycles originally shaped for the popular periodical press. Readers will find crime and detection, courtroom and conspiracy novels, and an array of short story sequences—among them The Doom of London, The Master Criminal, The Romance of the Secret Service Fund, The Real Drama, the Gipsy Tales, and The Adventures of Drenton Denn—together with many independent stories. This range reflects White’s versatility with form: densely plotted novels like Blackmail! or The House of Mammon stand beside compact vignettes, theatrical sketches, and episodes of espionage and high-stakes intrigue.

Despite their variety, these works turn on unifying themes: the contest between justice and expediency; duplicity and the mask of respectability; the reach of money and modern institutions; and the fragile line between private lives and public scandal. White is a craftsman of momentum—swift set-ups, mounting peril, and lucid, purposeful prose—tempered by an eye for social milieu, from London’s streets and clubs to provincial parlors and country houses. His narratives often stage encounters between old codes and new forces, using legal chambers, newsrooms, railways, and drawing rooms as crucibles where character is tested and schemes unravel.

White’s disaster imagination, distilled in The Doom of London sequence, has secured lasting attention. These speculative tales begin with plausible shifts—fog, frost, contagion, mechanical failure—and proceed to examine how a metropolis responds under pressure. They dramatize the interplay of science, governance, and civic habit without relying on the supernatural, anticipating later catastrophe fiction with their procedural clarity and civic scope. The emphasis lies not in spectacle alone, but in the ripple effects on everyday life and authority, making these stories as much social studies as thrillers and a vital strand within his larger narrative experiment.

The crime and mystery novels assembled here display a complementary discipline. Titles such as The Scales of Justice, The Ends of Justice, The Corner House, The Mystery of Room 75, The House of Schemers, and The Nether Millstone pivot on blackmail, inheritance peril, forged identities, and the moral ambiguities of legal remedy. White privileges motive, opportunity, and pressure points over arcane deduction, building tension through intersecting plots and shifting loyalties. Courtrooms, editorial offices, banking houses, and suburban villas furnish arenas where evidence accumulates and reputations hang in the balance, sustaining suspense without sacrificing psychological or social texture.

His espionage and political-intrigue vein broadens the canvas from the domestic to the international. In the Romance of the Secret Service Fund stories and novels like A Secret Service, The Case for the Crown, and The Councillors of Falconhoe, clandestine operations intersect with diplomacy and finance, employing railways, cables, and newer communications to propel action. The Master Criminal sequence, by contrast, foregrounds a protean antagonist whose audacity tests official vigilance, while The Real Drama explores the theater world’s illusions and improvisations. The Gipsy Tales add encounters at the social margins, underscoring White’s curiosity about codes of honor outside conventional respectability.

This illustrated edition preserves the period atmosphere while facilitating fresh engagement with White’s method and legacy. It acknowledges variant titles within the canon and presents major series alongside numerous stand-alone pieces, encouraging both sequential reading and selective exploration. Taken together, the works chart a passage from late Victorian sensation and romance toward the modern thriller, mapping anxieties about technology, capital, and authority that remain recognizable. By uniting novels of peril with vignettes of sudden crisis and cunning reprieve, the collection affirms Fred M. White’s continuing relevance as a shaper of popular narrative and an astute observer of his age.
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    Fred M. White (1859–1935) wrote across the hinge of the Victorian, Edwardian, and early interwar periods, when mass‑circulation magazines and circulating libraries forged a hungry audience for serialized fiction. Venues such as Pearson's Magazine (founded 1896) and the Strand (1891) supplied the market for crime, romance, and speculative catastrophe that he mastered. London's explosive growth after 1880, the professionalization of journalism, and halftone illustration with faster presses cut costs and broadened reach, enabling White to place multi‑part novels and brisk short stories before a national readership. His timing let him braid fin‑de‑siècle anxieties with modern gadgetry, legal intrigue, and scandal, shaping both themes and reception.

White's famous Doom of London tales (1903) harnessed metropolitan dread at a moment when the capital's triumphs felt precarious. Joseph Bazalgette's sewerage scheme of the 1860s and the Thames Embankment had promised sanitary security, yet killer fogs, crowd crushes, and railway mishaps remained in public memory. The electrification of streets, the early Underground, and densely packed slums suggested a city one failed mechanism from paralysis. By imagining smog-choked darkness, lethal dust, or invisible forces, White translated headlines about accidents and pollution into narrative experiments. London functions as a system under stress, allowing him to test civic resilience and bourgeois complacency simultaneously.

Across his crime novels and short pieces, White absorbed the era's new apparatus of detection. Scotland Yard introduced fingerprinting in 1901, the Bertillon system circulated through police manuals, and photographers documented crime scenes for the press and courts. Telephones, pneumatic tubes, telegrams, and night express trains accelerate plots while raising fears about speed, impersonality, and jurisdictional gaps. Stories that pivot on the camera's eye, wireless signals, or clockwork precision echo contemporary exhibitions and court cases that celebrated scientific proof. Yet he often tempers forensic confidence with human error, echoing a legal culture adjusting after the Criminal Evidence Act 1898, when defendants could speak and juries weighed science against character.

Espionage threads through the collection in step with Britain's anxious geopolitics. The South African War (1899–1902) exposed logistical weakness; Moroccan crises (1905, 1911) and the naval race after HMS Dreadnought (1906) sharpened fears of sabotage and betrayal. In 1909 the Secret Service Bureau formed under Vernon Kell and Mansfield Cumming, institutionalizing counter‑espionage just as Parliament passed the Official Secrets Act (1911). White's Romance of the Secret Service Fund and allied tales align with invasion literature's plausibility effects, staging coded cables, forged passports, and Embassy intrigues across London clubs and continental railways. Such plots catered to readers trained by newspapers to expect conspiracies behind routine diplomacy.

Equally topical are White's entanglements with moneyed modernity. The Baring crisis of 1890 and the transatlantic Panic of 1907 dramatized how speculative shocks travelled through the City of London, threatening banks, shipping, and households. New Companies Acts (1900, 1908) tightened disclosure while promotions, bucket shops, and art‑market frauds persisted, furnishing the texture of swindles that drive plots like The House of Mammon or A Crime on Canvas. He juxtaposes fading estates and nimble financiers amid debates over the People's Budget (1909) and land taxes, registering a society in which titles no longer guaranteed solvency and reputation could be leveraged—or ruined—overnight.

Theatrical milieus and media churn shape many intrigues. London's West End, dominated by actor‑managers like Herbert Beerbohm Tree and stars such as Ellen Terry, exemplified the era's cult of celebrity and backstage bargaining. The Lord Chamberlain's licensing regime constrained controversial plays even as electric lighting, illustrated weeklies, and aggressive publicity multiplied audiences. Actresses and New Woman debates over work, marriage, and reputation surface in plots that place female professionals at risk and in command. New Journalism—pioneered by W. T. Stead and amplified by the Daily Mail after 1896—blurred boundaries between reporting and promotion, giving plausibility to stories where publicity becomes weapon, alibi, or trap.

Imperial circuits and migration provide settings, motives, and misunderstandings. After the Fashoda crisis (1898) and the South African War, British readers were attuned to frontier zones—ports, deserts, concession territories—where law, commerce, and diplomacy collided. The Aliens Act of 1905 formalized anxieties about newcomers, shaping portrayals of cosmopolitan London in which Jewish financiers, Romani caravans, refugees, and adventurers intersect with the police and press. Shipping lanes, treasure cargoes, and overseas concessions echo Britain's dependence on global trade and oil. White exploits this breadth for romance and misdirection, while modern readers will register stereotyped types alongside moments of sympathy and collaboration.

