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Introduction

by Professor James Sutherland, Director of Sdhe Sudies, University of Aberdeen

| have approached this collection with two very modest aimsin mind. Thefirst isto throw some sort of
light on the development of magic in the British Ides at different periods; the second isto introduce the
reader to some of the ways in which Faerie can impinge upon our own quotidian world, in other wordsto
create asort of primer to Faerieand fairies.

Thetitle story, "The Ladies of Grace Adieu”, fdlsinto thefirst category, with a poignant depiction of the
difficultiesfaced by femae magicians during the early nineteenth century —atime when their work was
smply dismissed by their male counterparts (here amply represented by Gilbert Norrell and Jonathan
Strange). The events of the story were referred to in a somewhat obscure novel published afew years
ago. Should any readers happen to be acquainted with Jonathan Strange and Mr Norrell Bloomsbury,
London, 2004), then | direct their attention to afootnote in chapter 43 which describes how Jonathan
Strange went to some trouble to extract his clergyman brother-in-law from aliving in Gloucestershire and
get him adifferent living in Northamptonshire. "The Ladies of Grace Adieu” providesafuller explanation
of Strange's rather enigmatic actions.

"On Lickerish Hill" and " Antickes and Frets' both describe the somewhét easier, less fraught relationship
with fairies and magic which our English and Scottish ancestors once enjoyed.

"Mr Simondli or the Fairy Widower" isan extract from the diaries of Alessandro Smondlli. Smondli is,
of course, amonstroudly irritating writer; at every turn he digplays the conceit and arrogance of hisrace.
(And I am talking here of the English and not of anyone else). An editor is advised to approach his
diarieswith caution. Smondli published them first in the mid-1820s. Twenty years later he revised them
and published them again. He did the same thing in the late 1860s. Indeed throughout the nineteenth
century and early twentieth century his diaries and memoirs were being continualy rewritten and brought
out in new editions; and at each stage Simonelli reworked his past in order to promote hislatest
obsession —whether that be ancient Sumerian history, the education of women, the improvement of
Sdhe (fairy) morals, the provision of biblesfor the heathen or the efficacy of anew sort of sogp. In an
attempt to circumvent this problem | have chosen an extract from the first edition which describesthe
beginning of Simonelli's extraordinary career. We can but hope that it bears some sort of relation to what
actualy happened.

In the yearsthat followed Waterloo dealings between the Sdhe (fairies) and the British increased. British
politicians debated the "Fairy Question” thisway and that, but al agreed it was vitd to the nationa
interest. Y et if these stories demongtrate nothing e seit isthe gppalling unpreparedness of the average



nineteenth-century gentleman when he accidentaly ssumbled into Faerie. The Duke of Wdlingtonisa
casein point. Women do seem to have fared somewhat better in these perplexing circumstances; the
heroine of "Mrs Mabb", VenetiaMoore, consistently demondtrates an ability to intuit the rules of Faerie,
which the older and more experienced Duke is quite without.

"Tom Brightwind or How the Fairy Bridge Was Built a Thoresby" remains atae replete with interest for
the student of Faerie. However | see no reason to revise my earlier assessment of the story given in 1999
(and deserving, | think, to be more widely known). The reader will find it prefacing the tale itsdlf.

| have chosen to finish with astory from that wonderful writer, John Waterbury, Lord Portishead. Apart
from the period 1808-1816 when he was under the thumb of Gilbert Norrell, Waterbury'swritingsand in
particular hisretdling of old tales of the Raven King are a continua delight. "John Uskglass and the
Cumbrian Charcod Burner” isan example of that genre of stories (much loved by the medievas) in which
the rich and powerful are confounded by their socid inferiors. (I am thinking here of the tales of Robin
Hood or the ballad, "King John and the Abbot of Canterbury™). In medieval Northern England no one
was richer or more powerful than John Uskglass and consequently Northern English folklore abounds
with talesin which Uskglass tumbles down holesin the ground, fallsin love with unsuitable ladies or for
various complicated and unlikely reasons finds himsalf obliged to cook porridge for harassed innkeepers
wives.

The sad truth isthat nowadays—asat al periods of our history — misinformation about Faerie assails us
from every side. It isthrough stories such as these that the serious student of Sdhe culture may make a
window for hersdlf into Faerie and snatch a glimpse of its complexity, its contradictions and its perilous

fascinations.

James Qutherland
Aberdeen, April 2006



TheLadies of Grace Adieu

Above al remember this. that magic belongs as much to the heart asto the head and everything which is
done, should be done from love or joy or righteous anger.

And if we honour this principle we shall discover that our magic is much greater than al the sum of dl the
spellsthat were ever taught. Then magicisto us asflight isto the birds, because then our magic comes
from the dark and dreaming heart, just asthe flight of abird comesfrom the heart. And we will fed the
samejoy in performing that magic that the bird fed s asit castsitsdf into the void and we will know that
magicis part of what amanis, just asflight ispart of what abirdis.

Thisundergtanding isagift to usfrom the Raven King, the dear king of al magicians, who stands
between England and the Other Lands, between al wild creatures and the world of men.

From The Book of the Lady Catherine of Winchester (1209-67), trandated from the Latin by Jane
Tobias (1775-1819)

When MrsField died, her grieving widower looked around him and discovered that the world seemed
quite asfull of pretty, young women asit had been in hisyouth. It further occurred to him that he was just
asrich asever and that, though his home already contained one pretty, young woman (his niece and
ward, Cassandra Parbringer), he did not believe that another would go amiss. He did not think that he
was at al changed from what he had been and Cassandrawas entirely of his opinion, for (she thought to
herself) | am sure, Sir, that you were every bit as tedious at twenty-one asyou are at forty-nine. So Mr
Field married again. The lady was pretty and clever and only ayear older than Cassandra, but, in her
defence, we may say that she had no money and must either marry Mr Field or go and be ateacher ina
school. The second Mrs Field and Cassandrawere very pleased with each other and soon became very
fond of each other. Indeed the sad truth was that they were agreat deal fonder of each other than either
was of Mr Field. There was another lady who wastheir friend (her name was Miss Tobias) and the three
were often seen walking together near the village where they lived — Grace Adieu in Gloucestershire.
Cassandra Parbringer at twenty was considered an idedl of a certain type of beauty to which some
gentlemen are particularly partial. A white skin was agreeably tinged with pink. Light blue eyes
harmonized very prettily with silvery-gold curls and the whole was a picture in which womanlinessand
childishness were sweetly combined. Mr Field, a gentleman not remarkable for his powers of
observation, confidently supposed her to have acharacter childishly naive and full of pleasant, feminine
submission in keeping with her face.

Her prospects seemed at thistime rather better than Mrs Field's had been. The people of Grace Adieu
had long since settled it amongst themsaves that Cassandra should marry the Rector, Mr Henry



Woodhope and Mr Woodhope himself did not seem at all averseto theidea.

"Mr Woodhope likes you, Cassandra, | think," said MrsField.

"Doeshe?'

Miss Tobias (who was a so in the room) said, "Miss Parbringer iswise and keeps her opinion of Mr
Woodhope to herself."

"Oh," cried Cassandra, "you may know it if you wish. Mr Woodhope is Mr Field stretched out alittleto
become morethin and tall. He is younger and therefore more disposed to be agreeable and hiswitsare
rather sharper. But when dl issaid and done heisonly Mr Field come again.”

"Why then do you give him encouragement?* asked Mrs Feld.

"Because | supposethat | must marry someone and Mr Woodhope has this to recommend him —that he
livesin Grace Adieu and that in marrying him | need never be parted from my dear MrsFed."
"Itisavery poor ambition to wish to marry aMr Field of any sort," sighed MrsField. "Have you nothing
better to wish for?'

Cassandraconsdered. "I have dways had agreat desireto vigt Yorkshire," shesaid. "l imagineit to be
just like the novels of Mrs Raddliffe.”

"Itisexactly like everywhere dse" said Miss Tobias.

"Oh, Miss Tobias," said Cassandra, "how can you say so? If magic does not linger in Y orkshire, where
may wefind it fill? 'Upon the moors, beneath the sars, With the King'swild Company.' That ismy idea
of Yorkshire"

"But," said Miss Tobias, "agreat ded of time has passed since the King'swild Company was last there
and in the meantime Y orkshiremen have acquired tollgates and newspapers and stagecoaches and
circulating libraries and everything most modern and commonplace.”

Cassandra sniffed. "Y ou disappoint me," she said.

Miss Tobias was governessto two little girlsat agreat housein the village, caled Winter's Realm. The
parents of these children were dead and the people of Grace Adieu were fond of telling each other that it
was no house for children, being too vast and gloomy and full of odd-shaped rooms and strange
carvings. The younger child was indeed often fearful and often plagued with nightmares. She seemed,
poor little thing, to believe hersalf haunted by owls. There was nothing in the world she feared so much as
owls. No one else had ever seen the owls, but the house was old and full of cracks and holesto let them
inand full of fat mice to tempt them so perhapsit were true. The governesswas not much liked in the
village: shewastoo tal, too fond of books, too grave, and —a curious thing — never smiled unlessthere
was something to amilea. Y et Miss Ursulaand Miss Horawere very prettily behaved children and
seemed greatly attached to Miss Tobias.

Despite their future greatness as heiresses, in the article of relations the children were as poor as

churchmice. Their only guardian was a cousin of their dead mother. In dl thelong years of their



orphanhood this gentleman had only visited them twice and once had written them avery short |etter at
Christmas. But, because Captain Winbright wore aredcoat and was an officer in the—shires, dl his
absences and slences were forgiven and Miss Ursulaand Miss Flora (though only eight and four years
old) had begun to shew dl the weakness of their sex by preferring himto al therest of their
acquaintance.

It was said that the great-grandfather of these children had studied magic and had left behind him a
library. Miss Tobias was often in the library and what she did there no one knew. Of late her two friends,
MrsField and Miss Parbringer, had aso been a the house agreat ded. But it was generdly supposed
that they were vigiting the children. For ladies (as every one knows) do not sudy magic. Magicians
themsalves are another matter — ladies (as every one knows) are wild to see magicians. (How elseto
explain the great popularity of Mr Norrell in al the fashionable drawing rooms of London? Mr Norrdl is
amos asfamousfor hisinggnificant face and long slences as heisfor hisincomparable magicianship and
Mr Norrel's pupil, Mr Strange, with his almost handsome face and lively conversation is welcome where
ever he goes.) Thisthen, wewill suppose, must explain a question which Cassandra Parbringer put to

Miss Tobias on aday in September, avery fine day on the cusp of summer and autumn.

"And have you read Mr Strange's piecein The Review?What isyour opinion of it?'

"| thought Mr Strange expressed himself with his customary clarity. Any one, whether or not they
understand any thing of the theory and practice of magic, might understand him. He was witty and dy, as
he generdly is. It was atogether an admirable piece of writing. Heisaclever man, | think."

"Y ou spesk exactly likeagoverness."

"|sthat so surprizing?'

"But | did not wish to hear your opinion asagoverness, | wished to hear your opinion asa.. never mind.
What did you think of the ideas?"

"| did not agree with any of them.”

"Ah, that waswhat | wished to hear."

"Modern magicians," said Mrs Field, "seem to devote more of their energiesto belittling magic than to
doing any. We are congtantly hearing how certain sorts of magic are too perilous for men to attempt
(although they appear in all the old stories). Or they cannot be attempted any more because the
prescriptionislost. Or it never existed. And, asfor the Otherlanders, Mr Norrell and Mr Strange do not
seem to know if there are such personsin the world. Nor do they appear to care very much, for, even if
they do exig, then it ssems we have no businesstalking to them. And the Raven King, we learn, was only
adream of fevered medieva brains, addled with too much magic."

"Mr Strange and Mr Norrell mean to make magic as commonplace astheir own dull persons,” said
Cassandra. "They deny the King for fear that comparison with his great magic would revea the poverty

of their own."



MrsFidd laughed. "Cassandra,” she said, "does not know how to leave off abusing Mr Strange.”

Then, from the particular sins of the great Mr Strange and the even greater Mr Norrell, they wereled to
talk of the viciousness of men in genera and from there, by anatura progression, to adiscussion of
whether Cassandra should marry Mr Woodhope.

Whiletheladies of Grace Adieu weretalking, Mr Jonathan Strange (the magician and second
phenomenon of the Age) was seated in the library of Mr Gilbert Norrdl (the magician and first
phenomenon of the Age). Mr Strange was informing Mr Norrell that he intended to be absent from
London for someweeks. "I hope, sir, that it will cause you no inconvenience. The next article for the
Edinburgh Magazine isdone—unless, Sir, you wish to make changes (which | think you may very well
do without my assistance)."Mr Norrdl inquired with afrown where Mr Strange was going, for, aswas
well known in London, the elder magician—aquiet, dry little man —did not like to be without the younger
for even so much asaday, or half aday. He did not even like to spare Mr Strange to speak to other
people.

"l am going to Gloucestershire, Sir. | have promised Mrs Strange that | will take her to visit her brother,
who is Rector of avillagethere. Y ou have heard me speak of Mr Henry Woodhope, | think?”

The next day wasrainy in Grace Adieu and Miss Tobias was unable to leave Winter's Ream. She
passed the day with the children, teaching them Latin ("which | see no occasion to omit smply on
account of your sex. One day you may haveausefor it,") and in telling them stories of Thomas of
Dunda€e's captivity in the Other Lands and how he became the first human servant of the Raven King.
When the second day was fine and dry, Miss Tobias took the opportunity to dip away for haf an hour to
vist MrsFidd, leaving the children in the care of the nursery maid. It so happened that Mr Field had
gone to Cheltenham (arare occurrence, for, as Mrs Field remarked, there never was aman so addicted
to home. "I fear we makeit far too comfortable for him," she said) and so Miss Tobias took advantage of
his absence to make avist of arather longer duration than usual. (At the time there seemed no harmin
it.)

On her way back to Winter's Realm she passed the top of Grace and Angels Lane, where the church
stood and, next to it, the Rectory. A very smart barouche was just turning from the high road into the
lane. Thisin itsdf wasinteresting enough for Miss Tobias did not recognize the carriage or its occupants,
but what made it more extraordinary gtill wasthat it was driven with great confidence and spirit by alady.
At her sde, upon the barouche box, a gentleman sat, handsin pockets, legs crossed, greetly at his ease.
Hisair wasrather gtriking. "Heis not exactly handsome,” thought Miss Tobias, "hisnoseistoo long. Y et
he hasthat arrogant air that handsome men have.”

It seemed to be aday for vigitors. In the yard of Winter's Realm was agig and two high-spirited horses.



Davey, the coachman and a stable boy were attending to them, watched by athin, dark man —avery
dovenly fellow (somebody's servant) —who was leaning againgt the wall of the kitchen garden to catch
the sun and smoking a pipe. His shirt was undone at the front and as Miss Tobias passed, he dowly
scratched his bare chest with along, dark finger and smiled at her.

Aslong as Miss Tobias had known the house, the great hdl had aways been the same: full of nothing but
slence and shadows and dustmotes turning in great danting beams of daylight, but today there were
echoes of loud voices and music and high, excited laughter. She opened the door to the dining parlour.
The table was laid with the best glasses, the best silver and the best dinner service. A meal had been
prepared and put upon the table, but then, apparently, forgotten. Travelling trunks and boxes had been
brought in and clothes pulled out and then abandoned; men's and women's clothing were tumbled
together quite promiscuoudy over thefloor. A man in an officer's redcoat was seeted on a chair with
Miss Ursulaon hisknee. He was holding a glass of wine, which he put to her lips and then, as shetried to
drink, hetook the glass away. He was laughing and the child was laughing. Indeed, from her flushed face
and excited air Miss Tobias could not be entirdly sure that she had not aready drunk of the contents. In
the middle of the room another man (a very handsome man), aso in uniform, was standing among al the
clothes and trinkets and laughing with them. The younger child, Miss Flora, ssood on one side, watching
them al with great, wondering eyes. Miss Tobias went immediately to her and took her hand. In the
gloom at the back of the dining parlour ayoung woman was seated at the pianoforte, playing an Italian
song very badly. Perhaps she knew that it was bad, for she seemed very reluctant to play at al. The song
was full of long pauses; she sighed often and she did not look happy. Then, quite suddenly, she stopt.
The handsome man in the middle of the room turned to her ingtantly. "Go on, go on,” hecried. "We are
al attending, | promiseyou. It is," and here he turned back to the other man and winked at him,
"ddightful. We are going to teach country dancesto my little cousins. Fred isthe best dancing magter in
theworld. So you must play, you know."

Wearily the young lady began again.

The seated man, whose name it seemed was Fred, happened at this moment to notice Miss Tobias. He
smiled pleasantly at her and begged her pardon.

"Oh," cried the handsome man, "Miss Tobiaswill forgive us, Fred. Miss Tobiasand | are old friends."
"Good afternoon, Captain Winbright,” said Miss Tobias.

By now Mr and Mrs Strange were comfortably seated in Mr Woodhope's pleasant drawing room. Mrs
Strange had been shewn al over Mr Woodhope's Rectory and had spoken to the housekeeper and the
cook and the dairymaid and the other maid and the stableman and the gardener and the gardener's boy.
Mr Woodhope had seemed most anxious to have awoman's opinion on everything and would scarcely

alow Mrs Strange leave to sit down or take food or drink until she had approved the house, the servants



and dl the housekeeping arrangements. So, like agood, kind sister, she had looked at it al and smiled
upon al the servants and racked her brainsfor easy questionsto ask them and then declared herself
delighted.

"And | promiseyou, Henry," she said with asmile, "that Miss Parbringer will be equaly pleased.”
"Heisblushing," said Jonathan Strange, raising his eyes from his newspaper. "We have come, Henry,
with the sole purpose of seeing Miss Parbringer (of whom you write so much) and when we have seen
her, wewill go away again.”

"Indeed? Well, | hopeto invite Mrs Field and her niece to meet you at the earliest opportunity.”

"Oh, thereis no need to trouble yourself,” said Strange, "for we have brought tel escopes. We will stand
a bedroom windows and spy her out, as she goes about the village."

Strange did indeed get up and go to the window as he spoke. "Henry," hesaid, "1 like your church
exceedingly. | likethat littlewall that goes around the building and the trees, and holdsthem dl intight. It
makesthe placelook like aship. If you ever get agood strong wind then church and treeswill al sail off
together to another place entirely."

"Strange," said Henry Woodhope, "you are quite asridiculous asever.”

"Do not mind him, Henry," said Arabella Strange. "He hasthe mind of amagician. They aredl alittle
mad." "Except Norrdl," said Strange.

"Strange, | would ask you, as afriend, to do no magic whileyou are here. We areavery quiet village."
"My dear Henry," said Strange, "1 am not astreet conjuror with abooth and ayellow curtain. | do not
intend to set up in acorner of the churchyard to catch trade. These days Admiras and Rear Admirals
and Vice Admiradsand dl His Mgesty's Ministers send me respectful letters requesting my services and
(what ismuch more) pay mewdl for them. | very much doubt if thereisany onein Grace Adieu who

could afford me."

"Whet room isthis?* asked Captain Winbright.

"Thiswas old Mr Enderwhild's bedroom, sir," said Miss Tobias.

"Themagicdan?'

"The magidian.

"And where did he keep al hishoard, Miss Tobias? Y ou have been here long enough to winkleit out.
There are sovereigns, | dare say, hidden away in dl sorts of odd holes and corners.”

"l never heard so, Sir."

"Come, Miss Tobias, what do old men learn magic for, except to find each other's piles of gold? What
eseismagic good for?' A thought seemed to trouble him. " They shew no sign of inheriting the family
genius, do they? The children, | mean. No, of course. Who ever heard of women doing magic?'
"There have been two femae magicians, sr. Both highly regarded. The Lady Catherine of Winchester,



who taught Martin Pale, and Gregory Absalom's daughter, Maria, who was mistress of the Shadow
House for more than a century.”

He did not seem grestly interested. " Shew me some other rooms," he said. They walked down another
echoing corridor, which, like much of the greet, dark house, had fallen into the possession of mice and
piders.

"Aremy cousns hedthy children?"

"Yes gar.”

Hewas slent and then he said, "Well, of course, it may not last. There are so many childish illnesses,

Miss Tobias. | mysdlf, when only six or seven, dmost died of the red spot. Have these children had the
red spot?'

"No, gr."

"Indeed? Our grandparents understood these things better, | think. They would not permit themselvesto
get overfond of children until they had got past al childhood'strids and maadies. Itisagood rule. Do
not get overfond of children.”

He caught her eye and reddened. Then laughed. "Why, it isonly ajoke. How solemn you look. Ah, Miss
Tobias, | ssehow it is Y ou have borne dl the respongbility for this house and for my cousins, my rich
little cousins, for far too long. Women should not have to bear such burdens adone. Their pretty white
shoulders were not made for it. But, see, | am come to help you now. And Fred. Fred has agreat mind
to beacousin too. Fred isvery fond of children.”

"And the lady, Captain Winbright? Will she stay and be another cousin with you and the other
gentleman?'

He amiled confidingly at her. His eyes seemed such a bright, laughing blue and his smile so open and
unaffected, that it took awoman of Miss Tobiass great composure not to smilewith him.

"Between oursalves she has been alittleill-used by abrother officer inthe—shires. But | ansucha
soft-hearted fellow — the Sght of awoman's tears can move meto amost any thing.”

So said Captain Winbright in the corridor, but when they entered the dining parlour again, the sght of a
woman'stears (for the young lady was crying at that moment) moved him only to be rudeto her. Upon
her saying his name, gently and somewhat apprehensively, he turned upon her and cried, "Oh, why do
you not go back to Brighton? 'Y ou could you know, very easily. That would be the best thing for you."
"Reigate," shesad gently.

Helooked at her much irritated. "Aye, Reigate,” he said.

She had a sweet, timorous face, great dark eyes and alittle rosebud mouth, for ever trembling on the
brink of tears. But it was the kind of beauty that soon evaporates when any thing at al in the nature of
suffering comes near it and she had, poor thing, been very unhappy of late. She reminded Miss Tobias of
achild'srag dall, pretty enough at the beginning, but very sad and pitiful onceits rag suffing were gone.



Shelooked up a Miss Tobias. "l never thought..." she said and lapsed into tears.
Miss Tobiaswas silent amoment. "Well," she said at last, "perhaps you were not brought up to it.”

That evening Mr Field fell adeep in the parlour again. This had happened to him rather often recently.

It happened like this. The servant came into the room with anote for Mrs Field and she began to read it.
Then, ashiswiferead, Mr Field began to fed (as he expressed it to himself) "al cobwebby" with deep.
After amoment or two it seemed to him that he woke up and the evening continued in its normal course,
with Cassandraand Mrs Fidd stting one on either sde of thefire. Indeed Mr Field spent avery pleasant
evening —thekind of evening he loved to spend, attended to by the two ladies. That it was only the
dream of such an evening (for the poor, slly man wasindeed adeep) did not in any way detract from his
enjoyment of it.

While he dept, Mrs Fidd and Cassandrawere hurrying dong the lane to Winter's Ream.

In the Rectory Henry Woodhope and Mrs Strange had said their goodnights but Mr Strange proposed
to continue reading awhile. Hisbook was a Life of Martin Pae by Thaddeus Hickman. He had reached
Chapter 26 where Hickman discussed some theories, which he attributed to Martin Pale, that sometimes
magicians, in times of great need, might find themsalves cgpable of much greater acts of magic than they
had ever learnt or even heard of before.

"Oh," said Strange with much irritation, "thisis the most complete stuff and nonsense.”

"Goodnight, Jonathan," said Arabellaand kissed him, just above hisfrown.

"Yes, yes," he muttered, not raising his eyes from the book.

"And the young woman,” whispered MrsFdd, "who isshe?'

Miss Tobias raised an eye-brow and said, " She saysthat sheis Mrs Winbright. But Captain Winbright
saysthat sheisnot. | had not supposed it to be a point capable of so wide an interpretation.”

"And if any thing were to happen... to the children, I mean,” whispered MrsField, "then Captain
Winbright might benefit in someway?'

"Oh, he would certainly be avery rich man and whatever he has come here to escape —whether it be
debts or scanda —would presumably hold no morefearsfor him.”

The three ladies were in the children's bedroom. Miss Tobias sat somewhere in the dark, wrappedin a
shawl. Two candles bloomed in the vast dark room, one near to the children's bed and the other upon a
little ricketty table by the door, so that any one entering the room would instantly be seen. Somewherein
the house, a the end of agreat many long, dark corridors, could be heard the sound of aman singing and
another laughing.

From the bed Miss Floraanxioudy inquired if there were any owlsin the room.



Miss Tobias assured her there were none.

"Yet | think they may sill come," said MissHorain afright, "if you do not stay."

Miss Tobias said that they would stay for awhile. "Be quiet now,” she said, "and Miss Parbringer will tell
you astory, if you ask her."

"What story shal | tell you?" asked Cassandra. "A story of the Raven King," said MissUrsula. "Very
well," said Cassandra.

Thisthen isthe story which Cassandratold the children.

"Before the Raven King was aking at al, but only aRaven Child, helived in avery wonderful house with
hisuncle and hisaunt. (These were not redlly hisrdationsat dl, but only akind gentleman and lady who
had taken him to live with them.) One day his uncle, who was reading books of magic in hisgrest library,
sent for the Raven Child and inquired politely how he did. The Raven Child replied that he did very well.
""Hmmph, well,' said Uncle Auberon, 'as| am your guardian and protector, little human child, | had better
make sure of it. Shew me the dreamsyou had last night." So the Raven Child took out his dreams and
Uncle Auberon made a space for them on the library table. There were a hundred odd things on that
table; books on unnatura history; amap shewing the relative positions of Masculine Duplicity and
Feminine Integrity (and how to get from one to the other) and aset of beautiful brassinsrumentsina
mahogany box, al very cunningly contrived to measure Ambition and Jealousy, Love and Sdlf-sacrifice,
Loydty to the State and Dreams of Regicide and many other Vicesand Virtueswhich it might be useful
to know about. All these things Uncle Auberon put on the floor, for he was not avery tidy person and
people werefor ever scolding him about it. Then Uncle Auberon spread the Raven Child's dreams out on
the table and peered at them through little wire spectacles.

"Why,' cried Uncle Auberon, 'hereisadream of atal black tower in adark wood in the snow. The
tower isdl inruins, like broken teeth. Black, ragged birds fly round and round and you are insde that
tower and cannot get out. Little human child, when you had this terrible dream, was you not afraid?
"'No, Uncle," said the Raven Child, 'last night | dreamt of the tower where | was born and of the ravens
who brought me water to drink when | was too young even to crawl. Why should | be afraid?

"So Uncle Auberon looked at the next dream and when he saw it he cried out loud. 'But hereisadream
of crud eyesa-glittering and wicked jaws a-davering. Little human child, when you had thisterrible
dream, was you not afraid?

"'No, Uncle,' said the Raven Child, 'last night | dreamt of the wolves who suckled me and who lay down
beside me and kept me warm when | was too young even to crawl. Why should | be afraid?

"So Uncle Auberon looked at the next dream and when he saw it he shivered and said, 'But thisisa
dream of adark lakein asad and rainy twilight. The woods are monstrous silent and a ghostly boat sails
upon the water. The boatman is as thin and twisted as ahedge root and hisfaceisal in shadow. Little

human child, when you had thisterrible dream, was you not afraid?



"Then the Raven Child banged hisfist upon the table in his exasperation and stamped his foot upon the
floor. 'Uncle Auberon!" he exclamed, 'that isthe fairy boat and the fairy boatman which you and Aunt
Titaniayourselves sent to fetch me and bring me to your house. Why should | be afraid?

""Wdl!" said athird person, who had not spoken before, 'how the child boasts of his courage!’ The
person who spoke was Uncle Auberon's servant, who had been sitting high upon ashelf, disguised (until
thismoment) asabust of Mr William Shakespeare. Uncle Auberon was quite Sartled by his sudden
appearance, but the Raven Child had always known he was there.

"Uncle Auberon's servant peered down from his high shdlf at the Raven Child and the Raven Child
looked up at him. There are al sorts of thingsin Heaven and Earth,’' said Uncle Auberon's servant, ‘that
yearn to do you harm. Thereisfire that wantsto burn you. There are swords that long to pierce you
through and through and ropes that mean to bind you hard. There are athousand, thousand things that
you have never yet dreamt of : creaturesthat can steal your deep from you, year after year, until you
scarcely know yourself, and men yet unborn who will curse you and scheme againgt you. Little human
child, thetime has cometo be afraid.’

"But the Raven Child said, 'Robin Goodfdlow, | knew dl adong that it was you that sent me those
dreams. But | am ahuman child and therefore cleverer than you and when those wicked creatures come
to do me harm | shdl be cleverer than them. | am ahuman child and dl the vast stony, rainy English earth
belongsto me. | am an English child and dl thewide grey English air, full of black wings besting and grey
ghogts of rain sighing, belongsto me. This being so, Robin Goodfelow, tell me, why should | be afraid?
Then the Raven Child shook his head of raven hair and disappeared.

"Mr Goodfdlow glanced alittle nervoudy at Uncle Auberon to seeif hewere at al displeased that Mr
Goodfellow had spoken out so boldly to the human foster child, but Uncle Auberon (who was quite an
old gentleman) had stopt listening to them both awhile ago and had wandered off to resume his search
for abook. It contained aspdll for turning Members of Parliament into useful members of society and
now, just when Uncle Auberon thought he had ausefor it, he could not find it (though he had had it in his
hand not a hundred years before). So Mr Goodfellow said nothing but quietly turned himself back into
William Shakespeare.”

In the Rectory Mr Strange was il reading. He had reached Chapter 42 where Hickman relates how
Maria Absalom defesated her enemies by shewing them the true reflections of their soulsin the mirrors of
the Shadow House and how the ugly sights which they saw there (and knew in their heartsto be true) so
dismayed them that they could oppose her no more.

There was, upon the back of Mr Strange's neck, a particularly tender spot and all hisfriends had heard
him tell how, when ever there was any magic going on, it would begin to prickle and to itch. Without

knowing that he did so, he now began to rub the place.



So many dark corridors, thought Cassandra, how lucky it isthat | know my way about them, for many
people | think would soon be lost. Poor souls, they would soon take fright because the way is so long,
but | know that | am now very near to the great staircase and will soon be ableto dip out of the house
and into the garden.

It had been decided that Mrs Field should stay and watch the children for the remainder of the night and
so Cassandra was making her way back to Mr Field's house quite alone.

Except (she thought) | do not believe that that tall, moonshiny window should be there. It would suit me
much better if it were behind me. Or perhaps on my left. For | am sure it was not there when | camein.,
Oh, I am lost! How very... And now the voices of those two wretches of men come echoing down this
dark passageway and they are most manifestly drunk and do not know me. And | am here where | have
no right to be.

(Cassandrapulled her shawl closer round her.) "And yet," she murmured, "why should | be afraid?'

"Damn thishouse!" cried Winbright. "It is nothing but horrid black corridors. What do you see, Fred?"
"Only anowl. A pretty white owl. What the devil isit doing insde the house?'

"Fred," cried Winbright, dumping againg thewal and diding down alittle, "fetch me my pistal, likea
good fellow."

"At once, Captain!" cried Fred. He saluted Captain Winbright and then promptly forgot al about it.
Captain Winbright smiled. "And here" he said, "isMiss Tobias, running to meet us."

"Sir," said Miss Tobias gppearing suddenly out of the darkness, "what are you doing?'
"Thereisadamned owl in the house. We are going to shoot it."

Miss Tobiaslooked round at the owl, shifting in the shadows, and then said hurriedly, "Wéll, you are very
free from superdtition, | must say. Y ou might both set up as the publishers of an atheist encyclopedia
tomorrow. | gpplaud your boldness, but | do not shareit.”

The two gentlemen looked &t her.

"Did you never hear that owls are the possessions of the Raven King?' she asked.

"Do not frighten me, Miss Tobias," said Captain Winbright, "you will make methink | seetall crowns of
raven feathersin the dark. Thisis certainly the house for it. Damn her, Fred. She behaves asif she were
my governessaswell.”

"Issheat dl like your governess?' asked Fred. "I do not know. | had so many. They dl left me. You
would not have left me, would you, Miss Tobias?' "I cannot tell, Sr.”

"Fred,” said Captain Winbright, "now there aretwo owls. Two pretty little owls. Y ou are like Minerva,
Miss Tobias, so tall and wise, and disgpproving of afelow. Minervawith two owls. Y our nameis Jane,

isit not?"'



"My name, Sr, isMiss Tobias."

Winbright stared into the darkness and shivered. "What isthe gamethey play in Y orkshire, Fred? When
they send children done into the dark to summon the Raven King. What are those words they say?'
Fred sighed and shook his head. "It hasto do with hearts being eaten,” he said. "That isall | recall.”
"How they stare at us, Fred," said Winbright. "They are very impertinent owls. | had aways thought they
were such shy little creatures.”

"They do not likeus," said Fred sadly.

"They like you better, Jane. Why, oneis upon your shoulder now. Are you not afraid?'

"No, gr."

"Thosefeathers," said Fred, "those soft feathers between the wing and the body dance like flames when
they swoop. If | wereamouse | would think the flames of Hell had cometo swalow me up.”

"Indeed," murmured Winbright, and both men watched the owls glidein and out of the gloom. Then
suddenly one of the owls cried out — a hideous screech to freeze the blood.

Miss Tobias looked down and crossed her hands — the very picture of amodest governess. "They do
that, you know," she said, "to petrify their prey with fear; to turn it, asit were, to stone. That isthe crud,
wild magic of owls."

But no one answered her, for there was no one in the corridor but hersalf and the owls (each with
something inits beak). "How hungry you are, dearest," said Miss Tobias gpprovingly, "One, two, three

swallows and the dish goesdown."”

About midnight Mr Strange's book appeared to him so dull and the night so sweet that he | eft the house
and went out into the apple orchard. There was no wall to this orchard but only a grassy bank. Mr
Strange lay down benesth a pear tree and, though he had intended to think about magic, he very soon fell
adeep.

A little later he heard (or dreamt that he heard) the sound of laughter and of feminine voices. Looking up,
he saw three ladiesin pale gownswalking (amost dancing) upon the bank above him. The stars
surrounded them; the nightwind took their gowns and blew them about. They held out their armsto the
wind (they seemed indeed to be dancing). Mr Strange stretched himself and sighed with pleasure. He
assumed (not unreasonably) that he was still dreaming.

But the ladies stopt and stared down into the grass.

"What isit?' asked Miss Tobias.

Cassandra peered into the darkness. "It isaman,” she said with great authority.

"Gracious Heaven," said MrsFied. "What kind of man?’

"Theusud kind, | should say," said Cassandra.

"I meant, Cassandra," said the other, "what degree, what station of man?'



Jonathan Strange got to hisfeet, perplexed, brushing straw from his clothes. "Ladies" he said, "forgive
me. | thought that | had woken in the Raven King's Other Lands. | thought that you were Titanias ladies
cometo meet me."

Theladieswere slent. And then: "Well!" said MrsFed. "What a speech!”

"I beg your pardon, madam. | meant only that it isabeautiful night (as1 am sure you will agree) and |
have been thinking for sometimethat it is (in the most critica and technical sense) amagica night and |
thought perhaps that you were the magic what was meant to happen.”

"Oh," cried Cassandra, "they aredl full of nonsense. Do not listen to him, my dear MrsFeld. Miss
Tobias, let uswak on." But she looked a him curioudy and said, ™Y ou? What do you know of magic?'
"A little, madam.”

"Well, sr," shesaid, "'l will give you apiece of good advice. Y ou will never grow proficient inthe art as
long as you continue with your outmoded notions of Raven Kings and Otherlanders. Have you not
heard? They have al been done away with by Mr Strange and Mr Norrell.”

Mr Strange thanked her for the advice.

"Thereis much more that we could teach you..." she said.

"So it would seem,” said Strange, crossing hisarms.

"...only that we have neither the time nor theinclination.”

"That isapity,” said Strange. "Are you sure, madam, that you will not reconsider? My last master found
me to be amost apt pupil, very quick to grasp the principles of any subject.”

"What was the name of your last master?' asked Miss Tobias.

"Norrdl," said Strange softly.

Another short Sllence ensued.

"Y ou are the London magician,” said Cassandra.

"No, indeed,” cried Strange, stung. "1 am the Shropshire magician and Mr Norrdl isthe Y orkshire
magician. We neither of us own London as our home. We are countrymen both. We have that, at least,
incommon.”

"Y ou seem, gir, to be of asomewhat incons stent, somewhat contradictory character,” said Miss Tobias.
"Indeed, madam, other people have remarked upon it. And now, ladies, since we are sure to meet again
—and that quite soon — I will wish you al agoodnight. Miss Parbringer, | will give you a piece of advice
inreturn for yours (for | am certain that it was given in good faith). Magic, madam, islikewine and, if you
arenot used to it, it will make you drunk. A successful spell is as potent aloosener of tongues as abottle
of good claret and you will find the morning after that you have said things you now regret.”

With that he bowed and walked back through the orchard into the house.

"A magicianin Grace Adieu," said Miss Tobias thoughtfully, "and a such atime. Wdll, let usnot be

disconcerted. Wewill see what tomorrow brings.”



What tomorrow brought was a courteous note from Mr Woodhope, expressing his hopes that the ladies
of Grace Adieu would do his sigter the honour of meeting her at the Rectory that afternoon. On this
occasion theinvitation included Miss Tobias, dthough, in generd, she did not vigt in thevillage (and was
no great favourite with Mr Woodhope).

Despite the misgivingswhich dl the ladiesfdt (and which Mrs Field had severd times spoken out loud),
Mr Strange met them with great good manners and abow for each and he gave no hint to any one that
thiswas not the first time he had seen them.

Thetalk was at first of the commonest sort and, to the ladies of Grace Adieu who did not know him, Mr
Strange seemed of an easy and sociable character, so it was atrifle unsettling to hear Arabella Strange
ask him why hewas so silent today. Mr Strange replied that he was alittletired.

"Oh," said Mrs Strange to Mrs Field, "he has been up al night reading books of magica history. Itisa
bad habit that al magicians get into and it isthat, as much as any thing, which weakenstheir witsin the
end." She amiled at her husband asif expecting him to say some clever or impertinent thing in return. But
he only continued to look at the three ladies of Grace Adieu.

Halfway through their vist Mr Woodhope rose and, speaking his greet regret and looking at Miss
Parbringer, begged that they would excuse him — he had parish businessto attend. He was very anxious
that Mr Strange should go with him, so much so that Strange had no dternative but to oblige him. This
left the ladies dlone,

The conversation turned to the articles Mr Strange had published in the quarterly reviews and, in
particular, those passages where he proved that there could never have been such a person asthe Raven
King.

"Mrs Strange," said Cassandra, "you must agree with me —those are most extraordinary opinionsfor a
magician, when even our common historians write the King's dates in their history books—four or five
times the span of acommon life.”

Arabdlafrowned. "Mr Strange cannot always write exactly what he pleases. Much of it, you know,
comes from Mr Norrdll. Mr Norrdl has studied magic for many years more than any other gentlemanin
England, and certainly with much greater profit. His opinion must carry greet weight with any onewho
cares about English magic.”

"l see," said Cassandra, "you mean that Mr Strange writes things which he does not entirely believe,
because Mr Norrdl telshim to. If | were aman (and, what is much more, amagician) | should not do
any thing, write any thing, if | did not likeit."