War and its aftershocks alter the texture of later pieces. Zeppelin and Gotha raids over London from 1915 broke the sense of the metropolis as sanctuary, and the Russian and Habsburg collapses (1917–1918) reconfigured the map that earlier thrillers had used. The Representation of the People Act (1918) and labor unrest culminating in the General Strike (1926) enlarged the cast of citizens and suspects. White's titles from this era stress divided loyalties, courtroom reckonings, and fragile domesticity. As Golden Age detection (Christie, Sayers) rose, his blend of melodrama, technology, and social observation remained popular, still recognized for capturing a society negotiating modern shock.
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    Novels: Society and Romantic Dramas (A GOLDEN ARGOSY; THE ISLAND OF SHADOWS; A DAUGHTER OF ISRAEL; TREGARTHEN'S WIFE; A SHADOWED LOVE; MY LADY BOUNTIFUL; THE LONELY BRIDE; CRAVEN FORTUNE; NETTA; A QUEEN OF THE STAGE; A MUMMER'S THRONE; THE GOLDEN ROSE; THE LADY IN BLUE; THE WINGS OF VICTORY; THE HONOUR OF HIS HOUSE)
Interlaced romances and reversals of fortune play out across drawing rooms, theatres, and country lanes, where reputation and generosity are constantly tested.
The tone is melodramatic yet humane, favoring moral choices, concealed pasts, and timely altruism over forensic detail.
Novels: Manor-House, Inheritance, and Gothic Mysteries (THE CRIMSON BLIND; THE CARDINAL MOTH (The Accused Orchid); THE CORNER HOUSE (A Web of Deception); THE HOUSE OF SCHEMERS; THE LORD OF THE MANOR; THE NETHER MILLSTONE; THE SUNDIAL; THE SCALES OF JUSTICE (The Secret of the Moat House); THE MYSTERY OF THE RAVENSPURS (The Black Valley); THE COUNCILLORS OF FALCONHOE)
Secluded estates and shadowed corridors conceal disputed wills, old vendettas, and architectural riddles that ensnare proud families.
White cultivates a foggy, claustrophobic mood in which respectability masks buried crimes, and the past asserts its claims through clue-laden houses.
Novels: Crime, Detection, and Urban Conspiracies (BLACKMAIL!; THE ENDS OF JUSTICE; THE SLAVE OF SILENCE; THE YELLOW FACE; THE MIDNIGHT GUEST; A FATAL DOSE (Behind the Mask); THE MYSTERY OF THE FOUR FINGERS; A CRIME ON CANVAS; THE WHITE GLOVE; A FRONT OF BRASS; HARD PRESSED; THE HOUSE OF MAMMON; THE SENTENCE OF THE COURT; THE LAW OF THE LAND; THE CASE FOR THE CROWN; THE LEOPARD'S SPOTS; THE MAN WHO WAS TWO; THE MYSTERY OF ROOM 75)
Blackmail, imposture, and financial chicanery spark brisk investigations that race through clubs, courts, and newspaper offices.
The tone is quick and procedural, with clever stratagems and ticking clocks yielding tidy resolutions that weigh evidence against conscience.
Novels: International, Espionage, and Political Thrillers (BY ORDER OF THE LEAGUE; THE WEIGHT OF THE CROWN; THE EDGE OF THE SWORD; PAUL QUENTIN; THE MAN CALLED GILRAY; A ROYAL WRONG; A SECRET SERVICE; POWERS OF DARKNESS; THE DAY (The Passing of a Throne); AMBITION'S SLAVE; THE SEED OF EMPIRE)
Secret leagues, border entanglements, and court intrigues pit resourceful agents and compromised nobles against looming diplomatic crises.
Conspiratorial and high-stakes in tone, these novels explore loyalty, expediency, and national destiny through chase-and-puzzle momentum.
Novels: Adventure and Exotic Locales (THE FIVE KNOTS; THE SECRET OF THE SANDS; THE SALT OF THE EARTH)
Sea passages, deserts, and frontier scrapes drive treasure quests and survival gambits colored by local hazards and machinery.
The emphasis falls on enterprise and courage under pressure, with vivid set-pieces turning geography and invention into narrative engines.
The Doom of London (series: THE FOUR WHITE DAYS; THE FOUR DAYS' NIGHT; THE DUST OF DEATH; A BUBBLE BURST; THE INVISIBLE FORCE; THE RIVER OF DEATH)
Linked catastrophe tales subject the capital to snowbound paralysis, unnatural darkness, poisonous fogs, financial collapse, pressure shocks, and tainted water.
Visionary and cautionary in tone, the series spotlights system failures and ordinary heroism while probing modern hubris and civic interdependence.
The Gipsy Tales (series: A MATTER OF KINDNESS; A LIBERAL EDUCATION; A STRANGER IN BOHEMIA; DROPS OF WATER; THE UNPREMEDITATED CURTAIN; MERE DETAILS; OUT OF SEASON)
Folkloric sketches follow itinerant lives where quick wit, luck, and reversals deliver compact moral reckonings.
Shrewdly humane in tone, they recast prejudice and pity through fireside irony and outsider wisdom.
The Master Criminal (series: THE HEAD OF THE CAESARS; AT WINDSOR; THE SILVERPOOL CUP; THE MORRISON RAID INDEMNITY; CLEOPATRA'S ROBE; THE ROSY CROSS; THE DEATH OF THE PRESIDENT; THE CRADLESTONE OIL MILLS; REDBURN CASTLE; CRYSOLINE LIMITED; THE LOSS OF THE EASTERN EMPRESS; GENERAL MARCOS)
A chameleonic mastermind engineers art thefts, insurance swindles, and maritime ruses that test institutions more than morals.
Urbane and chess-like, the series foregrounds method and logistics, letting perspective shifts reveal the scheme’s clockwork at the last responsible moment.
The Real Drama (series: HIS SECOND SELF; AN EXTRA TURN; NOT IN THE BILL; THE PLAGIARIST; THE MAN IN POSSESSION; A PAIR OF HANDCUFFS)
Backstage vignettes expose the commerce behind applause—plagiarism, casting feuds, and legal snares that complicate ambition.
Spry and wry in tone, they probe performance versus authenticity through intimate theatrical stakes.
The Romance of the Secret Service Fund (series: BY WOMAN'S WIT; THE MAZAROFF RIFLE; IN THE EXPRESS; THE ALMEDI CONCESSION; THE OTHER SIDE OF THE CHESS-BOARD; THREE OF THEM)
Compact espionage cases untie diplomatic knots with gadgets, disguises, and quiet diplomacy rather than brute force.
Patriotic and resourceful in tone, the tales pair clever women and civil servants in elegant operations with crisp contingencies.
The Adventures of Drenton Denn (series: THE YELLOW MOTH; THE RED SPECK; THE FIRE BUGS; THE GREAT WHITE MOTH)
A gentleman-investigator pursues strange clues through laboratories and London nights, where science abuts sensation.
Jaunty and analytical, the episodes fuse pattern recognition with tactile chases to turn oddities into answers.
Other Short Stories (Batch 1: THE OLD SECRETAIRE; THE SILVER STREAM; NABOTH'S VINEYARD; IN TRUST; HOW HORACE DAIMLER GOT HIS NAME; THE HOLY ROSE; FORGET-ME-NOT; FOUND!; THE HOSPITALLERS; A MESSAGE FROM THE FLOOD; BURGLAR BILL'S PUPIL; A CAPTIOUS CRITIC; AN EASTERN PRINCESS; THE PURPLE TERROR; THE AZOFF DIAMONDS; THE JOINVILLE TUNNEL; COMPOUNDING A FELONY; SANTA ANNA; MORAY THE TRAITOR; THE EMSDAM DISPATCHES; THE THROAT OF THE WOLF; A SATISFACTORY REFERENCE; THE BLACK NARCISSUS; ONE OF THE OLD GUARD; THE DORMER WINDOW; HARDY'S BIG COUP; THE SHEBEENERS)
This tranche ranges from domestic ironies and character tests to heists, political notes, and engineering scrapes, each trimmed to magazine snap.
Chance encounters, concealed motives, and devices gone awry pivot the action toward neat reversals or humane compromises.
Other Short Stories (Batch 2: BLIND; THIS LITTLE WORLD; A FOSTER-FATHER; THE ORPHEUSIA; THE BLACK CAT; THE HEART OF THE ANARCHIST; A STOLEN INTERVIEW; RED PETALS; A GAME OF DRAUGHTS; THE NORTHERN LIGHT; THE OTHER MAN'S STORY; AUNT MARY; THE SUBSTITUTE; THE LAST DRIVE; UNBIDDEN GUESTS; THE TWO BON-BONS; THE MIDNIGHT CALL; THE CHARLATAN; THE ONUS OF THE CHARGE; THE STRANGER WITHIN THE GATE; THE BUFF GAUNTLET; THE BALANCE OF NATURE; THE LUCK OF THE GAME; TREASURES THREE; THE GUIDING STAR; CROSSED SWORDS; A MASKED BATTERY)
Tales of misdirection, courtroom scruples, and social masquerade keep the focus on split-second decisions and reputational stakes.
The tone blends crisp plotting with sly humor, letting irony correct excess while leaving room for grace.
Other Short Stories (Batch 3: THE WHITE SPOT; AN ERROR OF JUDGMENT; THE FIRST STONE; THE SWORD OF JUSTICE; FOR VALUE RECEIVED; AN OBJECT LESSON; THE EYE OF THE CAMERA; THE NIGHT EXPRESS; THE CLOCK STRUCK TWELVE; AT SHORT NOTICE; ICE IN JUNE; THE HEELS OF THE DAWN; THE LANGUAGE OF FLOWERS; THE UNEXPECTED; THE EMPTY HOUSE; THE THIRTY-SEVENTH MONTH; APPLIED MECHANICS; THE MAN WITH THE EYE-GLASS; THE COLONEL'S CHRISTMAS PUDDING; AFTER REYNOLDS; THE COURAGE OF DESPAIR; A RECORD ROUND; THE SALMON POACHERS; SUB ROSA; HIS MAJESTY'S MAILS; THE WATERWITCH; THE BETTER WAY)
Mechanical glitches, timetables, and seasonal perils heighten suspense that resolves through wit as often as through law.
White’s magazine polish shows in clean setups and swift codas, with small moral pivots anchoring spectacle.
Other Short Stories (Batch 4: THE HALF-CROWN PRINCESS; THE DESERT SHIP; NERVES; LADY MARY'S BULLDOG; THE MISSING NOTE; THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER; THE PARDON; THE EVIDENCE FOR THE PRISONER; A DERELICT IN CLOVER; ART CRITICS; THE HAND INVISIBLE; A ROPE OF SNOW; THE ACE OF HEARTS; AUTUMN MANOEUVRES; KINDERGARTEN; THE LEFT HAND; THE VITAL SPOT; THE WESTERN WAY; ANONYMOUS; JUDGMENT RESERVED; PEARLS OF PRICE; KARMA; A POPULAR NOVELIST; GENTLEMEN OF THE JURY; ACCORDING TO THE STATUTE; A GAMBLE IN LOVE; FULL FATHOMS DEEP)
From courtroom temperament to desert spectacle and artistic vanity, these pieces turn on social codes confronted by stress.
Taut and ironic, they favor constrained settings and decisive reveals that underline responsibility and luck.
Other Short Stories (Batch 5: FOR ONCE IN A WAY; SISTER LOUIS E; SECOND IN THE FIELD; THE MISSING BLADE; THE ROYAL TRAIN; THE APPLE-GREEN PLATE; A CORNER IN ELEPHANTS; BILLY'S XMAS; THE LONG ARM OF BRONZE; THE SECOND CHAPTER; A QUESTION OF MONEY; A THRILLING EXIT; A DEAL IN DIAMONDS; LOVE IN AETHER; ONE FOGGY NIGHT; THE GREY BAT; A BIT OF EGYPT; A SINGLE HAIR; THE WORLD NEXT DOOR; THE LESSON THE ANTS TAUGHT; THE FOURTH MAN; PHOTO BY LESTERRE; A GARDEN OF PEARLS; A DOSE OF QUININE; THE DAWNSTAR; A CHRISTMAS DEPUTY; BELOW ZERO)
Railway panics, jewel ruses, and speculative science sit alongside holiday sentiment, each leanly built around a clean hinge of fate.
The tone toggles between playful ingenuity and crisp peril, with urban fog and new technologies supplying atmosphere.
Other Short Stories (Batch 6: THE SUPERMAN; A MATTER OF HABIT; BLIND CHANCE; THE REAL DRAMATIC TOUCH; THE BLACK PRINCE; THE CASE FOR THE PRISONER; THE LONELY FURROW; A DRAUGHT OF LIFE; A CALL ON THE PHONE; SLEEPING PARTNER; THE ARMS OF CHANCE; A PARROT-CRY; THE CONVICT; THE BIG THING; CORALIE AND THE PEARLS; THE GREY RAIDER; A PLACE IN THE SUN; THE WITNESS; MADE IN ENGLAND; THE BROKEN TRAIL; ROSE OF THE DESERT; THE MYSTERY OF ROOM FIVE; AN ALLY; NOT ON THE RECORDS; THE BROKEN LUTE; THE WINGS OF CHANCE; THE MASTER'S VOICE; BY WIRELESS)
Late pieces blend business gambles, aviation or telegraphy flourishes, and courtroom puzzles with White’s familiar appetite for decisive turns.
Sleek, modern, and irony-tilted, they use new media and machines as catalysts for character under strain.
Authorial Signatures and Shifts
Across the collection, White favors engineered plots, clever contrivances, and cleanly staged climaxes, whether in manor mysteries, urban crimes, or city-scale disasters.
Recurring motifs include imposture, fragile respectability, legal brinkmanship, and the menace of modern systems, with a steady drift from society melodrama toward technological anxieties and procedural bite.
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  Eleven o’clock! Before the vibration of the nearest chimes had died away, the rain—which had long been threatening over London—poured down for some five minutes in a fierce gust, and then, as if exhausted by its efforts, subsided into a steady drizzle. The waves of light, cast on the glistening pavement from the gas lamps flickering in the wind, shone on the stones; but the unstable shadows were cast back by the stronger, refulgence of the electric light at Covent Garden. Back into the gathered mist of Long Acre the pallid gleam receded; while, on the opposite side, the darkness of Russell Street seemed darker still. By Tavistock Street was a gin-shop, whose gilded front, points of flame, and dazzling glass seemed to smile a smile of crafty welcome to the wayfarer. A few yards away from the knot of loafers clustering with hungry eyes round the door, stood a woman. There were others of her sex close by, but not like her, and though her dress was poor and dilapidated to the last degree, the others saw instinctively she was not as they. She was young, presumably not more than five-and-twenty years, and on her face she bore the shadow of great care. Gazing, half sullenly, half wistfully, into the temptingly arrayed window, her profile strongly marked by the great blaze of light farther up the street, the proud carriage of the head formed a painful contrast to her scanty garb and sorrow-stricken face. She was a handsome, poorly dressed woman, with a haughty bearing, a look of ever-present care, and she had twopence in her pocket.