"Miss Parbringer,” murmured Miss Tobias, reprovingly.

"Oh, Mrs Strange knows | mean no offence,” cried Cassandra, "but | must say what | think and upon this
topic of dl things."



Arabella Strange amiled. "The situation,” she said, "is not exactly asyou suppose. Mr Strange has studied
for anumber of yearswith Mr Norrell in London and Mr Norrell swore at the beginning that he would
not take a pupil and so it was considered a great honour when he consented to take Jonathan. And then,
you know, there are only two true magiciansin England and England is at war. If those two magicians
quarrdl, what follows? What grester comfort could we offer the French than this?'

Theladiestook their teatogether and the only dight incident to disturb the remainder of the visit was afit
of coughing which seized first Cassandra, and then MrsField. For severd moments Mrs Strange was
quite concerned about them.

When Henry Woodhope and Strange returned the ladies were gone. The maid and Mrs Strange were
gtanding in the passageway. Each was holding alittle white linen cloth. The maid was exclaming loudly
about something or other and it was amoment before Jonathan Strange could make himsalf heard.
"What isit?" he asked.

"We have found some bones," said hiswife, with apuzzled air. "Small, white bones, it would seem, of
some ddlicate little creatures, and two little grey skinslike empty pods. Come, Sir, you are the magician,
explanittous”

"They are mouse bones. And mouse skinstoo. It isowlsthat do that. See" said Strange, "the skinsare
turned quiteinsde out. Curious, isit not?'

Mrs Strange was not greetly impressed with this as an explanation. "So | dare say," she said, "but what
seemsto me far more miraculousis that we found these bones in the cloaths which Miss Parbringer and
Mrs Field had to wipe their fingers and their mouths. Jonathan, | hope you are not suggesting that these
ladies have been eating mice?'

The wesather continued very fine. Mr Woodhope drove hissister, Mr and Mrs Field and their niece to
—Hill to seethe views and to drink and eat by a pretty, hanging wood. Mr Strange rode behind. Once
again hewatched dl the party carefully and once again Mrs Strange told him that he wasin agrave, odd
mood and not &t dl like himsdlf.

On other days Mr Strange rode out by himself and talked to farmers and innkeepers on the highways dl
around. Mr Woodhope explained this behaviour by saying that Strange had aways been very eccentric
and that now he had become so great and full of London importance, Mr Woodhope supposed he had
grown even more so.

Oneday (it wasthelast day of Mr and Mrs Strange's visit to their brother) MrsField, Miss Tobiasand
Cassandrawere out walking on the high, empty hills above Grace Adieu. A sunlit wind bent al the long
grasses. Light and shade followed each other so swiftly that it was asif great doors were opening and
closing in the sky. Cassandrawas swinging her bonnet (which had long since left her head) by itsblue



ribbons, when she saw a gentleman on a black mare, come riding to meet them.

When he arrived, Mr Strange smiled and spoke of the view and of the weather and, in the space of five
minutes, was atogether more communicative than he had been in the entire past fortnight. None of the
ladies had much to say to him, but Mr Strange was not the sort of gentleman who, once he has decided
to tak, isto be put off by alack of encouragement on the part of hislisteners.

He spoke of aremarkable dream he had had.

"I wastold once by some country people that amagician should never tell his dreams because thetelling
will make them cometrue. But | say that that is greaet nonsense. Miss Tobias, you have studied the
subject, what isyour opinion?”

But Miss Tobiaswas Slent.

Strange went on. "I had thisdream, Mrs Field, under rather curious circumstances. Last night | took
some little bones to bed with me— I happened upon them quite recently. | put them under my pillow and
there they stayed al night while |l dept. Mrs Strange would have had a great ded to say to me upon the
subject, had she known of it. But then, wives and husbands do not dwaystell each other every thing, do
they, MrsFdd?

But MrsField said nothing.

"My dream wasthis," said Strange. "'l wastaking to agentleman (avery handsome man). His features
werevery digtinct in my dream, yet | am quite certain that | never saw him beforein al my life. Whenwe
came to shake hands, he was very reluctant —which | did not understand. He seemed embarrassed and
not alittle ashamed. But when, at last, he put out hishand, it was not ahand at dl, but alittle grey-furred
claw. MissParbringer, | hear that you tell wonderful storiesto dl the village children. Perhaps you will tell
meagory to explain my dream?"

But Miss Parbringer was sllent.

"On the day that | and my wife arrived here, some other people came to Grace Adieu. Where are they
now? Where is the thin dark figure —whether boy or young woman | do not know, for no one saw very
clearly —who sat inthe gig?'

Miss Tobias spoke. "Miss Pye was taken back to Reigate in our carriage. Davey, our coachman,
conveyed her to the house of her mother and her aunt — good people who truly love her and who had
wondered for along, long timeif they would ever see her again.”

"And Jack Hogg, the Captain's servant?'

Miss Tobias smiled. 'Oh, he took himsdlf off with remarkable speed, once it was made plain to him that
staying would do no good at al."

"And whereis Arthur Winbright? And where Frederick Littleworth?!

They weredlent.

"Oh, ladies, what have you done?"



After awhile Miss Tobias spoke again. "That night,” she said, "after Captain Winbright and Mr
Littleworth had... left us, | saw someone. At the other end of the passageway | saw, very dimly, someone
tall and dender, with the wings of birds beating dl around their shoulders. Mr Strange, | am tall and the
wingsof birdswere, a that moment, beating around my shoulders..."

"And s0, it was your reflection.”

"Reflection? By what means?' asked Miss Tobias. "Thereisno glassin that part of the house."

"So, what did you do?" asked Strange alittle uncertainly.

"I said doud the words of the Y orkshire Game. Even you, Mr Strange, must know the words of the

Y orkshire Game." Miss Tobias smiled alittle sarcasticdly. "Mr Norrell is, after dl, the Y orkshire
magician, ishe not?'

"| greet thee, Lord, and bid thee welcome to my heart,” said Strange.

Miss Tobiasinclined her head.

Now it was Cassandra's turn. "Poor man, you cannot even reconcile what you believe in your heart to be
true and what you are obliged to write in the quarterly reviews. Can you go back to London and tell this
odd tae? For | think you will find that it isfull of al kinds of nonsensethat Mr Norrell will not like—
Raven Kings and the magic of wild creatures and the magic of women. Y ou are no match for us, for we
three are quite united, while you, S, for al your cleverness, are at war, even with yoursdf. If ever atime
comes, when your heart and your head declare atruce, then | suggest you come back to Grace Adieu
and then you may tell uswhat magic we may or may not do."

It was Strange's turn to be slent. The three ladies of Grace Adieu wished him agood morning and
walked on. MrsField done favoured him with asmile (of arather pitying sort).

A month after Mr and Mrs Strange's return to London, Mr Woodhope was surprized to receive aletter
from Sir Walter Pole, the politician. Mr Woodhope had never met the gentleman, but now Sir Walter
suddenly wrote to offer Mr Woodhope therich living of Great Hitherden, in Northamptonshire. Mr
Woodhope could only imagine that it was Strange's doing — Strange and Sir Walter were known to be
friends. Mr Woodhope was sorry to leave Grace Adieu and sorry to leave Miss Parbringer, but he
comforted himsdlf with the thought that there were bound to be ladies, dmost as pretty, in
Northamptonshire and if there were not, well, he would be aricher clergyman there than hewasin Grace
Adieu and 0 better able to bear the londliness.

Miss Cassandra Parbringer only smiled when she heard he was going and that same afternoon, went out
walking on the high hills, in afine autumn wind, with Mrs Fidld and Miss Tobias— asfree, said Miss

Parbringer, as any women in the kingdom.



On Lickerish Hill

When | wasachild | lived a Dr Quince's on the other side of Lickerish Hill. Sometimesina
winters-twilight | have look't out of Dr Quince's windowe and seen Lickerish Hill (where the Pharisees
live) like along brown shippe upon agrey seaand | have seen far-awaie lightslike slver sarres among
the dark trees.

My mother was mayde and cook to Dr Quince, an ancient and learned gentleman (face, very uglielike
the picture of ahorse not well done; dry, scantie beard; moist, pale eyes). Thisgood old man quickly
perceived what waz hid from my mother: that my naturall Geniusinclin'd not to sweeping dairies or
baking cakes or spinning or anie of the hundred thinges she wish'd me to know, but to Latin, Greeke and
the study of Antiquities, and these he taught me. He alwaies meant that | should learne Hebrew,
Geometrie, the Mathematiques, and he would have taught me this yeare but Time putt atrick on him and
he died last summer.

The day after the pore old doctor died my mother baked five pies. Now maicious personswill open their
mouths and lieswill flie out and buzz about the World, but the truth is that those pies (which my mother
baked) were curioudy smal and, for certaine pressing and private reasons of my owne—to witt a Great
and Sudden Hunger — | ate them dl, which was the cause of aquarrel betweene my mother and me.
Angrilie sheeforetold that terrible Catastrophes would befal me (povertie, marriage to beggars and
gypsies, €tc., etc.). But, as Mr Aubrey sayz, such Beautie as mine could not long remain undiscover'd,
and so it waz that | married Sir John Sowreston and came to Pipers Hall.

PipersHdl istheloveliest old house—awaies very smiling in the sunshine. It was built long ago (I thinke
in the time of King Solomon). About the house are many lawns where stand ancient trees that overtop
the roofs like Gracious and Gigantique Ladies and Gentlemen from more Heroique Times, al robed in
dresses of golden sunlight. Its shadie dleys are carpeted with water-mint and thyme and other
sweet-amdling Plantes so that in asummers-twilight when Dafney and | walke there and crush them with
our feet 'tisasif an Angell caresst you with his Bregth.

Sir John Sowreston istwo-and-thirty yeares of age; size, middling; eyes, black; legges, handsome. He
smiles but rarely and watches other men to see when they laugh and then does the same. Since aboy he
haz been afflicted with a Great Sadnesse and Fitts of Black Anger which cause his neighbours, friends
and servantsto feare him. It isasif some Divinitie, jedlous of the Gifts Heav'n haz bestowed on him
(Youth, Beautie, Riches, etc., etc.) haz putt an eville Spell on him. There waz alittle dogge borne upon
our Wedding-daye. At 3 or 4 weeks old it would dways goe alittle sdeways when it walked and would
climb upon Sir John's shoulder when he sat after dinner and deep there, asif it loved him extreamlie. But,
being frighted by ahorse looking in at the windowe, it fouled acoat belonging to Sir John with its
excrements and Sir John putte it in asack and drowned it in the horse-pond. We called it Puzzle because



(Dafney sayd) whatsoever happen'd puzzled it sorely. (I thinkeit was puzzled why it died.) Now Sir John
haz gott 3 great blacke dogges and his greatest pleasurein al the Worlde isto goe hunting on Lickerish
Hill.

Two months after Sir John and | were married we travelled to Cambridge to seek acure for Sir John's
melancholie from Dr Richard Blackswann, avery famose Physician. Wetook with usalittle crigall flask
that had some of Sir John'swater init. Dr Blackswann went into alittle closet behind a curtain of blacke
velvet and prayed upon his knees. The Angell Rephael then gppearing in the closet (as commonly
happens when ever this doctor prays) peer'd into Sir John's urine. Dr Blackswann told usthat the Angell
Raphael knew straightway from the colour of it (reddish asif there waz bloudein it) that the cause of Sir
John's extreame Want of Spiritswas alack of Learned Conversation. The Angell Raphael said that Sir
John muste gather Scholarsto his howse to exercise their Braines with Philosophie, Geometrie,
Rhetorique, Mechanicks etc., etc., and that hearing of their schemeswould divert Sir John and make his
thoughtsto runnein pleasanter courses.

Sir John waz very much pleased with this Scheme and dl the way home we sang Ba lads together and
were so merry that Sir John'sthree great black dogges raised their voiceswith usin praise of learned Dr
Blackswann and the Angell Raphadl.

On the evening that we came home | waz walking in the garden by mysdfe among the Heroique Trees
when | met Mrs Soper (my mother).

Mrs Abigail Sloper, widow; person thin and stringy; face the shape of a spoon and the colour of green
cheese; cook and nurse to the late Dr Hieronymous Quince; made nervous by Dr Quince'staking
Hebrew on purpose to discompose her (she mistook it for incantations) —acruel Satire on her
Ignorance, but | could not gett him to leave off; talkesto herselfe when in afright; haz two old English
Catts (that are white with some blewnesse upon them) — Solomon Grundy (4 yeares old) and Blewskin
(10 yeares old) and a Cowe called Polly Diddle (one yeare old); in 1675 she buried alittle blew pot of
shillings at the bottom of Dr Quince's garden, under some redd-currant bushes, but he dying shortly after
and the house being sold very suddenly, she was cast into a Great Perplexitie how to recover her monies
which she haz not yet resolved.

"Good Evening, mother, my deare," sayz |. "Come into the howse and have some vittles and drinke.”
But she would not answer me and cast her Glances all over the garden, a-twisting and a-twisting of her
gpron. "Oh!" sayz she (with her eyesfix't upon a Beech-tree, so that she seemesto addressit), "my
daughter'll be so vext."

"No, | won't,” sayz |, "Why are you in such apickle? Take time, my deare, and tell me what you're
afeard of "

But ingtead of a Replie she rambled about the Garden, complain'd to a Briar-rose that | am Ungrateful to

her, told two little Oringe-trees that | doe not love her.



"Oh, mother!" sayz 1, "I doe not wish to be angrie, but you will make me so if you doe not tell me what
the matter is"

At thisshe hid her head in her gpron; wept very piteoudy; then suddenly reviv'd.

"Well!" sayz she (apparently to amonument of Kinge Jupiter that |ook't downe on her with much
contempt), "Y ou remember the day after the pore owd doctor died | baked five pies and my daughter
ate'emall, first and last!"

"Oh! Mother!" sayz I, "Why doe you perpetuate these old quarrels between us? Those old pieswaz such
tiddly littlethinged"

"No, they warn't,” sayz sheto Jupiter (asif he contradicted her). "Howsomediver,” sayz she, "l were so
vex't an' | muddled about an' | told little owd Solomon Grundy and owd Blewskin..." (she meanes her
Catts) "... | sayz to 'em, My daughter haz ate five piestoday! Five piest And | lookesup and | sees Sir
John Sowreston a-Sitting on his hobby-horse — as bewtiful as butter. And he sayz to me, What are you
asaying of, Mrs Soper? Wdll!

| knowed Sir John Sowreston waz extreamlie in Love with my daughter an' | knowed held cometo
looke at har through the owd Elder-hedge an' | didn't like to say as how my daughter had ate five pies.
So| sayz, right dy like, | sayz My daughter haz spun five skeins o' flax today..."

"Mother!" sayz I, Y ou never! You never told Sir John such alie!”

"Well then," sayz she, "l did. An' there ain't nothing but good come to my daughter acos of it. Sir John
Sowreston lookes at me with his bewtiful Eyeslike two dishes o' Chocolate a-poppin' out of his Head
and he sayz to me Stars o' mine! | never heerd o' anyone as could do that! Mrs Soper, I'll marry your
daughter on Sunday. — Fair enough, sayz |, an' shall she have dl thevittles shelikesto eat and al the
gowns she likesto get and al the company she likesto have? Oh yes! sayz he, dl o' that. But comethe
last month o' the first year she must spinnefive skeins o' flax every day. Or d<e...”

"Or dsewhat, mother?' sayz | in aFright.

"Oww!" shecries, "l sayd ashow shed be vex't! | knew shewould! | have made her a Grand Ladye
with such abewtiful Husband and dl the vittles shelikesto eat and all the gowns she likesto get and Al
the company she likesto have—and her never abitt grateful. But," she sayz a-tapping hersefe upon the
nose and lookinge dy, "No harm will cometo my daughter. Sir John Sowreston is still extreamliein Love
an' he haz forgott those owd skeins of flax completely...”

Then, having vindicated her-sdlfe in the Opinions of al the rose-bushes and Beech-trees and monuments
in the garden, my mother went away againe.

Now Sir John Sowreston does not forget anie thinge and as sure as there are Pharisees on Lickerish Hill,
comethefirst daie of thelast month of thefirst yeare of our marriage, he would aske me for those skeins.
At first | waz very much tempted to weep oceans of bitter tears but then | thought of the noble and

virtuous Roman matrons of whom Dr Quince told me and how they would not weep no matter how great



their sufferings; and | thought how | had avery ingeniose head and dwaies a thousand notionsflitting
about indde it and waz besides as beautiful asan Angell. | dare say, sayz |, thereis some verie cunning
way to overcomethis Fate. And | determined to discouver what it waz very suddenlie.

Sir John went to London to seek out Ingeniose Gentlemen to cure his Meancholic In this he waz shortly
successful for nothing is so agreeable to a Scholar than to goe and stay in arich man'showse and live at
his expense. Mr Aubrey and Sir John Sowreston gott acquainted, and Sir John waz very pressing with
Mr Aubrey to cometo PipersHall and Mr Aubrey who waz pressed another way (Great Debts he could
not Pay and Danger of Arrestsl), was glad to come immediately.

Mr Aubrey iswriting downe dl that he can remember of the customes of former times. He smells of
brandy and chalke and isfinely spotted al over with Inke. He haz pieces of paper in dl his pockets on
which heiswriting his Histories. HeisaMember of the Roya Society. Heis my deare Friend. Heis
putting down al the lives of Great and Ingeniose men so that their Genius may not be forgot. Mr Aubrey
sayz that heislike aman plucking out spars and relicks from the Shipwreck of Time and tossing them
upon the sand. But, sayz Mr Aubrey, the Waters of Oblivion have the best of it.

For severdl years Mr Aubrey haz wish'd to come into this Countie which is stuff't with Ancient Persons
who, as Mr Aubrey sayz, may suddenly die and cheat Posterity of their Remembrances, if some
Publick-spirited and Ingeniose man does not come and sett them downe; and Mr Aubrey wish'd very
much to carry out this Design but was prevented, having no money and no friendsresding in this part of
the Countrey whom he could suddenly delight by arriving for agood long visit. Mr Aubrey was oncea
very rich man with lands; estates, pleasant farmes, cowes; sheepe, €tc., etc., and (I thinke) great boxes of
slver and gold. But he haz logt it dl through Law-suites, Misfortunes and the Unkindnesse of his
Relations. Mr Aubrey sayz that nothing so distracts a Scholar or drawes so many teares from a Scholar's
head as Law-suites. But, sayz Mr Aubrey, | am now very merry, Miranda, my Troubles are at an end.
And he asked meto lend him three pounds.

The other noble Scholars arrived shortly afterwards. They are dl very memorablie famose. Mr Meldreth,
asweet, shy gentleman the colour of dust, isfor Insects and haz 237 dead onesin abox. Mr Shepreth
haz discovered the date upon which the Citie of London waz firgt built. This, being like to its Birthe-daye,
haz enabled him to caste its horoscope: he knowes dl its Future. Dr Foxton haz shewne by Irrefutable
Arguments that Cornishmen are akind of Fishe. His beard curies naturallie—a certaine sgn of witt.

All winter the Learned Conversation of the Scholars delighted Sir John extreamlie. But it is part of Sir
John's Affliction that whatever pleaseshim best at first, he most detests at last. In spring he began
privately to calle them Raskal-Jacks, Rumble-Guts, Drunke, Ungrateful; complain'd that they ate too
much, despisd their Learning and frowned very blacke upon them at dinner until the poore Scholars had
scarcelie anie Appetite to eate so much as abit of Breade and al satt with akinde of Lownesse on their

Spirits. Summer came againe and it waz amost ayeare since Sir John and | were married. | tried very



hard to conjure a cunning Scheme out of my Head but could think of nothing until the verie last daie.
Upon that daie the Scholars and | were Sitting together beneathe the great Beeche-tree which stands
before the dore of Pipers Hall.

Mr Medreth sighed. "Gentlemen," he sayz, "We are very poor physick. Poor Sir John is as unhappy as
ever hewaz."

"True," sayz Mr Shepreth, "but we have made Lady Sowreston..." (he meant me) "... very merry. She
lovesto heare our Learned Conversation.”

"Thereisno meritinthat,” sayz Mr Aubrey, "Mirandaisdwaesmerry.”

"Mr Aubrey," sayz|.

"Yes, Miranda?' sayz he.

"Tisavery curiousthinge, Mr Aubrey,” sayz 1. "l havelived dl my life neare Lickerish Hill, but | never
once sawe a Pharisee.

"A Pharisee?' sayz Mr Aubrey, "What doe you meane, child?'

"They liveon Lickerish Hill," sayz I, "Or under it. | doe not know which. They pinche dairymaides blacke
and blewe. Other timesthey sweepe the floor, drinke the creame and leave silver penniesin shoes. They
putte on white cappes, crie Horse and Hattock, flie through the aire on Bitts of Strawe— generally to the
Kinge of Franceswine-cdlar where they drinke the wine out of silver cups and then off to see awicked
man hanged —which person they may saveif they haveamindetoit.”

"Oh!" sayz Dr Foxton, "'Tis Fairies she meanes.”

"Yes" sayz|."That iswhat | sayd. Pharisees. | have never seen one. Dr Quince haz told methat they are
not so common as once they were. Dr Quince haz told me that the Pharisees are leaving and will never
more be seen in England. For my-sdlfe | never sawe one. But many Ancient Persons worthy of Belief
have seen them on Lickerish Hill, trooping out of the World on Ragged Ponies, their heads bowed
downe with Sadnesse, descending into dark hollows and blewe shadowes betwixt the trees. My Opinion
is" sayz |, "that there can be no better taske for an Antiquarie than to discouver al he can of the
Pharisees and | thinke there can be no better placein al the World to look for Pharisees than Pipers Hall
under Lickerish Hill, for that iswhere they live. Mr Aubrey,” sayz I, "Doe you know anie Spellsto
conjure Pharisees?”'

"Oh, severdl!" sayz Mr Aubrey, "Mr Ashmole (who isanoble Antiquary and haz made the Collection at
Oxford) haz putt them downein his Papers.”

"Mr Aubrey," sayz|.

"Yes, Miranda?' sayz he.

"Will you shew methe Spells, Mr Aubrey?'

But before he could answer me Mr Me dreth ask'd with a Frowne if they worked?

"l doe not knowe," sayz Mr Aubrey.



"Who shall we conjurefirst?" askes Dr Foxton.

"Titania," sayz Mr Shepreth.

"A common Pharisee” sayz |.

"Why, Miranda?' askes Mr Shepreth.

"Oh!" sayz |, "they can doe ahundred clever thinges. Bake cakes, gather in flockes of sheepe, churne
butter, spinneflax...”

All the Scholarslaugh't very much et this.

"So can your mayde, Miranda," sayz Mr Shepreth. "No, 'tisfairie politics we chiefly wish to learn. And
for this purpose the Queen isbest. Besides," sayz Mr Shepreth, “she may give us presents.”

"Tut," sayz Mr Mée dreth, ""Tis onlie young men with handsome faces that she woos with presents.”
"We are handsome enough,” sayz Mr Shepreth.

Dr Foxton sayd that it waz one of the many inconveniences of discoursaing with Fairies, that they may a
anie moment disappear and so the gentlemen agreed to draw up alist of questions— so that when they
discouvered aFairie willing to speak to them al pertinent questions should be convenient to hand.

Quaere: if the Faeries have anie Religion among them?

Oh! sayd Dr Foxton, there waz a Fairie-woman in Cornwall who heard a Reverend gentleman saying his
prayers. She asked him if there were salvation and eternd life for such as shee? No sayd the Reverend
gentleman. With acry of despair sheingtantly threw herself over adliff and into the foaming sea. This,
sayd Dr Foxton, he gott from avery Pious person who dl hislife abhorred Lying. Dr Foxton sayd he
would not believe it else and Mr Mddreth, who is of a sweet and gentle nature, wept alittle to think on't.

Quaere: if they have anie marrying among them?

Mr Shepreth sayd he believed they did not live together like Christians and turtle-doves, but had al their
ladyesin common. Tut! sayz Mr Medreth. Hal cried Mr Aubrey and wroteit down very fast.

Quaere: if it istrue (as some people say) that they are a much-decayed people and not so strong
as they used to be?

Quaere: their system of Gouvernment: if a Monarchie or a Commonwealthe?

Quaere: if a Monarchie then whether it istrue (as we have heard tell) that the Queen and King of

the Pharisees have quarrelled?



Quaere: if it istrue that the Queen cannot in one thinge gouver ne herselfe?

Thiswent on until the Scholarsdl fell a-quarrdlling, having now gott fortie-two questionsto ask the poor
Pharisee when would trie to reduce the number.

"Hereis Sir John Sowreston!™ whispers Dr Foxton. "Mr Aubrey!" sayz 1. "Y es, Miranda?' sayz he.

But | had no time to aske him what | wished because Sir John hurried me into the howse.

"Oh, my deare,” sayz | to Sir John, "What is the matter? Do not | et the noble Scholars see you looke so
Melancholie! They till hopeto chear you."

"Wherearewe going, Sir John?" sayz |. "I never sawethislittle staircase before. Isit some secret place
that you discouvered when you played here as aboye? Isthat what you wishe to shew me?”

"I never saw thisroom before," sayz I, "And here are your three goode dogges, fighting with each other
for some bones. Sir John, doe such gresat big dogges like to be shutt up in such alittle room? And what is
thislittle soinning whedefor?'

"Miranda," sayz Sir John, "Y ou are very younge and for that reason | have often gouverned my-sdlfe
when | should be angrie. Y our lookes are often insolent. Y our speech isfull of Conceit and not
womeanly.”

"Ohno, my deare!” sayz I, Y ou mistake. Those are lovinge lookes | give you.”

"Perhaps," sayz he. "'l doe not know. Sometimes, Miranda, | half-bdlieve... But then againe, al men lye—
and al women too. They drinkein Lyeswith their mother's milke. Aslittle children they delight to bear
false witness one againgt the other. The Lyes and deceits that are practised on me every day by the
common sort of people..." (He meant our Servants, Neighbours, Lawyers, Relations, etc., etc.) ...
pricke my flesh like the stinges of bees and mosquitos. | scarcelie regard them. But aLye from you,
Miranda, will be along, sharp sworde that dippes between my bones and cuttes my Heart. Y ou swore
when you married methat you could spinne five skeins of flax every dayefor amonth ..."

"Spinnefive skeins of flax in adaye... Oh, Sir John! | never heard of anie onethat could doe that!"

"l hope, Miranda, that you have not lyed. A wife, Miranda, haz her husband's conscience in her keeping
and muste so order her actionsthat they tempt not her husband to sinne. It isawicked thinge to tempt
othersto snne. To kille someonein anger isasnne.”

Hewept alittle to thinke on't, but it waz not for me he wept but for his owne Unhappy Spirit, thinking
that when he murdered me 'twould be dl his owne Misfortune and none of mine.

"Oh!" sayz | chearfully, "Doe not be afraid, my deare. | shal spinne you thread so soft and fine. And
Dafney and | shdl make you shirts of the thread | spinne and at every touch of those shirts you will thinke
| kisseyou."

But he shutt the doore upon me and lock't it and went awaie.

From the windowe | sawe the Scholars sitting benegth the Beech-tree. They were dl very merry now



that Sir John waz gone. Asthe twilight degpen'd they dranke each others hedlthes and sang aballad of
their youth about a shepherdesse that some gentlemen liked. Then dl joined armes and sang againe and
off to bed together.

The kitchen door opened and let out alittle firelight upon the lavender bushes. Dafney look't out. (Dafney
Babraham: mayde to Lady Miranda Sowreston that is my-selfe; yellow haire; smelles of rosemary and
other good thinges, haz two gownes, ablew and aredd.) She called faintly, "Madam, Madam." She
came dong the path; cast her lookes thisway and that; seemed quite distracted from not knowing where
to finde me. Shefeared Sir John had dreadie drowned me in the horse-pond.

"Oh!" she cries, spying me, "What are you a-doing up there? Where did that little windowe come from?
I'll cometo you directly, my deare!"

"No," sayz |, "Goto bed. | shdl deepein thislittle room tonight. ‘Tismy fancy."

"l heareterrible fierce noyses" she sayz.

"Tisonlie some dogges that keegpe me safe,” sayz |, "Goodnight my deare. God blesseyou. | annot a
bitt afraid.”

But al through the night the three dogges growled and twitched asif in their degpe they hunted me on
Lickerish Hill.

In the morning Sir John brought me flax and vittles. Then he went awaie againe. Outside my windowe a
dlvery mist like a Cloude cover'd Pipers Hall. Everything in the world (scilicet Trees, Hedges, Fountains,
Monuments, Dwellings of Men, Cattle, Hens, Bees, Horses etc., etc.) waz grey and faint in the silver
Aire. There waz agolden glory dl around Lickerish Hill but the Sunne did not yet peepe above the brow
of the hill. All the birds sang and dl the grey roses hung downe their heads with heavie dew.

Four grey figuresin long robes approached the Beech-tree that stood before the doore. One grey figure
sneezed and complained of the freshnesse and sharpnesse of the Aire that, he sayd, was not wholesome
for Men. Another grey figure regretted eating too much cheese and pickled herring the night before. And
athird waz fearful that the Pharisees might steale him awaie.

Dr Foxton had gott amagicka hatt that (he thinkes) once bel onged to the old, wicked magician, Smon
Forman. He putt it on. The Sunne peep'd over Lickerish Hill. Mr Aubrey beganneto read the Spelleina
clear voice. It waz uff't asfull of magic words asa puddingeis of plumms.

"I, John Aubrey, call thee, Queen Titania, inthe nameof..."

And| listened very carefully and repeated the words after him — but where he sayd "Queen Titanid' |
sayd "Pharisee Vulgaris.”

"... conjure and gtraightly charge and command thee by Tetragrammaton, Alphaand Omegaand by dl
other high and reverent..."

The migte that cover'd Pipers Hall turned to rose and blew and silver. | heard anoyse in the orchard. But

it waz onlie three hirds that rose into the Aire.



"... meekely and mildely to my true and perfect sSight and truly without fraud, Dissymulation or deceite,
resolve and satisfye mein and of al manner of such questions and commands and demandesas| shal
either aske, require...”

The migte that cover'd Pipers Hall turned to golde. | heard a noyse by the hen-houses. But it waz onliea
foxe that ranne home to the woods.

"... quickly, quickly, quickly, quickly, come, come, come. Fiat, Fiat, Fiat. Amen, Amen, Amen..." Mr
Aubrey paused. "Etcetera," he sayz with aFlourishe.

The miste that cover'd Pipers Hall turned to little droppes of water. | heard a noyse beneathe the
windowe but | could not tell what it waz.

Therewaz along sllence.

Then Dr Foxton sighed. "' Tiswell known that the Queen of the Fairiesis not to be trusted. Sheeis
capricious" he sayz.

"Perhaps," sayz Mr Shepreth (meaning to be Satirical), " Shee did not like your hatt.”

Suddenly the 3 dogges beganne to howle and runne and legpe in amanner very strangeto see asif they
had fallen into akinde of Extascie. It waz so violent and continued for so long that | hid my-selfeina
corner.

"Woman," sayz aVoice, "What are you a-crying for?'

"Oh!" sayz |. "Areyou the Pharisee?'

A smdll black thinge. Hairie. Legges like jug-handles. Face —not a bitt handsome. It had along, blacke
talle—at which 1 waz much surprized. Irishmen have tailes neare aquarter of ayard longe (as| thinkeis
commonly known) but | never hearde before that Pharisees have them.

"Areyou agood Pharisee or abad?' sayz|.

The Pharisee, atwirling and a-twirling of hislong, black taile, seemed to consider my inquiry. "Never you
minde," it sayz at lagt. It cock't its head in the direction of the windowe. "There be four peevish old men
astandin’ in your meadow, wi' queer old hatts on their heads, dl jammerin’ together.”

"Oh!" sayz |, "They are disgppointed in their Spelle which haz had No Success. Whereas mine haz
summoned you promptlie to the proper place.”

"I don't take no notice o' frimmickin' old Spellesan’ such like," sayz the little black thinge, picking his
teeth with abit of old rabhbit-bone, "But | waz extreamlie kewrious to know what you waz a-crying for."
So | told him my historie, beginning with the pies (which were so curioudie smdl) and ending with thefive
skeines of flax. "For thetruthis, Pharisee," sayz |, "that that my naturall Geniusinclinesnot a al to
brewing or baking cakes or spinning or anie of those thinges, but to Latin, Greeke and the study of
Antiquitiesand | can no more spinnethan flie."

The Pharisee congder'd my Dilemma. "Thisiswhat I'll doe," it sayz at last. "I'll cometo your windowe

ev'ry morning an' take the flax an’ bring it back spun at night.”



"Oh, ahundred thousand thankes!" sayz I. "'Tisavery generous turne you doe me. But then, you know, |
have awaies heard that Pharisees doe wonderful kind thinges and never ask for pay of anie sorte or anie
thingeinreturne.”

"Y ou heerd that, did you?' sayz thelittle black thinge, a-scritch-scritch-scratching of hisarmpit. "Well,
woman, you heerd wrong." "Oh!" sayz .

The Pharisee look't at me out of the corners of itslittle blacke eyes and sayz, "I'll give you three guesses
ev'ry night to guessmy name an' if you ain't guessed it afore the month's up, Woman, you shdl be mineg!™
"Well then", sayz 1, "I thinke | shdl discover it in amonth.”

"Y ou thinke s0, doe you?" sayz the Pharisee and laugh't and twirl'd itstaile. "What be the names o' they
old dogges?'

"Oh!" sayz I, "That | doe know. Those dogges are called Plato, Socrates and Euclid. Sir John told me.”
"Noo, they ain't," sayz the Pharisee, "One on 'em's called Wicked. The other un'sWorse an' the third's
Worg-of-al. They told me theerselves."

"Oh!" sayz|.

"Happen,” sayz the Pharisee with great satisfaction, "you don't know yer own name.”

"TisMiranda Sloper,” sayz ."... | meane Sowreston."

"Woman," sayz the Pharisee laughing, Y ou shdl be mine”

And hetook the flax and flew awaie.

All dayelong therewaz akind of twilight in thelittle room made by the shadowes of |leavesthat fell over
itswhitewdls.

When the twilight in the room waz match't by atwilight in the World outs de the Pharisee return'd.
"Good evening, Pharisee," sayz |, "How doe you fare?'

Thelittle blacke thinge sighed. "Kind o' middlin' like. My old earsis queer an' | have adoddy little achein
my foot."

"Tut," sayz|.

"l have brung the keins" it sayz. "Now, woman, what's my name?

"Isit Richard?' sayz|.

"Noo, it an't," sayz thelittle blackethingeand it twirl'd itstaile.

"Well, isit George?' sayz|.

"Noo, it an't," sayz thelittle blackethingeand it twirl'd itstaile.

"Isit Nicodemus?' sayz|.

"Noo, it ain't," sayz thelittle blacke thinge and flew awaie.

Strangeto say | did not heare Sir John enter. | did not know he waz there until | spied hislong shadowe
among the shifting shadowes on the wall. He waz entirelie astonished to see the five skeins of thread.
Every morning he brought me flax and vittles, and whenever he appear'd the blacke dogges seemed fulll



of joy to see him there, but that waz nothing to their Frenzie when the Pharisee came. Then they legptin
great ddight and smelled him extremlie asif he were the sweetest rose. | satt thinking of al the names|
ever heard, but never did | chuse the right one. Every night the Pharisee brought the spun flax and every
night it came closer and closer and twirl'd itstalle faster inits Ddight. "Woman," it sayz, "Y ou shdl be
mine." And every night Sir John came and fetched the thread and every night he waz greetly puzzled, for
he knew that the three fierce dogges that guarded me obeyed no man but him-selfe.

One daye, towards the end of the month | look't out of my windowe and waz entirelie astonished to see
agreat many people with sorrowful facestrudging out of Pipers Hall and Dafney's yellow head among
them, bent in Teares. Beneathe the great Beech-tree the four Scholars were equaly amazed.

"Sir John, Sir John!" criesMr Aubrey, "Where are dl the servants going? Who will take care of Lady
Sowreston?" (Sir John had told them | waz sicke.)

Sir John bent low and sayz something to them which | did not heare, and which seem'd to them a grest
Surprize.

"No, indeed!" sayz Mr Shepreth. Mr Aubrey shook his head.

Dr Foxton sayz gravely, "We are Scholars and Gentlemen, Sir John, we doe not Spinne.”

"Truly," sayz Mr Mddreth, "I cannot spinne, but | can make apie. | read it in abooke. | believel could
doeit. You takeflour, cleane Water, some raisins, whatsoever mesate you like best and, | thinke, some
Eggesand then..."

Dr Foxton (who waz once ateacher in agrammar-schoole) hit Mr Meldreth on the head to make him
quiet.

After Sir John had gone the Scholarstold each other that Pipers Hall had gott very disma and queer.
Perhaps, sayz Mr Shepreth, it istime to goe and take their chances in the wider World againe. But all
agreed to wait until Lady Sowreston waz well and al spoke very sweetly of my kindnesse to them. Then
Mr Méedreth look't up. "Why!" he sayz, "Thereis Lady Sowreston at thet little window among the
leaves"

"Mirandal" criethe Scholars.

Dr Foxton waved his hatt. Mr Shepreth kisst his hand to me twenty times, Mr Meldreth putte his hands
upon his Heart to shew his devotion and Mr Aubrey smiled chearfully to see my face.

"Good morning, deare Scholard™ | crie, "Have you discouvered the Queen of the Pharisees yet?”

"No," sayz Dr Foxton, "But we have got eightie-four more questions to aske her when she does
appeare.”

"Areyou better, Miranda?' askes Mr Aubrey.

"My Opinionis," sayz I, "that | shal be cured by the end of the month. Meanwhile, deare Scholars, |
have had astrange dream which | muste tell you. | dreamt that if a Scholar onlie knew a Pharisee'strue

name then he could conjureit quite easily.”



"Well, Miranda," sayz Mr Aubrey, "many Fairies have secret names.”

"Y es but doe you know anie of them?' sayz .

The Scholars putte their Heads together for Grave Debate. Then they al nodded together.

"No," sayz Mr Aubrey, "We doe not."

Today waz thelast daie. Earliein themorning | look't out of the windowe and sawe a shower of cool rain
upon Lickerish Hill that stirr'd al the leaves of the trees. When Sir John brought me flax and vittles| told
him what | have seen.

"Thereare Deer upon Lickerish Hill," sayz Sir John thoughtfully.

'Yes" sayz |, "and many other thinges besides. | remember how when you and | werefirst married, you
used to say that you had no greater pleasure in the world than to goe hunt some wild cresture on
Lickerish Hill and kille it and then come home and kisse your owne Miranda. And my Opinionisthat you
should take these goode dogges and | et them know againe how grasse smelles. Take your learned
guests, Sir John, and goe hunting on Lickerish Hill."

Then Sir John frown'd, thinking that the dogges should till remainein thislittle room, for the month waz
not yet over. But the breeze that came in through the windowe carried with it the sweet scent of the
woods on Lickerish Hill.