  If you will consider what it is to have such a meagre sum standing between you and starvation, you may realise the position of this woman. To be alone, unfriended, penniless, in a city of four million souls, is indeed a low depth of human misery. Perhaps she thought so, for her mind was quickly formed. Pushing back the door with steady hand, she entered the noisy bar. She had half expected to be an object of interest, perhaps suspicion; but, alas, too many of us in this world carry our life’s history written in our faces, to cause any feelings of surprise. The barman served her with the cordial she ordered, and with a business-like ‘chink,’ swept away her last two coppers. Even had he known they were her last, the man would have evinced no undue emotion. He was not gifted with much imagination, and besides, it was a common thing there to receive the last pittance that bridges over the gulf between a human being and starvation. There she sat, resting her tired limbs, deriving a fictitious strength from the cordial, dimly conscious that the struggle against fate was past, and nothing remained for it but—a speedy exit from further trouble—one plunge from the bridges! Slowly and meditatively she sipped at her tumbler, wondering—strange thought—why those old-fashioned glasses had never been broken. Slowly, but surely, the liquid decreased, till only a few drops remained. The time had come, then! She finished it, drew her scanty shawl closer about her shoulders, and went out again into the London night.


  Only half-past eleven, and the streets filled with people. Lower down, in Wellington Street, the theatre-goers were pouring out of the Lyceum. The portico was one dazzling blaze of beauty and color; men in evening dress, and dainty ladies waiting for their luxurious carriages. The outcast wandered on, wondering vaguely whether there was any sorrow, any ruin, any disgrace, remorse, or dishonor in the brilliant crowd, and so she drifted into the Strand, heedlessly and aimlessly. Along the great street as far as St. Clement’s Danes, unnoticed and unheeded, her feet dragging painfully, she knew not where. Then back again to watch the last few people leaving the Lyceum, and then unconsciously she turned towards the river, down Wellington Street, to Waterloo Bridge. On that Bridge of Sighs she stopped, waiting, had she but known it, for her fate.


  It was quiet there on that wet night—few foot-passengers about, and she was quite alone as she stood in one of the buttresses, looking into the shining flood beneath. Down the river, as far as her eye could reach, were the golden points of light flickering and swaying in the fast-rushing water. The lap of the tide on the soft oozing mud on the Surrey side mingled almost pleasantly with the swirl and swish of the churning waves under the bridge. The dull thud of the cabs and omnibuses in the Strand came quietly and subdued; but she heard them not. The gas lamps had changed to the light of day, the heavy winter sky was of the purest blue, and the hoarse murmur of the distant Strand was the rustling of the summer wind in the trees. The far-off voices of the multitude softened and melted into the accents of one she used to love; and this is what she saw like a silent picture, the memories ringing in her head like the loud sea a child hears in a shell. A long old house of grey stone, with a green veranda covered with ivy and flowering creepers; a rambling lawn, sloping away to a tiny lake, all golden with yellow iris and water-lilies. In the centre of the lawn, a statue of Niobe; and seated by that statue was herself, and with her a girl some few years younger—a girl with golden hair surrounding an oval face, fair as the face of an angel, and lighted by truthful velvety violet eyes. This was the picture mirrored in the swift water. She climbed the parapet, looked, steadily around: the lovely face in the water was so near, and she longed to hear the beautiful vision speak. And lo! at that moment the voice of her darling spoke, and a hand was laid about her waist, and the voice said: ‘Not that way, I implore you—not that way.’