In the shelter of the Beech-tree | heard Mr Shepreth tell Mr Aubrey that he waz glad Sir John had so far
mended his quarrel with the Scholarsthat he invited them to goe hunting with him. Dr Foxton haz gott a
specia Hatt for hunting. He putte it on. Then Sir John and the Scholars and dl the grooms gott on their
horses and rode out of Pipers Hall with Wicked, Worse and Worst-of-al running on before smelling
every thinge,

Therainfel dl daie. All daie the new servantsthat Sir John haz hired muddled their work from not having
anie good ancient servant set in authoritie over them to instruct them what to doe. The bread did not rise.
The butter did not come in the churne. Knives and sickles were blunted from wrong use. Gates were
opened that should be shutt. Cowes and horses gott into the wrong fields; broke fences; trampl'd crops.
Some wicked boyes | never sawe before climb'd over the orchard wall and ate the apples, then went
home with white sicke faces. All through the house | heard the new servants quarrelling with each other.
It istime for the Pharisee to come and bringe me the spun thread. But he does not come.

Grey rabbits bob and looke about them in the summers-twilight, then creepe into the kitchen-garden to
eate our sallade-herbes. Owls hoot in the darkening woods and foxes bark. Thelast of the light isupon
Lickerish Hill. It istimefor Sir John to come and kille me. But he does not come.

"Miranda"

"Good evening, deare Scholares. What have you killed?!

"Why, nothing, Miranda," sayz Mr Meldreth in great excitement. "We have had a strange adventure as
we must tell you. From the moment that we reached Lickerish Hill, Plato, Socrates and Euclid..." (He



meanes the dogges that the Pharisee calles Wicked, Worse and Worgt-of-all) ... ranne asif their dearest
Friend waited on Lickerish Hill to embrace them and our horses raced after and we could not halt them.
They tooke usto apart of Lickerish Hill which none of us had ever seen before. A great Stagge with
droppes of rain upon his speckled flanks stepp't out before us and look't at us asif he waz the Lord of
All Creation and not us Men at al. Foxes crosst our path and watch't us pass. Little grey hareslook't up
from their cradles of stoneswith fearlessfaces. But we had no time to be astonished for Plato, Socrates
and Euclid ranne on ahead and our horsesfollowed..."

"Yes, indeed!" sayz Mr Shepreth, "And one dark sulkie fellow among us cried out that we must have
falen by mistake into some Fairie-kingdome under the ground where Beastes revenge them-salves upon
Men for the harms done to them on Earth; and Dr Foxton began to speak of wild ridesthat go on for al
Eternity and enchanted riders who cannot jumpe downefor feare of crumbling to duste when they touch
the earth. But Mr Aubrey bid usdl trust in God and have no feare..."

"We stopp't suddenliein alittle green meadow in the dark woods. The meadow waz full of flowers and
the sulkie man sayd that such flowers had never before been seen anie-where. But Sir John sayd he waz
afool and Sir John sayd he knew the names of the flowers aswell as his own —they were Shepherds
Sun-dials, Milkmaydes Buttons and Dodmans Combs. In the middle of the meadow waz alittle chalke
pit. Thisold pit waz mostly hidden by tall grasses and the flowersthat Sir John had named. And out of
the pit came anoyse of humming. The men held back the dogges—to their very Gresat Distresse—and
we went very quiet to the pit and look't down. And what doe you thinke we sawe there?’

"| doe not know, Dr Foxton."

"A Fairye, Mirandal And what doe you thinke it waz doing?' "I cannot guess, Dr Foxton."

"Welll" sayz Mr Aubrey, "It had alittle oinning whedle and it waz spinning wonderfully fast and twirling
itslong, blacketaile. Quick! cries Mr Shepreth, Say your Spelle, Mr Aubrey! and he leapt into the pit
and wedl legpt after him."

"l am entirelie agtonished,” sayz |. "But what did you learne? What did the Pharisee tell you?"

"Nothing," sayz Dr Foxton crosdy. "We asked it our hundred and fortie-seaven questions—which isthe
reason of our staying so long on Lickerish Hill and coming home so late to dinner —but ‘twas the most
ignorant Pharisee.”

Wearedl dlent amoment.

"But it ligened to al your questions,” sayz |, "That is strange. It would not so much as come when you
summoned it before.”

"Quite, Miranda," sayz Mr Aubrey, "And the reason is that we had not gott its name before. The wordes
of the Spell and its owne true name held it fast. It waz obliged to hear us out —though it yearn'd to goe on
with itsworke— it had gott afearful great pile of flax to spinne. We gott the name by chance. For, aswe

peep't over the edge of the pit, it waz singing its name over and over againe. We were not &t all



enchanted by its song. An Ingeniose Spinner, Miranda, but no Poet. Fairiesloveto sing, but their
Inventions are weak. They can get no further than aline or two until some kind Friend teachesthem a
new one."

Weaedl slent againe.

"Andwhat did it Sng?* sayz .

"It sang: 'Nimmy, Nimmy Not; My namée's Tom Tit Tot." sayz Mr Aubrey.

"Wdl!" sayz 1, "l am very glad, deare Scholars, to heare that you have seen a Pharisee, but | am happier
gtill that you have gott safe home againe. Goeto your dinner but | feare it will be apoore one.

Now comes the Pharisee cregping through the evening mist with the skeins of spun flax upon hisarme.
First | shall guess Solomon then | shal guess Zebedee. But then | must tell him his name and poore Tom
Tit Tot must goe howling awaieto hiscold and lonélie hole.

Now comes Sir John, all Frowne and Shadowe, on a horse as blacke as atempest, with Wicked, Worse
and Worg-of-al beside him. And when he haz seen the spun flax then he and | shall goe downe together
to eate and drinke with the happy Scholars who even now are composing a chearfull song about four
gentlemen who once sawe a Pharisee. And dl our good Servants shal come home and each shall have
sixpenceto drinke Sir John's hedlthe.

"l amwriting my historie," sayz |, "Where doe | begin?'

"Oh!" sayz Mr Aubrey, "begin where you chuse, Miranda, but putte it downe very quick whileit isfresh
and sprightly in your Braine. For remembrances are like butterflies and just as you thinke you have them
flie out of thewindow. If dl thethinges| haveforgott, Miranda, were putte into His Mgesties Navy,
‘twould sink theflegt.”

Among the many sour ces she drew upon for this story the author would particularly like to
acknowledge folklorist Edward Clodd's wondeful 1898 rendition of Tom Tit Tot in Suffolk dialect.



Mrs. Mabb

IN THE LATE spring of 18— alady inthe village of Kissngland in D—shire suffered a bitter
disgppointment.

Mrs Fanny Hawkinsto Mrs Clara Johnson:

"...and | know, my dear Clara, that you will share my vexation when | tell you what has happened. Some
months ago my sister, Miss Moore, had the good fortune to captivate an officer in the Regulars. Captain
Fox shewed a decided preference for Venetiafrom the start and | wasin great hopes of seeing her
respectably settled when, by a stroke of ill fortune, she received aletter from an acquaintance, alady in
Manchester who had falen sick and was in need of someone to nurse her. Y ou may imagine how little|
liked that she should leave Kissingland a such atime, but | found that, in spite of dl | could say, shewas
determined to undertake the expense and inconvenience of the journey and go. But now | fear sheistoo
wdll punished for her obstinacy, for in her absence the wretched Captain Fox hasforgot her entirely and
has begun to pay his respects to another lady, aneighbour of ours, Mrs Mabb. Y ou may well believe that
when she comes back | will dways be quarrdling with her about it..."

Fanny Hawkins amiable intention of quarrelling with her Sster proceeded, not merely from agenerd wish
to correct faulty behaviour, but aso from the redization that if Venetiadid not marry Captain Fox then
she must look to Fanny for ahome. Fanny's husband was the curate of Kissngland, aperson of no
particular importance in the society of the place, who baptised, married, and buried dl itsinhabitants,
who vidited them in their Sick-beds, comforted them in their griefs, and read their |ettersto them if they
could not do it for themsalves—for dl of which he received the magnificent sum of £40 ayesr.
Consequently any moments which Fanny could spare from domestic cares were spent in pondering the
difficult question of how an income which had never been sufficient for two might now be madeto
support three.

Fanny waited for her sster's return and, with great steadiness of purpose, told Mr Hawkins severd times
aday how sheintended to quarrdl with her for letting Captain Fox dip hisbonds. "To go off like that with
the business entirely unsettled between them. What an odd creature sheis! | cannot understand her.”

But Fanny had afew oddities of her own, one of which wasto ddight in fancying hersdf disagreeable
and cold-hearted, when in truth she was only ill-used and anxious. When at last Miss Moore returned to
Kissingland and when Fanny saw how white and stricken the poor girl wasto hear of her lover's
defection, al of Fanny's much-vaunted quarrel someness dwindled into a shake of her head and, "Now
you see, Venetia, what comes of being so obstinate and liking your own way above what other people
advisg"; and even this sheimmediately followed with, "There, my dear, | hope you will not distress



yourself. Any man who can play you such a shabby trick asthisis not worth thinking of. How isyour
friend in Manchester?'

"Dead.” (Thisin atearful whisper.)

"Ohl... Wdl, my dear, | am very sorry to hear it. And Mr Hawkins will say the sasmewhen | tell him of it.
Poor girl! —you have asad homecoming.”

That evening at supper (avery smdl amount of fried beef to agreat ded of boiled turnip) Fanny told Mr
Hawkins, " She has gone to bed — she says she has a shocking head ach. | dare say shewas a great ded
more attached to him than we believed. It was never very likdly that she should have escaped
whole-hearted from the attentions of such aman as Captain Fox. Y ou may recdll | said so at thetime.”
Mr Hawkins said nothing; the Hawkins domestic affairs were arranged upon the principle that Fanny
supplied thetalk and he the sillence.

"Wdl!" continued Fanny. "We mugt dl live as chegply aswe can. | dare say there are more savings| can
make." Fanny looked around the shabby parlour in search of any luxuriesthat had hitherto gone
undiscovered. Not finding any, she merdly remarked that things lasted a great dedl longer than those
people supposed who dways like to have every thing new; indeed it had been avery long time since
Fanny had had any thing new; the worn stone flags of her parlour floor were bare, the chairs were hard
and inconvenient, and the wallpaper was so ancient and faded that it appeared to shew withered garlands
of dead flowerstied up with dry brown ribbons.

The next morning Fanny's thoughts ran upon the subject of her grievances againgt Captain Fox, and her
anger againgt him was such that she found herself obliged to speek of it dmost incessantly —while a the
sametime continually advising Venetiato think of Captain Fox no more. After half an hour Venetiasad
with asigh that she thought she would walk in the fresh air for awhile.

"Oh!" said Fanny. "Which way do you go?'

"l do not know."

"Well, if you wereto go towards the village then there are severd things| need.”

So Venetiawent dong Church-lane to Kissingland and, though it would benefit the dignity of the Femde
Sex in generd to report that she now despised and hated Captain Fox, Venetiawas not so unnatural.
Instead she indulged in many vain sighs and regrets, and tried to derive such consolation as she could
from the reflection that it was better to be poor and forgotten in Kissingland, where there were green
trees and sweet flowery meadows, than in Manchester where her friend, Mrs Whitsun, had died in acold
grey room at the top of adisma lodging house.

Captain Fox was atal Irishman of thirty-six or -seven who bore the reputation of having red hair. Indeed
in some weethersand lightsit did appear to have alittlered init, but it was more his name, hislong
ironical grin and acertain Irish wildness that made people beieve they saw red hair. Hedso had a
reputation for quite unheard-of bravery, for he had once contradicted the Duke of Wdlington when al



around were most energeticaly agreeing with that illustrious person.

It had been aquestion of boots. The boots (ten thousand pairs of them) had been proceeding east from
Portuga upon the backs of seventy mulesto where the British army, with boots entirely worn out,
anxioudy awaited them. Without the new boots the army was entirely unable to begin itslong march
north to re-take Spain from the French. The Duke of Wellington had been in agreat passion about it, had
talked agreat ded about the nuisance of delay and what the British might lose by it, but in the end he had
admitted that the soldiers could do nothing without new boots. Upon the contrary, Captain Fox had
cried; it would be better by far for the boots to travel long amore northerly path to the city of S—
where they could meet the army on its way north —which would mean that for the first part of the march
the men would be coming ever closer to their new boots— a cheerful thought that would doubtless
encourage them to go faster. The Duke of Wellington had thought for awhile; "1 believe," he had said at
ladt, "that Captain Fox isright.”

Upon turning the corner at Blewitt'syard Venetiacamein sght of asubstantial stone house. Thiswasthe
residence of Mr Grout, awell-to-do lawyer. So vigorous were the rosesin Mr Grout's garden that one
of thewadlsof hishouse seemed to be nothing but atrembling diff of pae pink; but thisdelightful sight
only served to remind Venetiathat Captain Fox had been excessively fond of pale pink roses, and had
twice told her with significant glances that, when he married and had a garden of hisown, he did not think
he would have any other sort.

She determined upon thinking of something elsefor awhile but wasimmediatdly thwarted in that resolve
when thefirst person she saw in the High-street was Captain Fox's servant, Lucas Barley.

"Lucad" shecried. "What! Isthe Captain here?' She looked about her hastily, and only when quite
certain that the Captain was not in sight did she attend properly to Lucas. She saw with some surprize
that he had undergone a strange transformation. Gone was his smart brown coat, gone his shining top
boots, gone his swaggering air —the air of someone with a proper consciousness of the fact that his
measter had once given the Duke of Wellington aflat contradiction. In place of these he wore adirty green
gpron severad szestoo big for him and wooden pattens on hisfeet. He was carrying two enormous
pewter tankards that dopped beer into the mud. "What are you doing with those jugs, Lucas? Have you
|eft the Captain's service?”

"l do not know, Miss"

"Y ou do not know! What do you mean?"

"I mean, Miss, that should | ever lay eyes on Captain Fox again | shdl certainly ask him for hisopinion on
that point; and if he should ask me for my opinion on that point | shall certainly say to him that | do not
care about it one way or the other. Y ou may well look surprized, Miss—I mysdf am in a state of
perpetua astonishment. But | am not aonein that —the Captain is parting with al hisold friends.”

And, having no hands disengaged to point with, Lucasindicated by a sort of straining expression of his



face that Venetiashould look behind her, to where amost beautiful brown-black mare was being led into
Mr Grout's mews.

"Good Lord!" cried Venetia. "Belle-dame!”

"A message has come from Mrs Mabb's house that sheisto be sold to Mr Grout, Miss."

"But isthe Captain quitting the regiment?

"l do not know, Miss. But what will such alittle, round man as Mr Grout do with such ahorse asthat?
He had better take care that she does not mistake him for aturnip and eat him."

Indeed the mare seemed to have some thoughts of her own in that direction; the disdainful light in her wild
brown eye shewed that she was aware of having come down in the world, and thought someone ought to
auffer for it, and was at this moment turning over in her mind whom exactly that someone ought to be.

"It happened like this, Miss," said Lucas. "The morning after you left, Mrs Mabb sent amessage to the
Captain to ask him if he would make afourth a cards; and | went with him —for someone once told me
that Mrs Mabb has a great number of aunts and nieces and femal e rdations living with her, every one of
them more beautiful than the last —and | hoped to make mysalf acquainted with any aswas not too
proud to speak to me. But when we got to the house | was made to wait in alittle stone antechamber as
cold asatomb and furnished with nothing but afew bonesin the hearth. | waited and | waited and |
waited and then | waited some more; and | could hear the sound of the Captain talking and the sound of
female laughter, high and loud. And after awhile, Miss, | saw that my fingernails were getting longer and |
felt that my chin was dl bristles—which gave me quite afright as you may suppose. So, the front door
being open, | shot through it and ran al the way back to Kissingland, where | discovered that | had been
standing in Mrs Mabb'slittle stone room for three days and three nights.”

"Good Lord!" cried Venetia. She pondered thisamoment. "Well," shesaid at last with asigh, "if people
discover they were mistaken in their affections or find that they like another person better ... | suppose
sheisvery beautiful ?'

L ucas made a scornful sound as though hewould like to say something very cutting about the beauty of
Mrs Mabb and was only prevented by the fact of his never having seen her.

"I do not think that Mrs Mabb ought to be named with you in the same day, Miss. The Captain told me
severd times, Miss, that you and he would marry soon and that we would al go off to Exeter toliveina
little white house with agarden and atredlis of pink roses; and | had made myself a solemn vow, one
morning in church, to serve you very faithfully and honourably —for you were dways very kind to me."
"Thank you, Lucas..." said Venetia, but she found she could get no further. This picture of what would
never come to pass affected her too strongly and her eyesfilled with tears.

She would have liked to have given Lucas alittle money but there was nothing in her purse but what
would pay for the bread that she had come out to buy for Fanny.

"It isof no consequence, Miss," said Lucas. "We are dl of usagreat deal worse off on account of Mrs



Mabb." He paused. "l am sorry | madeyou cry, Miss."

Which remark, said with agreat ded of kindness, was enough to make her glad to hurry away to the
bakery where melancholy fancies of Captain Fox gaily abandoning his career for the sake of Mrs Mabb,
and Mrs Mabb laughing loudly to see him do it, o took off her attention from what she was doing that
when she got home and opened up the packages she found to her surprize that she had bought three
dozen French milk-rolls and an gpricot-jam tart — none of which were the things that Fanny had wanted.
"Wheat in the world were you thinking of 7 cried Fanny in greet perplexity when she saw what Venetia
had done. Fanny was quite appdled by the waste of money and under the baneful influence of the
milk-rolls and the jam tart became snappish and cross, amood that threatened to last dl day until Venetia
remembered that, just before she died, her friend, Mrs Whitsun, had given her some curtainsasa
wedding-present. Now that there was to be no wedding it seemed both proper and kind for Venetiato
fetch the curtains down from her bedroom and make a present of them to Fanny. The materid wasvery
pretty — primrose-yelow with afine white stripe. Fanny s good humour was restored upon the instant
and with Venetias help she set about dtering the curtainsfor the parlour window and when they were
settled at their work, "Fanny,” asked Venetia, "who is Mrs Mabb?"

"A very wicked person, my dear," said Fanny happily brandishing her large black scissars. "'In what way
isshewicked?'

But Fanny had no precise information to offer upon this point and al that Venetia could learn was that
Mrs Mabb's wickedness chiefly conssted in being very rich and never doing any thing if shedid not like
it.

"What does she look like?" asked Venetia

"Oh, Lord! | do not know. | never saw her."

"Then sheisquite recently come into the neighbourhood?”

"Oh, yes Quiterecently... But then again, | am not quite sure. Now that | cometo think of it | believe
she has been here a great long while. She was certainly here when Mr Hawkins came here fifteen years
"Where does shelive?'

"A great way off! Beyond Knightswood."

"Near to Dunchurch, then?'

"No, my dear, not near Dunchurch. Nearer to Piper than any where, but not particularly near there
gther..." (Thesewere dl townsand villagesin the neighbourhood of Kissingland.) “... If you leavethe
turnpike road just before Piper and go by an overgrown lane that descends very suddenly, you cometo a
lonely stretch of water full of reeds called Greypool, and above that — atop alittle hill —thereisacircle of
ancient sones. Beyond the hill thereisalittle green valley and then an ancient wood. Mrs Mabb's house
stands betwixt the stones and the wood, but nearer to the wood than the stones.”



"Oh!" said Venetia

The next day Fanny declined Venetias offer to walk to the village again to buy bread and instead sent her
off with abasket of vegetables and some soup to pay acharity vidt to adestitute family in Piper. For, as
Fanny said, mistakes in purchases came expensve but if Venetiawere so inattentive asto give the soup
to the wrong paupersit would not much signify.

Venetiadelivered the basket to the destitute family in Piper, but on the way back she passed an opening
in ahedge where a narrow, twisting lane descended steeply from the turnpike road. Massive ancient
trees grew upon each sde and their branches overarched the path and made of it a confusing, shadowy
place where the broken sunlight illuminated a clump of violets here, three stalks of grassthere.