  The woman paused, slowly regained her position on the bridge, and gazed into the face of her companion with dilated eyes. But the other girl had her back to the light, and she could not see.


  ‘A voice from the grave. Have I been dreaming?’ she said, passing her hand wearily across her brow.


  ‘A voice of providence. Can you have reflected on what you were doing? Another moment, and think of it—oh, think of it!’


  ‘A voice from the grave,’ repeated the would-be suicide slowly. ‘Surely this must be a good omen. Her voice!—how like her voice.’


  The rescuing angel paused a minute, struggling with a dim memory. Where had she in her turn heard that voice before? With a sudden impulse, they seized each other, and bore towards the nearest gaslight, and there gazed intently in each other’s face. The guardian angel looked a look of glad surprise; the pale face of the hapless woman was glorified, as she seized her rescuer round her neck and sobbed on her breast piteously.


  ‘Nelly, Miss Nelly, my darling; don’t you know me?’


  ‘Madge, why Madge! O Madge! to think of it—to think of it.’


  Presently they grew calmer. The girl called Nelly placed the other woman’s arm within her own and walked quietly away from the hated bridge; and, thoroughly conquered, the hapless one accompanied her. No word was spoken as they walked on for a mile or so, across the Strand, towards Holborn, and there disappeared.


  The night-traffic of London went on. The great thoroughfares plied their business, unheedful of tragedy and sorrow. A life had been saved; but what is one unit in the greatest city in the universe? The hand of fate was in it. It was only one of those airy trifles of which life is composed, and yet the one minute that saved a life, unravelled the first tiny thread of a tangled skein that bound up a great wrong.
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  Two years earlier. It was afternoon, and the sun, climbing over the house, shone into a sick-room at Eastwood—a comfortable, cheerful, old room; from floor to ceiling was panelled oak, and the walls decorated with artist proofs of famous pictures. The two large mullioned windows were open to the summer air, and from the outside came the delicate scent of mignonette and heliotrope in the tiled jardinieres on the ledges. The soft Persian carpet of pale blue deadened the sound of footsteps; rugs of various harmonious hues were scattered about; and the articles of virtù and costly bric-à-brac were more suitable to a drawing-room than a bed-chamber.


  On the bed reclined the figure of a man, evidently in the last stage of consumption. His cheek was flushed and feverish, and his fine blue eyes were unnaturally bright with the disease which was sapping his vital energy. An old man undoubtedly, in spite of his large frame and finely moulded chest, which, though hollow and wasted, showed signs of a powerful physique at some remote period. His forehead was high and broad and powerful; his features finely chiselled; but the mouth, though benevolent-looking, was shifty and uneasy. He looked like a kind man and a good friend; but his face was haunted by a constant fear. With a pencil, he was engaged in tracing some characters on a sheet of paper; and ever and anon, at the slightest movement, even the trembling of a leaf, he looked up in agitation. The task was no light one, for his hand trembled, and his breath came and went with what was to him a violent exertion. Slowly and painfully the work went on; and as it approached completion, a smile of satisfaction shot across his sensitive mouth, at the same time a look of remorseful sorrow filled his whole face. It was only a few words on a piece of paper he was writing, but he seemed to realise the importance of his work. It was only a farewell letter; but in these few valedictory lines the happiness of two young lives were bound up. At last the task was finished, and he lay back with an air of great content.


  At that moment, a woman entered the room. The sick man hid the paper hastily beneath the pillow with a look of fear on his face, pitiable to see. But the woman who entered did not look capable of inspiring any such sentiment. She was young and pretty, a trifle vain, perhaps, of her good looks and attractive appearance, but the model of what a ‘neat-handed Phillis’ should be.


  Directly the dying man saw her, his expression changed to one of intense eagerness. Beckoning her to come close to him, he drew her head close to his face and said: ‘She is not about, is she? Do you think she can hear what I am saying? Sometimes I fancy she hears my very thoughts.’


  ‘No, sir,’ replied the maid. ‘Miss Wakefield is not in the house just now; she has gone into the village.’


  ‘Very good. Listen, and answer me truly. Do you ever hear from—from Nelly now? Poor child, poor child!’


  The woman’s face changed from one of interest to that of shame and remorse. She looked into the old man’s face, and then burst into a fit of hot passionate tears.


  ‘Hush, hush!’ he cried, terrified by her vehemence. ‘For God’s sake, stop, or it will be too late, too late!’


  ‘O sir, I must tell you,’ sobbed the contrite woman, burying her face in the bedclothes. ‘Letters came from Miss Nelly to you, time after time; but I destroyed them all.’


  ‘Why?’ The voice was stern, and the girl looked up affrighted.


  ‘O sir, forgive me. Surely you know. Is it possible to get an order from Miss Wakefield, and not obey? Indeed, I have tried to speak, but I was afraid to do anything. Even you, sir——’


  ‘Ah,’ said the invalid, with a sigh of ineffable sadness, ‘I know how hard it is. The influence she has over one is wonderful, wonderful. But I am forgetting. Margaret Boulton, look me in the face. Do you love Miss Nelly as you used to do, and would you do something for her if I asked you?’


  ‘God be my witness, I would, sir,’ replied the girl solemnly.


  ‘Do you know where she is?’


  ‘Alas, no. It is a year since we heard.—But master, if you ask me to give her a letter or a paper, I will do so, if I have to beg my way to London to find her. I have been punished for not speaking out before. Indeed, indeed, sir, you may trust me.’


  He looked into her face with a deep unfathomable glance for some moments; but the girl returned his gaze as steadily.


  ‘I think I can,’ he said at length. ‘Now, repeat after me: “I swear that the paper intrusted to my care shall be delivered to the person for whom it is intended; and that I will never part with it until it is safely and securely delivered.”’


  The woman repeated the words with simple solemnity.


  ‘Now,’ he said, at the same time producing the paper he had written with such pain and care, ‘I deliver this into your hands, and may heaven bless and prosper your undertaking. Take great care, for it contains a precious secret, and never part with it while life remains.’


  The paper was a curious-looking document enough, folded small, but bearing nothing outside to betray the secret it contained. We shall see in the future how it fared.


  The girl glanced at the folded paper, and thrust it rapidly in her bosom. A smile of peace and tranquility passed over the dying man’s face, and he gave her a look of intense gratitude. At this moment another woman entered the room. She was tall and thin, with a face of grave determination, and a mouth and chin denoting a firmness amounting to cruelty. There was a dangerous light in her basilisk eyes at this moment, as she gave the servant a glance of intense hate and malice—a look which seemed to search out the bottom of her soul.


  ‘Margaret, what are you doing here? Leave the room a once. How often have I told you never to come in here.’


  Margaret left; and the woman with the snaky eyes busied herself silently about the sick-room. The dying man watched her in a dazed fascinated manner, as a bird turns to watch the motions of a serpent; and he shivered as he noticed the feline way in which she moistened her thin lips. He tried to turn his eyes away, but failed. Then, as if conscious of his feelings, the woman said: ‘Well, do you hate me worse than usual to-day?’


  ‘You know I never hated you, Selina,’ he replied wearily.


  ‘Yes you do,’ she answered, with a sullen glowering triumph in her eyes. ‘You do hate me for the influence I have over you. You hate me because you dare not hate me. You hate me because I parted you from your beggar’s brat, and trained you to behave as a man should.’


  Perfectly cowed, he watched her moistening her thin lips, till his eyes could no longer see. Presently he felt a change creeping over him; his breath came shorter and shorter; and his chest heaved spasmodically. With one last effort he raised himself up in his bed. ‘Selina,’ he said painfully, ‘let me alone; oh, let me alone!’


  ‘Too late,’ she replied, not caring to disguise her triumphant tone.


  He lay back with the dews of death clustering on his forehead. Suddenly, out of the gathering darkness grew perfect dazzling light; his lips moved; the words ‘Nelly forgive!’ were audible like a whispered sigh. He was dead.


  The dark woman bent over him, placing her ear to his heart; but no sound came. ‘Mine!’ she said—‘mine, mine! At last, all mine!’


  The thin webs of fate’s weaving were in her hands securely—all save one. It was not worth the holding, so it floated down life’s stream, gathering as it went.
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  Mr Carver of Bedford Row, in the county of Middlesex, was exercised in his mind; and the most annoying part of it was that he was so exercised at his own trouble and expense; that is to say, he was not elucidating some knotty legal point at the charge of a client, but he was speculating over one of the most extraordinary events that had ever happened to him in the whole course of his long and honorable career. The matter stood briefly thus: His client, Charles Morton, of Eastwood, Somersetshire, died on the 9th of April in the year of grace 1882. On the 1st of May, 1880, Mr Carver had made the gentleman’s will, which left all his possessions, to the amount of some forty thousand pounds, to his niece, Eleanor Attewood. Six months later, Mr Morton’s half-sister, Miss Wakefield, took up her residence at Eastwood, and from that time everything had changed. Eleanor had married the son of a clergyman in the neighborhood, and at the instigation of his half-sister, Mr Morton had disinherited his niece; and one year before he died, had made a fresh will, leaving everything to Miss Wakefield. Mr Carver, be it remarked, strongly objected to this injustice, seeing the baneful influence which had brought it about; and had he been able to find Eleanor, he hoped to alter the unjust state of things. But she disappeared with her husband, and left no trace behind; so the obnoxious will was proved.


  Then came the most extraordinary part of the affair. With the exception of a few hundreds in the bank at Eastwood, for household purposes, not a single penny of Mr Morton’s money could be found. All his property was mortgaged to a high amount; all his securities were disposed of, and not one penny could be traced. The mortgages on the property were properly drawn up by a highly respectable solicitor at Eastwood, the money advanced by a man of undoubted probity; and, further, the money had been paid over to Mr Morton one day early in the year 1882. Advertisements were inserted in the papers, in fact everything was done to trace the missing money, but in vain. All Miss Wakefield had for her pains and trouble was a poor sum of about eleven hundred pounds, so she had to retire again to her genteel poverty in a cheap London boarding-house.


  This melancholy fact did not give Mr Carver any particular sorrow; he disliked that lady, and was especially glad that her deep cunning and underhand ways had frustrated themselves. In all probability, he thought, Mr Morton had in a fit of suspicion got hold of all his ready cash and securities, for the purpose of balking the fair lady whom he had made his heiress; but nevertheless the affair was puzzling, and Mr Carver hated to be puzzled.


  Mr Carver stood at his office in Bedford Row, drumming his fingers on the grimy window-panes and softly whistling. Nothing was heard in the office but the scratch of the confidential clerk’s quill pen as he scribbled out a draft for his employer’s inspection.


  ‘This is a very queer case, Bates, very queer,’ said Mr Carver, addressing his clerk.


  ‘Yes, sir,’ replied Mr Bates, continuing the scratching. That gentleman possessed the instinct of always being able to divine what his chief was thinking of. Therefore, when Mr Bates said ‘Yes, sir,’ he knew that the Eastwood mystery had been alluded to.


  ‘I’d most cheerfully give—let me see, what would I give? Well, I wouldn’t mind paying down my cheque for’——


  ‘One thousand pounds, sir. No, sir; I don’t think you would.’


  ‘You’re a wonderful fellow, Bates,’ said his admiring master. ”Pon my honor, Bates, that’s the exact sum I was going to mention.’


  ‘It is strange, sir,’ said the imperturbable Bates, ‘that you and I always think the same things. I suppose it is being with you so long. Now, if I was to think you would give me a partnership, perhaps you would think the same thing too.’


  ‘Bates,’ said Mr Carver earnestly, never smiling, as was his wont, at his clerk’s quiet badinage, ‘if we unravel this mystery, as I hope we may, I’ll tell you what, Bates, don’t be surprised if I give you a partnership.’


  ”Ah, sir, if we unravel it. Now, if we could only find’——


  ‘Miss Eleanor. Just what I was thinking.’


  At this moment a grimy clerk put his head in at the door.


  ‘Please, sir, a young person of the name of Seaton.’


  ‘It is Miss Eleanor, by Jove!’ said Bates, actually excited.


  ‘Wonderful!’ said Mr Carver.


  In a few seconds the lady was ushered into the presence of Mr Carver. She was tall and fair, with a style of beauty uncommon to the people of to-day. Clad from head to foot in plain black, hat, jacket, and dress cut with a simplicity almost severe, and relieved only by a white collar at the throat, there was something in her air and bearing which spoke of a culture and breeding not easily defined in words, but nevertheless unmistakable. It was a face and figure that men would look at and turn again to watch, even in the busy street. Her complexion was almost painfully perfect in its clear pallid whiteness, and the large dark lustrous eyes shone out from the marble face with dazzling brightness. She had a perfect abundance of real golden hair, looped up in a great knot behind; but the rebellious straying tresses fell over her broad low forehead like an aureole round the head of a saint.


  ‘Don’t you know me, Mr Carver?’ she said at length.


  ‘My dear Eleanor, my dear Eleanor, do sit down!’ This was the person whom he had been longing for two years to see, and Mr Carver, cool as he was, was rather knocked off his balance for a moment.


  ‘Poor child! Why, why didn’t you come and see me before?’


  ‘Pride, Mr Carver—pride,’ she replied, with a painful air of assumed playfulness.


  ‘But surely pride did not prevent your coming to see your old friend?’


  ‘Indeed, it did, Mr Carver. You would not have me part with one of my few possessions?’


  ‘Nonsense, nonsense!’ said the lawyer, with assumed severity. ‘Now, sit down there, and tell me everything you have done for the last two years.’


  ‘It is soon told. When my uncle—poor deluded man—turned me, as he did, out of his house on account of my marriage, something had to be done; so we came to London. For two years my husband has been trying to earn a living by literature. Far better had he stayed in the country and taken to breaking stones or working in the fields. It is a bitter life, Mr Carver. The man who wants to achieve fortune that way must have a stout heart; he must be devoid of pride and callous to failure. If I had all the eloquence of a Dickens at my tongue’s end, I could not sum up two years’ degradation and bitter miserable poverty and disappointment better than in the few words, “Trying to live by literature,”—However, it is useless to struggle against it any longer. Mr Carver, sorely against my inclination, I have come to you to help us.’


  ‘My dear child, you hurt me,’ said Mr Carver huskily, ‘you hurt me; you do indeed. For two years I have been searching for you everywhere. You have only to ask me, and you know anything I can I will do.’


  ‘God bless you,’ replied Eleanor, with the gathering tears thick in her eyes. ‘I know you will. I knew that when I came here. How can I thank you?’


  ‘Don’t do anything of the sort; I don’t want any thanks. But before you go, I will do something for you. Now, listen to me. Before your uncle died’——


  ‘Died! Is he dead?’


  ‘How stupid of me. I didn’t know’——


  Mr Carver stopped abruptly, and paused till the natural emotions called forth in the young lady’s mind had had time to expend themselves. She then asked when the event had happened.


  ‘Two years ago,’ said Mr Carver. ‘And now, tell me—since you last saw him, had you any word or communication from him in any shape or form? Any letter or message?’


  Eleanor shook her head, half sadly, half scornfully.


  ‘You don’t seem to know Miss Wakefield,’ she said. ‘No message was likely to reach me, while she remained at Eastwood.’


  ‘No; I suppose not. So you have heard nothing? Very good. Now, a most wonderful thing has happened. When your uncle died and his will came to be read, he had left everything to Miss Wakefield. No reason to tell you that, I suppose? Now comes the strangest part of the story. With the exception of a few hundreds in the local bank, not a penny can be found. All the property has been mortgaged to the uttermost farthing; all the stock is sold out; and, in fact, nothing is left but Eastwood, which, as you know, is a small place, and not worth much. We have been searching for two years, and not a trace can we find.’


  ‘Perhaps Miss Wakefield is hiding the plunder away,’ Eleanor suggested with some indifference.


  ‘Impossible,’ eagerly exclaimed Mr Carver—‘impossible. What object could she have in doing so? The money was clearly left to her; and it is not likely that a woman so fond of show would deliberately choose to spend her life in a dingy lodging-house.’


  ‘And Eastwood?’


  ‘Is empty. It will not let, neither can we sell it.’


  ‘So Miss Wakefield is no better off than she was four years ago!’ Eleanor said calmly. ‘Come, Mr Carver, that is good news, at any rate. It almost reconciles me to my position.’


  ‘Nelly, I wish you would not speak so,’ said Mr Carver seriously. ‘It hurts me. You were not so hard at one time.’