Now dl of English landscape contained nothing that could hold Venetia's gaze quite as rapt asthat green
lanefor it was the very lane that Fanny had spoken of asleading to the house of Mrs Mabb, and al of
Venetias thoughts ran upon that house and itsinhabitants. "Perhaps,”" she thought, "1 will just walk alittle
way dong the lane. And perhaps, if it isnot too far, | will just go and take a peep at the house. | should
liketo know that he ishappy."

How she proposed to discover whether or not the Captain was happy by looking at the outside of a
strange house, she did not consider too exactly, but down the lane she went and she passed the londly
pool and climbed up to the ancient stones and on and on, until she came to a place where round green
hills shut out theworld.

It was aquiet and empty place. The grasswhich covered the hills and the valley was as unbroken as any
sheet of water —and, dmogt asif it were water, the sunshiny breeze made little wavesinit. Onthe
opposite hill stood an ancient-looking house of grey stone. It was avery tal house, something indeed
between ahouse and atower, and it was surrounded by ahigh ssonewall in which no opening or gate
could be discerned, nor did any path go up to the house.

Y et despiteits great height the house was overtopped by the bright sunlit forest wall behind it and she
could not rid hersdlf of the ideathat she was actualy looking at avery smdl house—ahouse for afield
mouse or abee or abutterfly — a house which stood among tal grasses.

"It will not do to linger," she thought. " Suppose | should chance to meet the Captain and Mrs Mabb?
Horrible thought!" She turned and walked away quickly, but had not gone far when she heard the
drumming of hooves upon the turf behind her. "1 shdl not look behind me," she thought, “for, if itis
Captain Fox then | am surethat he will be kind and let me go away undisturbed.”

But the sound of hooves came on and wasjoined by many more, till it ssemed that awhole army must
have risen up out of the silent hills. Greatly amazed, she turned to see what in theworld it could be.

Venetiawore a queer old-fashioned gown of fine blue wool. The bodice was embroidered with

buttercups and daises and the waist was low. It was none too long in the skirt but thiswas amply



compensated for by agreat number of linen petticoats. She mused upon thisfor amoment or two. "It
appearsto be," she thought, "a costume for amilkmaid or a shepherdess or some such other rustic
person. How odd! | cannot recdl ever having been amilkmaid or a shepherdess. | suppose | must be
going to act in some play or other —well, | fear that | shall do it very ill for | do not remember my
Speeches or any thing about it.”

"Shehasgot alittle more colour,” said Fanny's anxious voice. "Do not you think so, Mr Hawkins?"
Venetiafound that she wasin Fanny's parlour and Mr Hawkins was knedling on the flagstones before her
chair. Therewas abasin of geaming water on the floor with apair of ancient green silk dancing dippers
besdeit. Mr Hawkins was washing her feet and ancles with a cloath. Thiswas odd too — she had never
known him do such athing before. When he had finished he began to bathe her face with an air of greet
concentration.

"Be careful, Mr Hawking!" cried hiswife. "Y ou will get the sogp in her eyesl Oh, my dear! | was never s0
frightened in my life as when they brought you home! | thought | should faint from the shock and Mr
Hawkins saysthe same."

That Fanny had been serioudy alarmed was gpparent from her face; she was commonly hollow-eyed and
hollow-cheeked -fifteen years worrying about money had done that — but now fright had deepened dl
the hollows, made her eyes grow round and haunted-looking, and sharpened up her nose until it
resembled the tip of ascissar blade.

Venetiagazed at Fanny awhile and wondered what could have so distressed her. Then she looked down
at her own hands and was surprized to find that they were al scratched to pieces. She put her hand up to
her face and discovered tender places there.

She jumped up. Therewas alittle scrap of alooking-glass hung upon the opposite wall and there she
saw hersdf, face dl bruises and hair pulled thisway and that. The shock was so grest that she cried out
loud.

As she remembered nothing of what had happened to her it was|eft to Fanny to tell her —with many
digressions and exclamations — that she had been found earlier in the day wandering in alane two or
three milesfrom Piper by ayoung man, afarmer called Purvis. She had been in a state of the utmost
confusion and had answered Mr Purviss concerned inquiries with queer rambling monol ogues about
slver harness bells and green banners shutting out the sky. For sometime Mr Purvis had been unable to
discover even so much as her name. Her clothes were torn and dirty and she was barefoot. Mr Purvis
had put her on his horse and taken her to his house where his mother had given her teato drink and the
queer old-fashioned gown and the dancing dippersto wear.

"Oh! but, my dear,” said Fanny, "do not you remember any thing at al of what happened?’

"No, nothing," said Venetia. "1 took the soup to the Peasons— just asyou told me—and then what did |

do?| beieve | went somewhere. But where? Oh! Why can | not remember!™



Mr Hawkins, still on hisknees before her, put hisfinger to his lipsasasgn that she should not be
agitated and began gently to stroke her forehead.

"Y ou tumbled into aditch, my dear,” said Fanny, "that isdl. Which isanasty, disagreegble thing to
happen and so naturally you don't wish to dwell uponit.” She started to cry. "Y ou dwayswere a
forgetful girl, Venetia"

Mr Hawkins put hisfinger to hislipsasasign that Fanny should not be agitated and somehow contrived
to continue stroking V enetias forehead while patting Fanny's hand.

"Fanny," said Venetia, "was there a procession today?'

"A processon?’ said Fanny. She pushed Mr Hawkins hand away and blew her nose loudly. "Whatever
do you mean?"

"That iswhat | did today. | remember now. | watched the soldiersride by."

"There was no procession today," said Fanny. "The soldiersare dl in their lodgings | suppose.”

"Oh! Then what wasit that | saw today? Hundreds of riderswith the sunlight winking on their harness
and the sound of silver bellsasthey rodeby..."

"Oh! Venetia," cried Fanny in great irritation of spirits, "do not talk so wildly or Mr Hawkinsand | will be
obliged to send for the physician — and then there will be his guineafee and dl sorts of medicinesto buy
no doubt..." Fanny launched upon along monologue upon the expensiveness of doctorsand little by little
talked hersdlf up into such paroxysms of worry that she seemed in grave danger of making hersdf moreill
than Venetia had ever been. Venetia hastened to assure her that a physician was quite unnecessary and
promised not to talk of processions again. Then she went up to her room and made a more detailed
examination of her own person. Shefound no injuries other than scrapes and bruises. "'l suppose,” she
thought, "I must have fainted but it isvery odd for | never did so before.” And when the household sat
down to supper, which wasrather late that evening, Venetia's Strange adventure was not mentioned
again, other than afew complaints from Fanny to the effect that the Purvises had still got Venetias gown.
The next morning Venetiawas siff and aching from head to toe. 1 fed," she thought, "asif | had tumbled
two or threetimes off ahorse.” It was afamiliar sensation. Captain Fox had taught her toridein the
previous November. They had gone up to ahigh field that overlooked Kissingland and Captain Fox had
lifted her up onto Belle-dame's back. Beneath them the village had been dl a-glow with the ember
colours of autumn trees and the candlelight in peopl€'s windows. Wisps of vivid blue smoke had drifted
up from bonfiresin Mr Grout's gardens.

"Oh! how happy we were! Except that Pen Harrington would always contrive to discover where we
were going and ing st on coming with us and she would aways want the Captain to pay attention to her,
which he—being al nobility —was obliged to do. Sheisavery tiresomegirl. Oh! but now | am no better
off than sheis—or any of those other girlswho liked the Captain and were scorned by him for the sake
of MrsMabb. It would be far more natura in meto hate the Captain and to fed sisterly affection



towards poor Pen...."

She sat awhiletrying to arrange her fedings upon thismodel, but at the end of five minutesfound she
liked Pen no better and loved the Captain no less. "1 suppose the truth isthat one cannot feel much pity
for agirl who wears a buttercup-yellow gown with lavender trimmings — buttercup-yellow and lavender
look so extremely horrid together. But as for what happened yesterday the most likely explanation is that
| fainted in the lane and Mr Purvis found me, picked me up and put me on his horse, but subsequently
dropped me —which would account for the bruises and the holesin my clothes. And | suppose that he
now istoo embarrassed to tell any one—which | can well understand. The Captain,” she thought with a
sigh, "would not have dropped me.

That morning as the S sters worked together in the kitchen (Venetia shelling peas, Fanny making pastry)
they heard the unexpected sounds of a horse and carriage.

Fanny looked out of thewindow. "It isthe Purvises," she said.

Mrs Purvis proved to be afat, cheerful woman who, the moment she set eyes upon Venetia, gave a
ddighted cry and embraced her very heartily. She smdlt of sweet milk, new bread and freshly turned
earth, asif she had spent the morning in the dairy, the kitchen and the vegetable-garden — as indeed she
hed.

"| dare say, maam," said Mrs Purvisto Fanny, "you are surprized at my warmth but if you had seen Miss
Moore when John first brought her in, all white and shaking, then | think you would excuse me. And |
know that Miss Moore will excuse mefor sheand | got to be great friends when she wasin my kitchen.”
"Did we, though?' thought Venetia

"And you see, my dear,” continued Mrs Purvis, delving in agreat canvas bag, "I have brought you my
little china shepherdess that you liked so much. Oh! do not thank me. | have half adozen other such that
| scarcely look at. And here, maam..." She addressed Fanny respectfully, "... are asparagus and
strawberries and six beautiful goose eggs. | dare say you will agree with methat it is scarcely any wonder
that our young ladiesfaint dead away when they let themsdves get so thin.”

Fanny aways liked visitors and Mrs Purviswas precisely the sort to please her —full of harmless gossip,
and deferring to Fanny as afarmer's widow should defer to a curate's wife. Indeed so pleased was
Fanny that she was moved to give each of the Purvisesasmall biscuit. "I did have abottle of very good
meadeira-wine," shetold them, "but | fear itisdl drunk.” Which wastrue—Mr Hawkins had finished it at
Chrigmas eight years before.

Of the queer, old-fashioned gown Mrs Purvis had thisto say: "It was my sister's, MissMoore. She died
when she was about your age and she was almost as pretty asyou are. Y ou are welcome to keep it, but
| expect you like to have everything of the new fashion like other young ladies.”

The vigt ended with Mrs Purvis nodding and making signsto her son that he should say something. He
stammered out his greeat pleasure in seeing Miss Moore looking so much better and hoped that she and



Mrs Hawkinswould not object to his caling upon them again in aday or two. Poor man, hisblushing
countenance seemed to shew that Venetia had not been adone in sustaining some hurt from the previous
day's adventures; her rescuer also appeared to have received ablow —in his case to the heart.

When they were gone Fanny said, " She seems avery worthy sort of woman. It ishowever extremely
provoking that she has not brought back your clothes. | was severa times upon the point of asking her
about it, but each time | opened my mouth she began to talk of something else. | cannot understand what
she means by keeping them so long. Perhaps she thinks of selling them. We have only her word for it that
the clothes are spoiled.”

Fanny had agreat dedl of usdless speculation of this sort of get through but she had scarcely begun when
she discovered that she had |eft her huswife in her bedroom and sent Venetiaupstairsto fetchiit.

In the lane beneath Fanny's bedroom window Mrs Purvis and her son were making ready to drive away.
AsVenetiawatched, John Purvistook abig wooden pail out of the back of the ancient gig and placed it
upside-down on the ground as an extra step for his mother to mount up to the driver's sedt.
Venetiaheard Mrs Purvis say, "Well, my mind is much eased to see her looking so much better. Itisa
great blessng that she remembers nothing about it.”

Here Purvis said something, but hisface was still turned away and Venetia could not hear what it was.
"It was soldiers, John, | am sure of it. Those great dashesin her gown were made by swords and sabres.
It would have frightened them both into fits— as much asit frightened me, | am sure—to see how cut
about her clothes were when you found her. It ismy belief that this Captain Fox — the same | told you of,
John—must have set on some of hismen to frighten her off. For al that he hastreated her so crud she
may gill love him. With such asweet nature as she has got it isthe likeliest thing in theworld...”

"Good God!" whispered Venetiain great astonishment.

At firgt the horror which she ought to have felt was quite overtaken by her indignation on the Captain's
behdf; "I dare say shewas very kind to take mein, but sheisavery stupid woman to invent such lies
about Captain Fox who is every thing that is honourable and would never do harm to any one—aways
excepting, of course, in pursuit of hismilitary duties.” But then, asimages of her poor, ill-treated gown
rose up before her fancy, the disagreeable impression which Mrs Purviss words had created grew until
Venetiawas thoroughly frightened. "What in the world can have happened to me?' she wondered.

But she had no satisfactory answer.

On the following day after dinner, Venetiafdt in need of fresh air and told Fanny that she thought she
would walk out for awhile. She went down Church-lane and turned the corner at Blewitt's yard; looking
up she saw something behind the walls of Mr Grout's kitchen garden — Oh! the most terrible thing in all
theworld! —and the fright of it was so great that her legs gave way benesth her and shefell to the
ground.

"Young lady! Young lady! What isthe matter?’ cried avoice. Mr Grout gppeared with his housekeeper,



Mrs Baines. They were very shocked to find Venetia crawling on the ground and she was scarcely less
shocked to be found. ™Y oung lady!" cried Mr Grout. "What in the world has happened to you?'.

"| thought | saw a strange procession coming towards me," said Venetia, "but now | seethat what | took
for pale green banners a-fluttering in the breeze are only the tops of some birch trees.

Mr Grout looked asif he did not very well understand this.

MrsBainessad, "Well, my dear, whatever it was aglass of marsda-wineis sureto put it right.” —and,
though Venetia assured them that she was quite well and was certain to stop shaking in amoment, they
helped her into the house where they made her sit down by the fire and gave her marsala-wine to drink.
Mr Grout was an attorney who had been settled many yearsin Kissingland where he had lived quietly
and inexpengively. He had dways appeared friendly and was generdly well thought of , until he had
suddenly got very rich and bought two farmsin Knightswood parish. Thiswasdl quite recent, yet long
enough for Mr Grout to have acquired areputation as amost unreasonable landlord who bullied the
farmerswho worked his land and who increased their rentsjust asit suited him.

"Y ou will eat something, perhaps?' said Mr Grout to Venetia. "My excellent Mrs Baines has been baking
thismorning if | am not mistaken. | smell gppletartd”

"l want nothing, gr. Thank you," said Venetiaand then, because she could not think of any thing eseto
say, she added, "I do not think | wasin your house, gr, since | wasalittle girl."

"Indeed?’ said Mr Grout. "Then you will see agreat many improvementd It isacuriousthing, young
lady, but wedlth don't suit everybody. The mere notion of great quantities of money is enough to make
some people uneasy. Happily | can bear the thought of any amount with equanimity. Money, my dear,
does more than provide mere materia comforts; it lifts the burden of cares from one's shoulders, it
imparts vigour and decisivenessto al one's actions and a ddlicate clearness to the complexion. It puts
onein good humour with oneself and dl the world. When | was poor | was not fit to be seen.”

Money did indeed seem to have worked some curious changesin Mr Grout: hislawyer's stoop had
vanished overnight taking with it al hiswrinkles; hisslver hair shone so much that, in certain lights, he
appeared to be sanctified, and his eyes and skin had a queer sparkle to them, not entirely pleasant to
behold. He was known to be more than alittle vain of al these new gracesand he smiled a Venetiaas
though inviting her to fal inlove with him on the spot.

"Well, gr," shesaid, "I am sure that no one could deserve good fortune more. Y ou made some cunning
investments no doubt?'

"No, indeed. All my good fortune has sprung from the same noble source, agreat lady who has
employed me as her man of business—for which | may say | have been very handsomely rewarded. Mrs
Mabb isthe lady's name.”

"Oh!" said Venetia. "Sheis someone | have agrest curiosity to see.

"I do not doubt it, young lady," said Mr Grout laughing pleasantly, "for she has got your sweetheart, the



bold Captain Fox, has she not? Oh! thereis no need to pretend that it is not so, for, asyou see, | know
all about it. Thereis no shamein being seen from the field by such arival asMrsMabb. MrsMabbisa
pearl beyond price and praise. The soul ddightsin the smalest motion of her hand. Her smileislikethe
sunshine-No! it is better than sunshine! Onewould gladly livein darkness dl the days of one'slife for the
sake of Mrs Mabb's smile. Oh, young lady! The curve of Mrs Mabb's neck! Her eye-brow! Her
smdlest fingernail! Perfection every one™

Vendiasghed. "Wdl," she said and then, not knowing very well how to continue, she Sghed again.

"In her youth, | believe," continued Mr Grout, "'she was most industrious in managing her estates and
ordering the affairs of her relations and dependants —who are very numerous and who dl live with her —
but at length thefollies of the world began to disgust her and for many years she haslived avery retired
life. She says a home where sheisvery busy with her needle. | mysdlf have been privileged to examine
yard upon yard of the most exquisite embroidery, al of Mrs Mabb's production. And all her spinster
cousins and maiden aunts and other such inferior femal es as she condescends to keep about her
embroider agreat ded too, for Mrs Mabb will not tolerate idleness.”

"Shelives near Piper, doesshenot?’ said Venetia.

"Fiper!" cried Mr Grout. "Oh no! Whatever gave you that idea? Mrs Mabb's houseis not half so far and
in quite another direction. It isreached by thelittle path that crosses the churchyard and goes out by the
ivy-covered arch. The path, which is somewhat overgrown with cow pardey and foxgloves, passesa
little pool full of reeds and then climbs a smooth green hill. At the top of the hill the visitor must climb
through agap in aruined wal of ancient stones—whereupon hefinds himsdf in Mrs Mabb's garden.”
"Oh!" said Venetia. "How strange! For | am sure that someone told me that she lived near Piper. But, Sir,
| promised my sister that | would not be gone long and sheis sureto grow anxiousif | do not return
soon."

"Oh!" said Mr Grout. "But we are just beginning to get acquainted! My dear, | hope you are not one of
those prim young misseswho are afraid to be donewith an old friend. An old friend, after adl, iswhat |
am, for dl I look so young."

In Church-lane Venetia climbed up and looked over the churchyard-wall. " So that isthe path that leads
to Mrs Mabb's house and there isthe ivy-covered arch!™

She could not remember ever having observed either of them before. "Well! | do not think it can do any
harm to go up very quietly and privately to look at her house."

And s0, quite forgetting that she had told Mr Grout that Fanny would worry if she did not return home
soon, she dipped into the churchyard and benegath the ivy-covered arch, and passed the pool and
climbed the hill and came at |ast to the broken wall.

"I wonder that such agreat lady should have no better entrance to her house than thisinconvenient gep in

anancientwal!"



She passed through.

Majestic trees of great age and height stood about a great expanse of velvety green lawn. The trees had
all been clipped into smooth rounded shapes, each onetaller than Kissingland church tower, each one a
Sseparate mystery, and each one provided by the evening sun with along shadow as mysterious asitself.
Far, far dbove, atiny moon hung in the blue sky like its own insubgtantial ghost.

"Oh! How quiet and empty it ist Now | am quite certain that | ought not to have comefor | was never in
S0 private aplacein my life. Any moment now | shall hear silver bells and hooves upon the turf, | know |
ghall! And asfor the house | do not see one.

Y et there was something; at the one end of the lawn stood around tower built of ancient-looking, grey
stones, with battlements at the top and three dark dits for windows very high up. It was quite atal tower,
but in spite of itsheight it was overtopped by amonstrous hedge of pale rosesthat stood behind it and
she could not rid herself of the ideathat the tower was actudly very tiny —atower for an ant or abee or
abird.

"l supposeit isthat monstrous hedge that confuses one. It must be a summerhouse. | wonder how you
get inside—1 do not see adoor. Oh! Someoneis playing apipe! Y et thereisno one here. And now a
drum! How odd it isthat | cannot seewhoisplaying! | wonder if... Two steps forward, curtsey and
turn...

The words came from nowhere into her head and the steps came from nowhere into her feet. She began
to dance and was not at all surprized to find that, at the appropriate moment, someone took her
outstretched hand.

Someone was crying very quietly and, just as before, Mr Hawkins knelt by Venetia's chair and washed
her feet.

"Andyet," shethought, "they will never be clean if he washesthem in blood.”

The water in the basin was bright red.

"Fanny," sad Venetia

The crying stopt and a small sound — something between a squeak and a sniff — seemed to shew that
Fanny was nearby. "Fanny, isit evening?' "It isdawn,” said Fanny. "Oh!"

The curtainsin Fanny's parlour were drawn back, but in the grey light of early dawn they had lot dl their
primrose colour. And everything outside the window — Fanny's vegetable-garden, Robin Talliday's barn,
John Harker's field, God's sky, England's clouds—all could be seen with perfect clarity but al had lost
their colour asif al were made of grey water. Fanny began to cry again. "Perhgps sheisin pain,” thought
Vendtia, "for thereis certainly apain somewhere.”

"Fanny?' shesad.

"Yes my love?'



"l am very tired, Fanny."

Then Fanny said something which Venetiadid not hear and Venetia turned her head and when she
opened her eyes shewasin bed and Fanny was Sitting in the wicker-chair, mending aholein Mr
Hawkins shirt, and the curtains were drawn against the bright sunshine.

"Oh, Venetial" said Fanny with asigh and a despairing shake of her head. "Wherein the world have you
been? And what in the world have you been doing?’

It was not the sort of question that expected an answer but Venetia attempted one anyway; "1 remember
that | drank aglass of wineat Mr Grout's house, but | told him very plainly that | must come home, for |
knew you were waiting for me. Did | not come home, Fanny?"

"No, Venetia," said Fanny, "you did not." And Fanny told VVenetia how she and Mr Hawkins and their
neighbours had searched through the night, and how, just before dawn, John Harker and George Buttery
had looked into the churchyard and seen the pale shape of Venetias gown billowing out in the darkness.
She had been under the big yew tree, turning and turning and turning, with her arms spread wide. It had
taken both of them holding tight on to her to make her stop.

"Two pairs of shoes," sghed Fanny, "one entirely gone and the other in tatters. Oh, Venetial Whatever
wereyou thinking of ?'

Venetiamust have fallen adegp again for when she woke it seemed to be late evening. She could hear the
clatter of plates as Fanny got the supper ready downstairs; and as Fanny went back and forth between
parlour and kitchen she talked to Mr Hawkins. ... and if it should cometo that, she shal not be sent to
the madhouse— | could not bear that she should go to one of those horrid places and beill-treated. No,
indeed! Take warning, Mr Hawkins, that | expresdy forbid it..."

"Asif hewould suggest such athing!" thought Venetia "So good asheisto me.”

"... | dare say that mad people are no more expensive to keep than sane ones— except perhapsin the
aticles of medicinesand restraining chairs."

Early next morning Fanny, Venetiaand Mr Hawkins were a breakfast in the parlour when therewasa
loud knocking at the door. Fanny went to the door and returned in amoment with Mr Grout, who
wasted no time upon apologies or explanations but immediately addressed Venetiain accents of great
displeasure.

"Young lady! | am expresdy sent to you by Mrs Mabb who has bid metdl you that she will not have you
creeping around and around her house!"

"Hal" cried Venetia, so loudly that Fanny started.

"Mrs Mabb's reations and dependants,” continued Mr Grout with a severelook at Venetias exulting
expression, "have al been frightened out of their wits by your odd behaviour. Y ou have given her aged
uncles bad dreams, made the children afraid to go adeep at night and caused the maids to drop the china
upon the floor. Mrs Mabb saysthat thereis not one complete dinner service left in the house! She says



that the butter will not come in the churns because you have given her cows maiciouslooks—Miss
Moore, will you stop tormenting thislady?'

"L et her give up Captain Fox to me," said Venetia, "and she shal never hear of meagain.”

"Oh, Venetid" cried Fanny.

"But young lady!" cried Mr Grout. "It isMrs Mabb that the Captain loves. As| think | have explained to
you before, Mrs Mabb isasfair as the apple-blossom that hangs upon the bough. One glance of Mrs
Mabb'seyes..."

"Yes, yesl | know!" cried Venetiaimpatiently. Y ou told me al that before! But it isjust so much
nonsense! It is me the Captain loves. Had it been otherwise he would have told me so himself —or at
least sent me aletter —but | have neither seen nor heard any thing of him since| returned from
Manchester. Oh! Do not tell me that Mrs Mabb forbade him to come or some such other foolishness—
Captain Fox is not the man to be dissuaded from doing his duty by any body. No, depend upon it, thisis
another trick of Mrs Mabb's."

"Young lady!" cried Mr Grout, very much appalled. "It ill becomes ayoung person of no consequence,
such as yoursdlf, to go about dandering greet peoplein dl the dignity of their property!”

"Mr Grout!" cried Fanny, unable to keep silent amoment longer. Do not spesk to her so! Use milder
languageto her, sir, | beg you! Can you not seethat sheisill? | am, of course, extremely sorry that Mrs
Mabb should have been put to any inconvenience by Venetias going to the house —though | must say
you make agreat piece of work of it —and merely remark, in justice to Venetia, that al these cowsand
uncles must be extraordinarily nervous crestures to have been put in such a pickle by apoor, sick girl
looking at them! But | tell you what | shal do. To keep her from wandering abroad and causing further
nuisance to our neighbours | shall hide the green dippers the Purvises gave her —which are the only shoes
she has—where she cannot find them and then, you know," Fanny concluded triumphantly, *she must
remain a home!"

Mr Grout looked at V enetia as though hopeful that she would admit defet.

But Venetiaonly said sweetly, "Y ou have my answer, dr, and | advise you to go and deliver it. | dare say
Mrs Mabb does not tolerate procrastination.”

For the next two days Venetiawaited for an opportunity to go in search of MrsMabb but in dl thistime
Fanny neither left her done nor answered any of her inquiries about Mrs Mabb. But on the third day
Fanny was called away after dinner to take some elderflower tea and peppermint cordia and other
remedies to John Harker's maid who had abad cold. As Fanny went up Church-laneto Harker'sfarmit
seemed probable that among the things her basket contained were the green silk dancing dippers, for
when Venetia cameto look for them she could not find them anywhere.

So shewrapped her feet up in rags and went anyway .

Inagolden light, by what the inhabitants of Kissingland were pleased to call ariver and which other, less



partid people would probably have caled astream, in afresh green meadow, beneath blossoming
May-trees, some children were playing. One boy with atin whistle was the Duke of Wellington, another
boy with adrum was the entire British army and four little girlsin grass-stained gowns of
blossom-coloured mudin gave alively portrayd of the ferocity and indomitable spirit of Ngpoleon and his
French generdls.

By thetime Venetia passed by in the lane in search of MrsMabb her feet were very sore. She thought
shewould stop and bathe them; but as she went down to the river the two boys began to play a
melancholy air upon the whistle and the drum.

Upon the instant Venetiawas seized by aterror so blind that she scarcely knew what she did. When she
recovered hersalf she found that she was holding fast to the hand of amost surprized little girl of eight or
nineyears of age.

"Oh! | beg your pardon. It was only the music that frightened me," she said; and then, asthe girl
continued to stare at her in astonishment, she added, 1 used to be so fond of music you see, but now |
do not carefor it a al. Whenever | hear apipe and drum | am certain that | shall be compelled to dance
for ever and ever without stopping. Does not it strike you that way some-times?”

Thelittle girlslooked very much amazed but did not answer her. Their names were Hebe, Marjory, Joan
and Nan, but asto which was which Venetia had not the least ideaiin the world. She bathed her feet and
lay down to rest —for she was gill very weak —in the sweet green grass. She heard Hebe, Marjory, Joan
or Nan observe to the others that Miss Moore had, aswas well known, run mad for the love of
handsome Captain Fox.

Thelittle girls had got some daisiesto pull apart and asthey did so they made wishes. One wished for a
sky-blue carriage spotted with silver, another to see adolphin in Kissingland river, one to marry the
Archbishop of Canterbury and wear adiamond-spangled mitre (which she insisted she would be entitled
to do as an Archbishop's wife though the others were more doubtful), and one that there would be bread
and beef dripping for her supper.

"l wish to know where | may find Mrs Mabb'shouse," said Venetia

There was asilence for amoment and then either Hebe, Marjory, Joan or Nan remarked
contemptuoudly that every one knew that.

"Every one, it seems, but me," said Venetiato the blue sky and the sailing clouds.

"MrsMabb lives a the bottom of Billy Littles garden,” said another child.

"Behind agreat hegp of cabbage leaves," said athird.

"Then | doubt that we can mean the same person,” said Venetia, "MrsMabb isavery finelady as|
understand.”

"Indeed, sheis," agreed thefirst, "the finest lady that ever there was. She has a coachman...”

"...afootman..."



"...adancing magter..."

"...and ahundred ladies-in-waiting..."

"... and one of the ladies-in-waiting hasto eat the dull parts of Mrs Mabb's dinner so that Mrs Mabb only
ever hasto eat roast pork, plum-cake and strawberry jam..."

"l e said Vendtia

"...and they dl livetogether a the bottom of Billy Little's garden.”

"Do not they find that rather inconvenient?' asked Venetia, Stting up.

But Hebe, Marjory, Joan and Nan could not suppose that there would be any particular inconvenience
attached to aresidence at the bottom of Billy Little's garden. However, they were able to provide
Venetiawith the further information that Mrs Mabb drank her breakfast coffee out of an acorn-cup, that
her chamberlain was a thrush and her coachman ablackbird and that she herself was "about the size of a
pepper-pot”.

"Well," said Venetia, "what you tell meisvery strange, but no stranger than many of the thingsthat have
happened to me recently. Indeed it seemsto meto be al of a piece with them —and so perhaps you will
have the goodness to shew me where | may find this curious house."

"Oh!" said one child, clapping her hand to her mouth in darm.

"Y ou had much better not,” said another kindly.

"She could turn you into butter,” said athird.

"Which might melt," observed the fourth.

"Or apudding.”

"Which might get esten.”

"Or adrawing of yoursdf on white paper.”

"Which someone might st fire to, you know, without meaning to.”

But Venetiainssted upon their taking her to Mrs Mabb's house straight away, which at length they
agreed to do.

Billy Little was an ancient farm labourer of uncertain temper who lived in atumbledown cottagein
Shilling-lane. Hewas at war with al the children of Kissingland and dl the children of Kissngland were at
war with him. His garden was at the back of the cottage and Venetia and Hebe, Marjory, Joan and Nan
were obliged to bend low to creep past his uncurtained window.

Someone was standing on the window-s11. She wore a brightly coloured gown, and had a cross
expression upon her face.

"Thereyou are, a last!" sad Venetia She straightened hersalf and addressed thislady in the following
words. "Now, madam! If | might trouble you to answer one or two questions...”

"Where are you going?' hissed Hebe, Marjory, Joan or Nan and took hold of Venetia by her gown and
pulled her down again.



"Oh! Do you not see?" said Venetia. "Mrs Mabb isjust above us, on the window-sl1."

"That is not Mrs Mabb!" whispered Hebe, Marjory, Joan or Nan. " That isonly Billy Little's Betsy-jug,
with his Toby-jug besideit.”

Venetia popped her head back up, and thistime she observed the chinalady's china husband. The
couple were indeed jugsfor they had large handles sticking out of their backs.

"Oh! very wdll," said Venetia, crosdy.

"But," shethought to hersdlf, "I have haf amind to push her off the window-sll anyway —for itismy
opinion that, where Mrs Mabb is concerned, you never can tell.”

Beyond the heap of cabbage |eaves and other dark, decaying matter, the path led past a sad-looking
pond and up a steep bank. At the top of the bank was a smooth expanse of bright green grass, a one
end of which adozen or so tall stones and dateswere piled together. It was possible they were intended
for abee-hive, but it was equaly possible that they were smply left over from some ancient wall. Tdl
flowers grew behind them — meadowsweet, cow pardey and buttercups— so that it was the easiest thing
in theworld to fancy one waslooking at atower or castle-keep on the edge of an ancient wood.

"Now thisisodd,” said Venetia, "for | have seen this place before. | know | have."

"Theresheid" cried one of the children.

Venetialooked round and thought she saw aquivering intheair. "A moth,” she thought. She approached
and the shadow of her gown fdll acrossthe stones. A dark, damp chill hung about them, which the
sunlight had no power to dissipate. She stretched out her hands to break apart Mrs Mabb's house, but
upon the instant a pal e-green something — or a pale-green someone —flew out of agap in the stones and
gprang up into the sunlight — and then another, and another —and more, and more, until the air seemed
crowded with people, and there was a strange glitter al around, which Venetia associated with the sight
of sunlight glinting on athousand swords. So rapid was the manner in which they darted about that it was
entirely impossible to hold any of them in one's gaze for more than amoment, but it ssemed to Venetia
that they rushed upon her like soldierswho had planned an ambush.

"Oh!" shecried. "Oh! 'Y ou wicked crestures! Y ou wicked, wicked creatures!; and she snatched them
out of the sparkling air and crushed them in her hands. Then it seemed to Venetiathat they were dancing,
and that the steps of their dance were the most complicated ever invented and had been devised on
purpose to make her mad; so she took great pleasure in knocking them to the ground and treading upon
their pale green clothes. But, though she was certain that some were killed and dozens of otherswere
sent away injured, there never appeared to be any diminution in their number. Gradudly the strength of
her own passion began to exhaust her; she was sure she must Sink to the ground. At that moment she
looked up and saw, just beyond the battl€'s fray, the pale, heart-shaped face of alittle girl and Venetia
heard her say in apuzzled tone, "'Tis only butterflies, MissMoore."

Butterflies? she thought.



"It was only butterflies, my love," said Fanny, smoothing Venetias cheek.

Shewasin her own room, laid upon her own bed.

"A cloud of pae-green butterflies," said Fanny. "Hebe, Marjory, Joan and Nan said that you were crying
out at them and begating them down with your fists and tearing them gpart with your fingers until you fell
downinafant." Fanny sighed. "But | dare say you remember nothing about it."

"Oh! But | remember perfectly well!" said Venetia. "Hebe, Marjory, Joan and Nan took meto Mrs
Mabb's house, which as you may know is at the bottom of Billy Little's garden, and Captain Fox was
insgdeit —or at least so | suppose—and had Mrs Mabb not sent the butterfliesto prevent me, | would
have fetched him out, and..."

"Oh, Venetia" cried Fanny in exasperation.

Venetiaopened her hand and found severd fragments of a pale-green colour, like torn paper yet not half
the thickness of paper and of no weight whatsoever: the broken remains of two or three butterflies.
"Now | have you, Mrs Mabb," she whispered.

Shetook a scrap of paper and folded the broken butterflies up inside it. Upon the outside she wrote,
"For MrsMabb".

It was not difficult for Venetiato prevail upon Mr Hawkins (who loved her dearly and who was
particularly anxious about her at this period) to deliver the folded paper to Mr Grout.

Next morning Venetiawaited hopefully for the return of Captain Fox. When he did not appear she
determined to go in search of him again —which both Fanny and Mr Hawkins seemed to have expected,
for Fanny had hidden Venetia's dancing dippersin an empty rabbit-hutch in the garden and Mr Hawkins
had fetched them out again half an hour later. Mr Hawkins had placed them upon Venetias bed, where
Venetiafound them at three o'clock, together with a page torn from Mr Hawkinss memorandum book
upon which was drawn amap of Kissngland and the surrounding woods— and deep within those
woods, the house of Mrs Mabb.

Downgtairsin the kitchen Mr Hawkins was blacking Fanny's boots and — what was very strange —doing
it very ill, so that Fanny was obliged to stand over him and scold him about it. She never heard Venetia
dip out of the front door and run down the lane.

The map shewed Mrs Mabb's house to be much deeper in the woods than Venetia had ever gone
before. She had walked for an hour or so— and was still some way off from Mrs Mabb's house —when
she came to awide glade surrounded by great oaks, beeches, elders and other sweet English trees. At
the furthest end of this glade a cloud of insects rose up suddenly againgt the sunlit wood and aman
appeared. But whether he had stepped out of the wood or out of the cloud of insects would have been
impossible to say. His hair had the appearance of being a sort of reddish-brown, and he wore the blue
coat and white britches of



Genera —'sregiment.

"Venetial" he cried the moment he saw her. "But | thought you had gone to Manchester!"

"And s0 | did, my dear, dear Captain Fox," said she, running towards him in great delight, "and am now
returned.”

"That isimpossible," said Captain Fox, "for we parted only yesterday and | gave you my watch-chain to
wear as keepsake."

They argued about thisfor sometime and Venetiasaid severa times how amast four months had passed
sncelast they met and Captain Fox said how it was nothing of the sort. "It isvery odd,” thought Venetia,
"hisvirtuesare dl exactly as| remember them, but | had entirely forgot how very exasperating heidl”
"Wdl, my love" shesad, "l dare say you are right —you aways are— but perhaps you will explain to me
how the trees in thiswood got so heavy with leaves and blossoms and buds? | know they were bare
when | went away. And where did al these roses come from? And dl this sweet fresh grass?'

At which Captain Fox crossed his arms and looked about him and frowned very hard at the trees. "l
cannot explainit,” hesaid at lagt. "But, Venetia" he said more chearfully, "you will never guesswherel
have been dl thistime—with Mrs Mabb! She sent me amessage asking me to make afourth at Casino
but when | arrived | found that al she wanted wasto talk love and al sorts of nonsenseto me. | bore
withit aslong as| could, but | confessthat she began to try my patience. | tell you, Venetia, sheisavery
odd woman. There was scarcely astick of furniturein the place —just one chair for her to sit on and then
everybody else must prop himsdf up againgt thewall. And the house isvery queer. One goesthrough a
door —thinking perhaps to fetch a cup from the kitchen or abook from the library —and suddenly one
finds onesdlf in alittle wood, or upon some blasted hegth, or being drenched by the waves of some
melancholy ocean. Oh! And someone — I have not the least ideawho — came severd timesto the house.
Which put al the family and servantsin agreat uproar, for it was a person whom Mrs Mabb most
emphaticaly did not wish to see. So they were at great painsto get rid of this unwelcome visitor. And
what a piece of work they made of it! Thethird time severa of them werekilled outright. Two bloody
corpses were brought home not more than an hour ago —wrapped in paper —which was alittle odd, |
thought —with 'For Mrs Mabb' written on the top. | observed that Mrs Mabb grew pae at the sSight of
them and declared that the game was not worth the candle and that, much as she detested yidlding to any
body, she could not alow any more noble spirits to be destroyed in this cause. | was glad to hear her say
30, for | fancy she can be obstinate at times. A little while afterwards she asked meif | should liketo go
home”

"And what did you do, my love, while Mrs Mabb's servants were removing this troublesome person?”
asked Venetia swestly.

"Oh! | dozed quietly in the back-parlour and let them al rampage about meif that was what they wished.
A soldier —as| think | have told you before, Venetia— must be able to deep any where. But you see



how itis: if the head of ahousehold is governed by passion instead of by reason — asis the case here—
then confusion and lack of discipline are quickly communicated to the lower orders. It isthe sort of thing
one seesvery ofteninthearmy..." And as Captain Fox expounded upon the different generas he had
known and their various merits and defects, Venetiatook hisarm and led him back to Kissingland.
They waked for sometime and had agreet dedl to say to each other and when twilight fell it brought
with it asweet-smelling rain; and birds sang on every sde. There were two lights ahead — at the Sight of
which Venetiawas a first inclined to fed some alarm — but they were immediately discovered to be
lanterns— only lanterns, the most commonplace articlesin the world; and dmost as quickly one of the
lanterns swung up to reved Fanny'sthin face and; "Oh, Mr Hawking" came her glad cry. "Here sheid |
have found her!"