  ‘Forgive me, my dear old friend,’ she replied simply. ‘Only consider what a life we have been living for the past two years, and you will understand.’


  ‘And your husband?’


  ‘Killing himself,’ she said; ‘wearing out body and soul in one long struggle for existence. It hurts me to see him. Always hoping, and always working, always smiling and cheerful before me; and ever the best of men and husband. Dear friend, if you knew what he is to me, and saw him as I do day after day, literally wearing out, you would consider my hardness pardonable. I am rebellious, you know.”


  ‘No, no,’ said Mr Carver, a suspicious gleam behind his spectacles; ‘I can understand it. The only thing I blame you for is that you did not come to me before. You know what a lonely old bachelor I am, and—how rich I am. It would have been a positive kindness of you to come and see me.—Now, listen. On Sunday, you and your husband must come and dine with me. You know the old Russell Square address?’


  ‘God bless you for a true friend!’ said Eleanor, her tears flowing freely now. ‘We will come; and I may bring my little girl with me?’


  ‘Eh, what?’ replied the lawyer—‘little girl? Of course, of course! Then we will talk over old times, and see what can be done to make those cheeks look a little like they used to do.—So you have got a little girl, have you? Dear, dear, how the time goes!—Now, tell me candidly, do you want any assistance—any, ah—that is—a little—in short, money?’


  Eleanor colored to the roots of her hair, and was about to reply hastily, but said nothing.


  ‘Yes, yes,’ said Mr Carver rapidly.—‘I think, Bates’——


  But Mr Bates already had his hand on the cheque-book, and commenced to fill in the date. Mr Carver gave him a look of approbation, and flashed him a sign with his fingers signifying the amount.


  ‘I suppose you have some friends?’ he continued hastily, to cover Eleanor’s confusion. ‘It’s a poor world that won’t stand one good friend.’


  ‘Yes, we have one,’ replied Eleanor, her face lighting up with a tender glow—‘a good friend. You have heard of Jasper Felix the author? He is far the best friend we have.’


  ‘Heard of Felix! I should think I have. Read every one of his books. I am glad to hear of his befriending you. I knew the man who writes as he does must have a noble heart.’


  ‘He has. What we should have done without his assistance, I shudder to contemplate. I honestly believe that not one of my husband’s literary efforts would have been accepted, had it not been for him.’


  ‘I can’t help thinking, Nelly, that there is a providence in these things, and I feel that better days are in store for you. Anyway, it won’t be my fault if it is not so. I have a presentiment that things will come out all right in the end, and I fancy that your uncle’s fortune his hidden away somewhere; and if it is hidden away, it must be, I cannot help thinking, for your benefit.’


  ‘Don’t count upon it, Mr Carver,’ said Eleanor calmly. ‘I look upon the money as gone.’


  ‘Nonsense!’ said the gentleman cheerfully; ‘while there is life there is hope. I begin to feel that I am playing a leading character in a romance; I do, indeed! Firstly, your uncle dies, and his fortune is lost; secondly, you disappear; and at the very moment I am longing—literally longing—to see you, you turn up. Now, all that remains is to find the hidden treasure, and to be happy ever afterwards, like the people in a fairy tale.’


  ‘Always enthusiastic,’ laughed Eleanor. ‘All we have to do is to discover a mystic clue to a buried chest of diamonds, only we lack the clue.’


  ”Pon my word, my dear, do you know I really think you have hit it?’ replied Mr Carver with great solemnity. ‘Now, at the time you left Eastwood, your companion Margaret was in the house; and after your uncle’s death, she disappeared. From a little hint Miss Wakefield dropped to me, your old friend was in the sick-room alone with your uncle the day he died.’


  ‘Alone? and then disappeared,’ said Eleanor, all trace of apathy gone, and her eyes shining with interest.


  ‘Alone. Now, if we could only find Margaret Boulton’——


  Eleanor rose from her seat, and approached Mr Carver slowly. Then she said calmly: ‘There is no difficulty about that; she is at my house now. I found her only last night on Waterloo Bridge—in fact, I saved her.’


  ‘Saved her? Didn’t I say there was a providence in it? Saved her?’


  ‘From suicide!’


  A quarter of an hour later, Eleanor was standing outside Mr Carver’s office, evidently seeking a companion. From the bright flush on her face and the sparkle in her eyes, hope—and a strong hope—had revived. She stood there, quite unconscious of the admiration of passers-by, sweeping the street in search of her quest. Presently the object she was seeking came in view. He was a tall man, of slight figure, with blue eyes deeply sunk in a face far from handsome, but full of intellectual power and great character; a heavy, carelessly trimmed moustache hid a sensitive mouth, but did not disguise a bright smile. That face and figure was a famous one in London, and people there turned in the busy street to watch Jasper Felix, and admire his rugged powerful face and gaunt figure. He came swinging down the street now with firm elastic step, and treated Eleanor to one of his brightest smiles.


  ‘Did you think I had forgotten you?’ he said. ‘I have been prowling about Gray’s Inn Road, for, sooth to say, the air of Bedford Row does not agree with me.’


  ‘I hope I have not detained you,’ said Eleanor timidly; ‘I know how valuable your time is to you.’


  ‘My dear child, don’t mention it,’ replied the great novelist lightly; ‘my time has been well occupied. First, I have been watching a fight between two paviors. Do you know it is quite extraordinary how those powerful men can knock each other about without doing much harm. Then I have been having a long chat with an intellectual chimney-sweep—a clever man, but a great Radical. I have spent quite an enjoyable half-hour.’


  ‘A half-hour! Have I been so long? Mr Felix, I am quite horrified at having taken up so much of your time.’


  ‘Awful, isn’t it,’ he laughed lightly. ‘Well, you won’t detain me much longer, for here you are close at home.—Now, I will just run into Fleet Street on my own business, and try and sell this little paper of your husband’s at the same time. I’ll call in this afternoon; only, mind, you must look as happy as you do now.’


  Jasper Felix made his way through a court into Holborn, and along that busy thoroughfare till he turned down Chancery Lane. Crossing the street by the famous Griffin, he disappeared in one of the interminable courts leading out of Samuel Johnson’s favorite promenade, Fleet Street. The object of his journey was here. On the door-plate was the inscription, ‘The Midas Magazine,’ and beneath the legend, ‘First Floor.’.. Ascending the dingy stair, he stopped opposite a door on which, in white letters, was written the word ‘Editor.’ At this door he knocked. Without pausing for a reply, he pushed open the door.


  ‘How, de do, Simpson?’ said Mr Felix, with a look of amusement in his blue eyes.


  ‘Glad to see you, Felix,’ said the editor of the Midas cordially. ‘I thought you had forgotten us. I hope you have something for our journal in your pocket.’


  ‘I have something in my pocket to show you,’ answered Felix, ‘and I think you will appreciate it.’


  ‘Is it something of your own?’ queried the man of letters.


  ‘No, it is not; and, what is more, I doubt if I could write anything so good myself. I know when you have seen it, you will accept it.’


  ‘Um! I don’t know,’ replied the editor dubiously. ‘You see, I am simply inundated with amateur efforts. Of course, sometimes I get something good; but usually——Now, if the matter in discussion was a manuscript of your own——’


  ‘Now, seriously, Simpson, what do you care for me or anything of mine? It is the name you want, not the work. You know well enough what sells magazines of the Midas type. It is not so much the literary matter as the name. The announcement that the next month’s Midas will contain the opening chapters of a new serial by someone with a name, is quite sufficient to increase your circulation by hundreds.’


  ”Pon my honor, you’re very candid,’ rejoined Mr Simpson. ‘But what is this wonderful production you have?’


  ‘Well, I’ll leave it with you. You need not trouble to read it, because, if you don’t take it, I know who will.’


  ‘What do you want for this triumph of genius?’


  ‘Well, in a word, ten pounds. Take it or leave it.’


  ‘If you say it is worth it, I suppose I must oblige you.’


  ‘That is a good way of putting it; and it will oblige me. But mark me—this man will some day confer favors by writing for you, instead of, as you regard it at present, favoring him.’


  The proprietor of the Midas sighed gently. The idea of paying over ten pounds to an unknown contributor was not nice; but the fact of offending Felix was worse.


  ‘If,’ said he, harping on the old string, and shaking his head with a gentle deprecating motion—‘if it was one of yours now’——


  ‘What confounded nonsense you talk!’ exclaimed Felix impatiently.


  ‘Don’t get wild, Felix,’ replied Mr Simpson soothingly. ‘I will take your protege’s offering, to oblige you.’


  ‘But I don’t want you to oblige me. I want you to accept—and pay for—an article good enough for anything. It is a fair transaction; and if there is any favor about it, then it certainly is not on your side.’


  Mr Simpson showed his white teeth in a dazzling smile. ‘Well, Felix, I do admire your assurance,’ he said softly. ‘I never heard the matter put in that light before. My contributors, as a rule, don’t point their manuscript at my head metaphorically, and demand speedy insertion and prompt pay.—Do you want a cheque for this manuscript now?’


  ‘Yes, you may as well give me the cash now.’


  Mr Simpson drew a cheque for the desired amount, and passed it over to Felix, who folded the pink slip, and placed it in his pocket; whereupon the conversation drifted into other channels.
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  Queen Square, Bloomsbury, is a neighbourhood which by no means accords with the expectation evoked by its high-sounding patronymic. It is, besides, somewhat difficult to to find, and when discovered, it has a guilty-looking air of having been playing hide-and-seek with its most aristocratic neighbors, Russell and Bloomsbury, and lost itself. Before Southampton Row was the stately thoroughfare it is now, Queen Square must have been a parasite of Russell Square; but in time it seems to have been built out. You stumble upon it suddenly, in making a short-cut from Southampton Row to Bedford Row, and wonder how it got there. It is quiet, decayed—in a word, shabby-genteel—and cheap.


  On the south side, sheltered by two sad-looking trees of a nondescript character, and fronted by an imposing-looking portico, is a decayed-looking house, the stucco of which bears strong likeness to the outside of Stilton cheese. The windows are none too clean, and the blinds and curtains are all deeply tinged with London fog and London smoke. For the information of the metropolis at large, the door bears a tarnished brass plate announcing that it is the habitation of Mrs Whipple; and furthermore—from the same source—the inquiring mind is further enlightened with the fact that Mrs Whipple is a dressmaker. A few fly-blown prints of fashions, of a startling description and impossible colour, support this fact; and information is further added by the announcement that the artiste within lets apartments; for the legend is inscribed, in runaway letters, on the back of an old showcard which is suspended in one of the ground-floor windows.


  From the general tout ensemble of the Whipple mansion, the most casual-minded individual on lodgings bent can easily judge of its cheapness. The ‘ground-floor’—be it whispered in the strictest confidence—pays twenty-five shillings per week; the honoured ‘drawing-rooms,’ two pounds; and the slighted ‘second-floors,’ what the estimable Whipple denominates ‘a matter of fifteen shillings.’ It is with the second-floors that our business lies.


  The room was large, and furnished with an eye to economy. The carpet was of no particular pattern, having long since been worn down to the thread; and the household goods consisted of five chairs and a couch covered by that peculiar-looking horsehair, which might, from its hardness and capacity for wear, be woven steel. A misty-looking glass, in a maple frame, and a chimney-board decked with two blue-and-green shepherdesses of an impossible period, completed the garniture. In the centre of the room was a round oak table with spidery uncertain legs, and at the table sat a young man writing. He was young, apparently not more than thirty, but the unmistakable shadow of care lay on his face. His dress was suggestive of one who had been somewhat dandyish in time gone by, but who had latterly ceased to trouble about appearances or neatness. For a time he continued steadily at his work, watched intently by a little child who sat coiled up in the hard-looking armchair, and waiting with exemplary patience for the worker to quit his employment. As he worked on, the child became visibly interested as the page approached completion, and at last, with a weary sigh, he finished, pushed his work from him, and turned with a bright smile to the patient little one.


  ‘You’ve been a very good little girl, Nelly.—Now, what is it you have so particularly to say to me?’ he said.


  ‘Is it a tale you are writing, papa?’ she asked.


  ‘Yes, darling; but not the sort of tale to interest you.’


  ‘I like all your tales, papa. Uncle Jasper told mamma they were all so “liginal.” I like liginal tales.’


  ‘I suppose you mean original, darling?’


  ‘I said liginal,’ persisted the little one, with childish gravity. ‘Are you going to sell that one, papa? I hope you will; I want a new dolly so badly. My old dolly is getting quite shabby.’


  ‘Some day you shall have plenty.’


  The child looked up in his face solemnly. ‘Really, papa? But do you know, pa, that some day seems such a long way off? How old am I, papa?’


  ‘Very, very old, Nelly,’ he replied with a little laugh. ‘Not quite so old as I am, but very old.’


  ‘Yes, papa? Then do you know, ever since I can remember, that some day has been coming. Will it come this week?’


  ‘I don’t know, darling. It may come any time. It may come to-day; perhaps it is on the way now.’


  ‘I don’t know, papa,’ replied the little one, shaking her head solemnly. ‘It is an awful while coming. I prayed so hard last night for it to come, after mamma put me in bed. What makes mamma cry when she puts me to bed? Is she crying for some day?’


  ‘Oh, that’s all your fancy, little one,’ replied the father huskily. ‘Mamma does not cry. You must be mistaken.


  ‘No, indeed, papa; I’se not mistook. One day I heard mamma sing about some day, and then she cried—she made my face quite wet.’


  ‘Hush, Nelly; don’t talk like that, darling.’


  ‘But she did,’ persisted the little one. ‘Do you ever cry, papa?’


  ‘Look at that little sparrow, Nelly. Does he not look hungry, poor little fellow? He wants to come in the room to you.’


  ‘I dess he’s waiting for some day papa,’ said the child, looking out at the dingy London sparrow perched on the window ledge. ‘He looks so patient. I wonder if he’s hungry? I am, papa.’


  The father looked at his little one with passionate tenderness. ‘Wait till mamma comes, my darling.’


  ‘All right, papa; but I am so hungry!—Oh, here is mamma. Doesn’t she look nice, papa, and so happy?’


  When Eleanor entered the dingy room, her husband could not fail to notice the flush of hope and happiness on her face. He looked at her with expectation in his eyes.


  ‘Did you think mother was never coming, Nelly? and do you want your dinner, my child?’


  ‘You do look nice, ma,’ said the child admiringly. ‘You look as if you had found some day.’


  Eleanor looked inquiringly at her husband, for him to explain the little one’s meaning.


  ‘Nelly and I have been having a metaphysical discussion,’ he said with playful gravity. ‘We have been discussing the virtues of the future. She is wishing for that impossible some day that people always expect.’


  ‘I don’t think she will be disappointed,’ said Mrs Seaton, with a fond little smile at her child. ‘I believe I have found it.—Edgar, I have been to see Mr Carver.’


  ‘I supposed it would have come to that. And he, I suppose, has been poisoned by the sorceress, and refused to see you?’


  ‘O no,’ said Eleanor playfully. ‘We had quite a long chat—in fact, he asked us all to dinner on Sunday.’


  ‘Wonderful! And he gave you a lot of good advice on the virtues of economy, and his blessing at parting.’


  ‘No,’ she said; ‘he must have forgotten that: he gave me this envelope for you with his compliments and best wishes.’


  Edgar Seaton took the proffered envelope listlessly, and opened it with careless fingers. But as soon as he saw the shape of the enclosure, his expression changed to one of eagerness. ‘Why, it is a cheque?’ he exclaimed excitedly.


  ‘O no,’ said his wife, laughingly; ‘it is only the blessing.’


  ‘Well, it is a blessing in disguise,’ Seaton said, his voice trembling with emotion. ‘It is a cheque for twenty-five pounds.—Nelly, God has been very good to us to-day.’


  ‘Yes, dear,’ said his wife simply, with tears in her eyes.


  Little Nelly looked from one to the other in puzzled suspense, scarcely knowing whether to laugh or cry. Even her childish instinct discovered the gravity of the situation.


  ‘Papa, has some day come? You look so happy.’


  He caught her up in his arms and kissed her lovingly, and held her in one arm, while he passed the other round his wife. ‘Yes, darling. Your prayer has been answered. Some day—God be thanked—has come at last.’ For a moment no one spoke, for the hearts of husband and wife were full of quiet thankfulness. What a little it takes to make poor humanity happy, and fill up the cup of pleasure to the brim!


  Round the merry dinner-table all was bright and cheerful, and it is no exaggeration to say the board groaned under the profuse spread. Eleanor lost no time in acquainting her husband with the strange story of her uncle’s property, and Mr Carver’s views on the subject—a view of the situation which he felt almost inclined to share after a little consideration. It was extremely likely, he thought, that Margaret Boulton would be able to throw some light on the subject; indeed the fact of her strange rescue from her self-imposed fate pointed almost to a providential interference. It was known that she had a long conversation with Mr Morton the day he died, a circumstance which seemed to have given Miss Wakefield great uneasiness; and her strange disappearance from Eastwood directly after the funeral gave some coloring to the fact.


  Margaret Boulton had not risen that day owing to a severe cold caught by her exposure to the rain on the previous night; and Edgar and his wife decided, directly she did so, to question her upon the matter. It would be very strange if she could not give some clue.


  ‘I think, Nelly, we had better take Felix into our confidence,’ said Edgar, when the remains of dinner had disappeared in company with the grimy domestic. ‘He will be sure to be of some assistance to us; and the more brains we have the better.’


  ‘Certainly, dear,’ she acquiesced; ‘he should know at once.’


  ‘I think I will walk to his rooms this afternoon.’


  ‘No occasion,’ said a cheerful voice at that moment. ‘Mr Felix is here very much at your service. I’ve got some good news for you; and I am sure, from your faces, you can return the compliment.’
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  Mr Felix was much struck by the tale he heard, and was inclined, in spite of the dictates of common-sense, to follow the Will-o’-the-wisp which grave Mr Carver had discovered. In a prosaic age, such a thing as the disappearance of a respectable Englishman’s wealth was on the face of it startling enough; and therefore, although the thread was at present extremely intangible, he felt there must be something romantic about the matter. Mr Felix, be it remembered, was a man of sense; but he was a dreamer of dreams, and a weaver of romance by profession and choice; consequently, he was inclined to pooh-pooh Edgar’s half-deprecating, half-enthusiastic view of the case.


  ‘I do not think you are altogether right, Seaton, in treating this affair so cavalierly,’ he said. ‘In the first place, Miss Wakefield is no relation in blood to your wife’s uncle. If the property was in her hands, I should feel myself justified in taking steps to have the existing will set aside; but so long as there is nothing worth doing battle for, it is not worth while, unless Miss Wakefield has the money, and is afraid of proceedings——’


  ‘That is almost impossible,’ Eleanor interrupted. ‘You have really no conception how fond she is of show and display, and I know no such fear would prevent her indulging her fancy, if she had the means to do so.’


  ‘So long as you are really persuaded that is the case, we have one difficulty out of the way,’ Felix continued. ‘Then we can take it for granted that she neither has the money nor has the slightest idea where it is.—Now, tell me about this Margaret Boulton.’


  ‘That is soon told,’ Eleanor replied. ‘Last night, shortly after eleven, I was crossing Waterloo Bridge——’


  ‘Bad neighborhood for a lady to be alone,’ interrupted Felix, with a reproachful glance at Seaton.—‘I beg your pardon. Go on, please.’


  ‘I had missed my husband at Waterloo Station, and I was hurrying home as quickly as I could——’


  ‘Why did you not take a cab?’ exclaimed Felix with some asperity. Then seeing Eleanor color, he said hastily: ‘What a dolt I am! I—I am very sorry. Please, go on.’


  ‘As I was saying,’ continued Eleanor, ‘just as I was crossing the bridge, I saw a woman close by me climb on to one of the buttresses. I don’t remember much about it, for it was over in less than a minute, and seems like a dream now; but it was my old nurse, or rather companion, Margaret Boulton, strange as it seems. Now, you know quite as much as I can tell you.’


  Felix mused for a time over this strange history. He could not shake off the feeling that it was more than a mere coincidence. ‘Seriously,’ he said, ‘I feel something will come of this.’


  ‘I hope so,’ answered Eleanor with a little sigh. ‘Things certainly look a little better now than they did; but we need some permanent benefit sadly.’


  ‘I thought some day had come, mamma,’ piped little Nelly from her nest on the hearthrug.


  ‘Little pitchers have long ears,’ said the novelist. ‘Come and sit on poor old Uncle Jasper’s knee, Nelly, and give him a kiss.’


  ‘Yes, I will, Uncle Jasper; but I’m not a little pitcher, and I’ve not dot long ears—Mamma, are my ears long?’


  ‘No, darling,’ replied her mother with a smile. ‘Uncle Felix was not speaking of you.’


  ‘Then I will sit upon his knee.’ Whereupon she climbed up on to that lofty perch, and proceeded to draw invidious distinctions between Mr Felix’ moustache and the hirsute appendage of her father, a mode of criticism which gave the good-natured literary celebrity huge delight.


  ‘Now,’ continued Felix, when he had placed the little lady entirely to her satisfaction—‘now to resume. In the first place, I should particularly like to see this Margaret Boulton to-day.’


  ‘I do not quite agree with you, Mr Felix. It would be cruel, with her nerves in such a state, to cross-examine her to-day,’ Mrs Seaton said with womanly consideration. ‘You can have no idea what such a reaction means.’


  ‘Precisely,’ said Felix grimly. ‘Do you not see what I mean? Her nervous system is particularly highly strung at present—the brain in a state of violent activity, probably; and she is certain to be in a position to remember the minutest detail, and may give us an apparently trivial hint, which may turn out of the utmost importance.’


  ‘Still, it seems the refinement of cruelty,’ said Eleanor, her womanly kindness getting the better of her curiosity. ‘She is in a particularly nervous state. Naturally, she is inclined to be morbidly religious, and the mere thought of her attempted crime last night upsets her.’


  ‘Yes, perhaps so,’ Felix said; ‘but I should like to see her now. We cannot tell how important it may be to us.’


  ‘I declare your enthusiasm is positively contagious,’ laughed Seaton,—‘Really, Felix, I did not imagine you were so deeply imbued with curiosity. My wife is bad enough, but you are positively girlish.’


  ‘Indeed, sir, you belie me,’ said Eleanor with mock-indignation. ‘I am moved by a little natural inquisitiveness; but I shall certainly not permit that unfortunate girl to be annoyed for the purpose of gratifying the whim of two grown-up children.’


  ‘Mea culpa,’ Felix replied humbly. ‘But I should like to see the interesting patient, if only for a few minutes.’


  Eleanor laughed merrily at this persistent charge. ‘Well, well,’ she said, ‘I will go up to Margaret and ascertain if she is fit to see any one just yet; but I warn you not to be disappointed, for she certainly shall not be further excited.’


  ‘I do not think the curiosity is all on our side,’ Felix said, as Eleanor was leaving the room.—‘You are a fortunate man, Seaton, in spite of your troubles,’ he continued. ‘A wife like yours must make anxiety seem lighter.’


  ‘Indeed, you are right,’ Edgar answered earnestly. ‘Many a time I have felt like giving it up, and should have done so, if it had not been for Eleanor.’


  ‘Strange, too,’ said Felix musingly, ‘that she does not give one the impression of being so brave and courageous. But you never can tell. I have been making a study of humanity for twenty years, and I have been often disappointed in my models. I have seen the weakest do the work of the strongest. I have seen the strongest, on the other hand, go down before the first breath of trouble. I have seen the most acid of them all make the most angelic of wives.’


  ‘I wonder you have never married, Felix.’


  ‘Did I not tell you my model women have always been the first to disappoint me?’ he replied lightly. ‘Besides, what woman could know Jasper Felix and love him?’


  ‘Your reputation alone——’


  ‘Yes, my reputation—and my money,’ Felix said bitterly. ‘Twenty years ago, when I was plain Jasper Felix, I did——But bah! I don’t want to discuss faded rose-leaves with you.—Let us change the subject. I have some good news for you. In the first place, I have sold the article you gave me.’


  ‘Come, that is cheering. I suppose you managed to screw a guinea out of one of your friends for me?’


  ‘On the contrary, I sold it on its merits,’ Felix replied, ‘and ten pounds the price.’


  ‘Ten pounds! Am I dreaming, or am I a genius?’


  ‘Neither; which is true, if not complimentary. There, is the cheque to prove you are not dreaming; and as to the other thing, you have no genius, but you have considerable talent.—But I have some further news for you. I have had a note from the editor of Mayfair, to whom I showed your work. Now, Baker of the Mayfair is about the finest judge of literary capacity I know. He says he was particularly struck with your descriptive writing; and if you like to undertake the work, he wants you to visit the principal of the foreign gambling clubs in London, and work up a series of gossiping articles for his paper. The work will not be particularly pleasant; but you will have the entree of all these clubs, and the golden key to get to the working part of the machinery. The thing will be hard and somewhat hazardous; but it is a grand opportunity of earning considerable kudos. Will you undertake it?’


  ‘Undertake it!’ said Seaton, springing to his feet. ‘Will I not? Felix, you have made a new man of me. Had it not been for you, I don’t know what would have become of us by this time. I cannot thank you in words, but you know that I feel your kindness.’


  ‘I do not see how this should not lead to something like fortune; anyway, it
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“Lam Telba, the name which is borne by all my race.”
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