The Duke of Wellington misplaces hishorse

Thisstory is set in the world created by Neil Gaiman and Charles Vess in Sardust. It concerns
Wall, a village in England where there is an actual wall that divides our world and Faerie. If you
can evade the burly villagers with big sticks who guard the opening in the wall then you can cross

over. But really you had much better not.

THE PEOPLE OF the village of Wall in—shire are celebrated for their independent spirit. It isnot their
way to bow down before great men. An aristocratic title makes no impression upon them and any thing in
the nature of pride and haughtiness they detest.

In 1819 the proudest man in al of England was, without a doubt, the Duke of Wellington. Thiswas not
particularly surprizing; when aman has twice defeated the armies of the wicked French Emperor,
Napoleon Bonaparte, it isonly natura that he should have arather high opinion of himsdlf.

In late September of that year the Duke happened to spend one night at The Seventh Magpiein Wall
and, though it was only one night, Duke and village soon quarrdlled. It began with agenera
dissatisfaction on both sdes at the other side's insolent behaviour, but it soon resolved itself into a
skirmish over Mrs Pumphrey's embroidery scissars.

The Duke'svist occurred when Mr Bromios was away from Wall. He had gone somewhere to buy
wine, as he did from time to time. Some people said that when he came back from one of these
expeditions he smelt faintly of the sea, but other people said it was more like aniseed. Mr Bromios had
|eft The Seventh Magpiein the care of Mr and Mrs Pumphrey.

Mrs Pumphrey sent her husband to fetch her scissars from the upstairs parlour where the Duke was a
dinner, but the Duke sent Mr Pumphrey away again because he did not like to be disturbed while hewas
eating. Consequently when Mrs Pumphrey took in the roast pork she banged it upon the table and gave
the Duke alook to shew him what she thought of him. This so enraged the Duke that he hid her scissars
in his breeches pocket (though he fully intended to return them in the morning when he | eft).

That night apoor clergyman called Duzamour arrived at the inn. At first Mr Pumphrey told him that they
had no room but, on discovering that Mr Duzamour had ahorse, Mr Pumphrey changed his mind, for he
thought he saw away to vent some of his anger againgt the Duke. He told John Cockcroft, the
stableman, to remove the Duke's noble chestnut stallion from the warm, comfortable stable and install Mr
Duzamour's ancient grey marein his place.

"But what shall | do with the Duke's horse?" asked John.

"Oh!" said Mr Pumphrey spitefully. "Thereis aperfectly good meadow over the road with not so much
asagoa grazing init. Put it there!™

The next morning the Duke rose and looked out of the window. He saw hisfavourite horse,



Copenhagen, contentedly egting grassin alarge green meadow. After bregkfast the Duke took astroll in
that direction to give Copenhagen a bit of white bread. For some reason two men with cudgels stood,
one upon either side of the entrance to the meadow. One of them spoke to the Duke, but the Duke had
no attention to spare for whatever the fellow might be saying (it was something about abull), because at
that precise moment he saw Copenhagen walk between the trees on the far side of the meadow and
disappear from view. The Duke looked round and discovered that one of the men had raised his staff as
though intending to strike him!

The Duke stared at him in amazemen.

The man hesitated, as though asking himsdlf if he redlly intended to strike the Duke who was, after all,
Europe's Defender and the Nation's Hero. It was only amoment's hesitation, but it was enough: the Duke
strode forward into Faeriein pursuit of Copenhagen.

Beyond the trees the Duke found himsdlf upon alittle white path in a pleasant country of round, plump
hills. Scattered among the hills were ancient woods of oak and ash which were so overgrown with ivy,
dog-roses and honeysuckle that each wood was a solid mass of greenery.

The Duke had only gone amile or so when he came to a stone house surrounded by adark moat. The
moat was spanned by a bridge so thick with mossthat it appeared to have been built out of green velvet
cushions. The stone-tiled roof of the house was supported by crumbling stone giants who were bowed
and bent by itsweight.

Thinking that one of the inhabitants of the house might have seen Copenhagen, the Duke went up to the
door and knocked. He waited awhile and then began to look in at al the windows. The roomswere
bare. The sunlight made golden stripes upon their dusty floors. One room contained a battered pewter
goblet but that seemed to be the full stretch of the house's furnishings until, that is, the Duke cameto the
last window.

In the last room a young woman in agown of degpest garnet-red was seated upon awooden stool with
her back to the window. She was sewing. Spread out around her was avast and magnificent piece of
embroidery. Reflections of its rich hues danced upon the walls and ceiling. If she had held amolten
stained-glass window in her 1ap the effect could not have been more wonderful.

The room contained only one other thing: ashabby birdcage that hung from the ceiling with a sad-looking
birdingdeit.

" wonder, my dear," said the Duke leaning in through the open window, "if you might have seen my
charger?'

"No," sad the young lady, continuing to sew.

"A pity," said the Duke. "Poor Copenhagen. He was with me a Waterloo and | shal be sorry to lose
him. | hope who ever findshim iskind to him. Poor fellow."

There was a silence while the Duke contemplated the elegant curve of the young lady's white neck.



"My dear," hesad, "might | comein and have afew moments conversation with you?'

"Asyouwish," said the young lady.

Inside, the Duke was pleased to find that the young lady was every bit as good-looking as hisfirst
glimpse of her had suggested. "Thisisaremarkably pretty spot, my dear,” he said, "dthough it seemsa
little londly. If you have no objection | shal keep you company for an hour or two."

"I have no objection,” said the lady, "but you must promise not disturb me at my work."

"And for whom are you doing such amonstrous quantity of embroidery, my dear?’

Thelady smiled ever so dightly. "Why, for you, of coursel” she said.

The Duke was surprized to hear this. "And might | be permitted to look?" he asked. "Certainly," said the
lady.

The Duke went round and peered over her shoulder at her work. 1t consisted of thousands upon
thousands of the most exquisite embroidered pictures, some of which seemed very odd and some of
which seemed quite familiar.

Threein particular struck the Duke as extraordinary. Here was a chestnut horse, remarkably like
Copenhagen, running in ameadow with the village of Wall behind him; then came a picture of the Duke
himsdlf waking aong alittle white path among round green hills; and then came a picture of the Duke
herein this very room, looking down over the lady's shoulder at the embroidery! It was completein
every detail —even the sad-looking bird in the cage was there.

At that moment alarge brindled rat ran out a hole in the wainscotting and began to gnaw on a corner of
the embroidery. It happened to be the part which depicted the birdcage. But what was most
extraordinary was that the ingtant the stitches were broken, the cage in the room disappeared. With a
joyous burst of song the bird flew out of the window.

"Well, that is very odd to be surel" thought the Duke. "But now that | cometo think of it, she could not
possibly have worked those pictures since | arrived. She must have embroidered those scenes before
the events happened! It seemsthat whatever thislady sewsinto her picturesis sureto cometo pass.
What comes next, | wonder?'

Helooked again.

The next picture was of aknight in slver armour arriving at the house. The one after that shewed the
Duke and the knight engaged in aviolent quarrel and the last picture (which the lady wasjust finishing)
shewed the knight plunging his sword into the Duke.

"But thisismost unfair!” he cried indignantly. "Thisfellow has asword, aspear, adagger and a
what-you-may-call-it with a spiked bal on the end of achain! Whereas| have no weapon whatsoever!"
The lady shrugged asif that were no concern of hers.

"But could you not embroider me alittle sword? Or apistol perhaps?*' asked the Duke.

"No," said the lady. Shefinished her sewing and, securing the last thread with a stout knot, she rose and



left the room.

The Duke looked out of the window and saw upon the brow of the hill a sparkle, such as might be
produced by sunlight striking silver armour, and adancing speck of brilliant colour, which might have
been a scarlet feather on top of ahelmet.

The Duke made arapid search through the house for some sort of wegpon, but found nothing but the
battered pewter cup. He returned to the room which contained the embroidery.

"l haveit!" Hewas suddenly struck with amost origina idea. "'l will not quarrel with him! Then hewill not
kill me!" He looked down at the embroidery. "Oh, but he has such a conceited expression! Who could
help but quarrel with such aninny!”

Gloomily the Duke plunged his handsinto his breeches pocket and found something cold and metalic:
Mrs Pumphrey's needlework scissars.

"A wegpon & last, by God! Oh! But what isthe use? | doubt very much that he will be so obliging asto
gtand ill while | poke these little blades through the chinksin hisarmour.”

The knight in sllver armour was crossing the moss-covered bridge. The clatter of hishorse's hooves and
the clank-clank-clank of his armour sounded throughout the house. His scarlet plume passed by the
window.

"Wait!" cried the Duke. "I do believe that thisisnot amilitary problem at dl. It isaproblem of
needlework!"

Hetook Mrs Pumphrey's scissars and snipped al the threads in the pictures which shewed the knight
arriving at the house; their quarrdl; and his own death. When he had finished he looked out of the
window; the knight was nowhere to be seen.

"Excdlent!" hecried. "Now, for the rest!"

With agreat ded of concentration, muttering and pricking of hisfingers he added some pictures of his
own to the lady's embroidery, al in thelargest, ugliest stitchesimaginable. The Duke'sfirgt picture
shewed adtick figure (himsdlf) leaving the house, the next was of hisjoyful reunion with agtick horse
(Copenhagen) and the third and last shewed their safe return through the gap in the wall.

Hewould have liked to embroider some horrible disaster befaling the village of Wall. Indeed he got so
far asto pick out some violent-coloured red and orange silks for the purpose, but in the end he was
obliged to giveit up, hisskillsin embroidery being in no way equad to the task.

He picked up his hat and walked out of the ancient stone house. Outside, he found Copenhagen waiting
for him — precisely where hislarge stitches had shewn the horse would be — and great wastheir rgjoicing
a the sght of one ancther. Then the Duke of Wellington mounted upon his horse's back and rode back
toWall.

The Duke believed that he had suffered no ill effects from his short sojourn in the moated house. In later

lifehewas at different times a Diplomat, a Statesman and Prime Minister of Greet Britain, but he came



more and moreto believethat adl hisexertionswerein vain. Hetold Mrs Arbuthnot (a close friend) that:
"On the battlefields of Europe | was master of my own destiny, but as a palitician there are so many other
people | must please, O many compromises | must make, that | am at best astick figure.”

Mrs Arbuthnot wondered why the Duke suddenly looked so darmed and turned pale.



Mr. Smonéli or TheFairy Widower

Allhope Rectory, Derbyshire
To Mrs Gathercole Dec. 20th., 1811.

Madam,

| shall not try your patience by arepetition of those arguments with which | earlier tried to convince you
of my innocence. When | |eft you this afternoon | told you that it wasin my power to placein your hands
written evidence that would absolve me from every charge which you have seen fit to heap upon my
head and in fulfilment of that promise | enclose my journa. And should you discover, madam, in perusing
these pages, that | have been so bold as to attempt a sketch of your own character, and should that
portraya prove not entirely flattering, then | beg you to remember that it was written asa private
account and never intended for another's eyes.

Y ou will hear no entreaties from me, madam. Write to the Bishop by al means. | would not stay your
hand from any course of action which you felt proper. But one accusation | must answer: that | have
acted without due respect for members of your family. It is, madam, my dl too lively regard for your
family that has brought me to my present curious Stuation.

| remain, madam, yr. most obedient & very humble Sert.

The Reverend Alessandro Smondli

From the Journds of Alessandro Simondli

Aug. 10th., 1811. Corpus Chrigti College, Cambridge.

| am beginning to think that | must marry. | have no money, no prospects of advancement and no friends
to help me. This queer face of mineis my only capital now and mugt, | fear, be made to pay; John Windle
has told me privatdly that the booksdller's widow in Jesus-lane is quite desperately in love with me and it
iscommon knowledge that her husband |eft her nearly £15 thousand. Asfor the lady hersdlf, | never
heard any thing but praise of her. Her youth, virtue, beauty and charity make her universdly loved. But
gtill I cannot quite make up my mind toit. | have been too long accustomed to the rigours of scholarly
debate to fed much enthusiasm for femal e conversation —no more to refresh my soul in the company of
Aquinas, Aristophanes, Euclid, and Avicenna, but instead to pass my hours attending to a discourse upon
the merits of abonnet trimmed with coquelicot ribbons.

Aug. 11th,, 1811.



Dr Prothero came smiling to my roomsthis morning. "Y ou are surprized to see me, Mr Smonelli," he
said. "We have not been such good friends lately asto wait upon each other in our rooms.”

True, but whose fault isthat? Prothero is the very worst sort of Cambridge scholar: loves horses and
hunting more than books and scholarship; has never once given alecture since he was made Professor
though obliged to do so by the deed of foundation every other week in term; once ate 5 roast mackerel
a agtting (which very nearly killed him); isdrunk most mornings and every evening; dribbles upon his
waistcoat as he nodsin hischair. | believe | have made my opinion of him pretty widely known and,
though | have done mysalf no good by my honesty, | am pleased to say that | have done him some harm.
He continued, "1 bring you good news, Mr Simonelli! Y ou should offer me aglass of wine—indeed you
should! When you hear what excellent news | have got for you, | am sure you will wish to offer mea
glassof wine!" And he swung his head around like an ugly old tortoise, to seeif he could catch sight of a
bottle. But I have no wine and so he went on, "I have been asked by afamily in Derbyshire — friends of
mine, you understand —to find them some learned gentleman to be Rector of their village. Immediatdly |
thought of you, Mr Smondlli! The duties of a country parson in that part of the world are not onerous.
And you may judgefor yourself of the hedlth of the place, what fineair it is blessed with, when | tell you
that Mr Whitmore, the last clergyman, was ninety-three when he died. A good, kind soul, much loved by
his parish, but not ascholar. Come, Mr Simonélli! If it is agreeable to you to have a house of your own —
with garden, orchard and farm all complete—then | shal write tonight to the Gathercoles and relieve
them of dl their anxiety by telling them of your acceptance!™

But, though he pressed me very hard, | would not give him my answer immediately. | believe | know
what heisabout. He has a nephew whom he hopesto steer into my placeif | leave Corpus Chridti. Yet it
would bewrong, | think, to refuse such an opportunity merely for the sake of spiting him.

| believeit must be ether the parish or matrimony.

Sept. 9th., 1811.
| wasthisday ordained as apriest of the Church of England. | have no doubts that my modest behaviour,

studiousness and extraordinary mildness of temper make me peculiarly fitted for thelife.

Sept. 15th., 1811. The George, Derby.

Today | travelled by stage coach asfar as Derby. | sat outsde —which cost me ten shillings and sixpence
—but sinceit rained steadily | was at some trouble to keep my books and papers dry. My room at The
Georgeis better aired than roomsin inns generaly are. | dined upon some roast woodcocks, africassee

of turnips and apple dumplings. All excellent but not chegp and so | complained.

Sept. 16th., 1811.



My firgt impressonswere not encouraging. It continued to rain and the country surrounding Allhope
appeared very wild and almost uninhabited. There were steep, wooded valleys, rivers of white spurting
water, outcrops of barren rock surmounted by withered oaks, bleak windswept moorland. It was, | dare
say, remarkably picturesque, and might have provided an excellent mode for a descriptive passagein a
novel, but to me who must now live hereit spoke very doquently of extreme seclusion and scarce society
characterized by ignorant minds and uncouth manners. In two hours walking | saw only one human
habitation — a grim farmhouse with rain-darkened walls set among dark, dripping trees.

| had begun to think | must be very near to the village when | turned a corner and saw, alittle way ahead
of mein therain, two figures on horseback. They had stopped by a poor cottage to speak to someone
who stood just within the bounds of the garden. Now | am no judge of horses but these were quite
remarkable; tall, well-formed and shining. They tossed their heads and stamped their hooves upon the
ground asif they scorned to be stood upon so base an e ement. One was black and one was chestnut.
The chestnut, in particular, appeared to be the only bright thing in the whole of Derbyshire; it glowed like
abonfireinthegrey, rainy air.

The person whom the riders addressed was an old bent man. As| drew near | heard shouts and a curse,
and | saw one of the riders reach up and make asign with his hand above the old man's head. This
gesture was entirely new to me and must, | suppose, be peculiar to the natives of Derbyshire. | do not
think that | ever before saw any thing so expressive of contempt and asit may be of someinterest to
study the customs and quaint beliefs of the people here | gppend asort of diagram or drawing to shew
precisely the gesture the man made.

| concluded that the riders were going away dissatisfied from their interview with the old cottager. It
further occurred to me that, snce | was now so close to the village, this ancient person was certainly one
of my parishioners. | determined to lose no time in bringing peace where there was strife, harmony where
there was discord. | quickened my steps, hailed the old man, informed him that | was the new Rector and
asked him his name, which was Jemmy.

"Wdl, Jemmy," said |, assuming acordid manner and accommodating my language to his uneducated
condition, "what has happened here? What have you done to make the gentlemen so angry?"

Hetold methat the rider of the chestnut horse had awife who had that morning been brought to bed. He
and his servant had cometo inquire for Jemmy'swife, Joan, who for many years had attended all the
women in the neighbourhood.

"Indeed?’ said | in accents of mild reproof. "Then why do you keep the gentleman waiting? Whereis
your wife?'

He pointed to where the lane wound up the opposite hillside, to where | could just discern through the
rain an ancient church and agraveyard.

"Who takes care of thewomen in their childbeds now?" | asked.



There were, it seemed, two executors of that office: Mr Stubb, the apothecary in Bakewell, or Mr
Horrocks, the physician in Buxton. But both these places were two, three hours hard ride away on bad
roads and the lady was aready, in Jemmy'swords, "proper poorly™.

To own thetruth | was alittle annoyed with the gentleman on the chestnut horse who had not troubled
until today to provide an atendant for hiswife: an obligation which, presumably, he might have
discharged a any time within the last nine months. Nevertheless | hurried after the two men and,
addressing the rider of the chestnut horse, said, " Sir, my nameis Smonélli. | have studied agreat variety
of subjects—law, divinity, medicine—at the University at Cambridge and | have for many years
maintained a correspondence with one of the most eminent physicians of the age, Mr Matthew Baillie of
Great Windmill-street in London. If it isnot disagreesble to you, | shall be happy to attend your wife."
He bent upon me a countenance thin, dark, eager. His eyes were exceptiondly fine and bright and their
expression unusudly intdligent. Hisblack hair was his own, quitelong, and tied with ablack ribbonina
pigtail, rather in the manner of an old-fashioned queue wig. Hisage, | thought, might be between forty
and fifty.

"And are you an adherent of Galenus or Paracelsus?' he said.

"Sir?' | sad (for | thought he must intend the question as ajoke). But then, since he continued to ook at
me, | said, "The ancient medica authorities whom you mention, gir, are quite outdated. All that Galen
knew of anatomy he got from observing the dissections of pigs, goats and apes. Paracelsus believed in
the efficacy of magic spellsand al sorts of nonsense. Indeed, gr,” | said with aburst of laughter, "you
might aswell inquire whose cause | espoused in the Trojan War as ask me to chuse between those
illustrious, but thoroughly discredited, gentlemen!™

Perhgpsit waswrong to laugh a him. | felt it waswrong immediately. | remembered how many enemies
my superior abilities had won me at Cambridge, and | recalled my resolution to do things differently in
Allhope and to bear patiently with ignorance and misinformation wherever | found it. But the gentleman
only said, "Well, Dando, we have had better fortune than we looked for. A scholar, an eminent physician
to attend my lady." He smiled along thin smile which went up just one side of hisdark face. "Shewill be
full of gratitude, | have no doubt.”

While he spoke | made some discoveries: to wit that both he and his servant were amazingly dirty — 1 had
not observed it at first because the rain had washed their faces clean. His coat, which | had taken to be
of brown drugget or some such materia, was revealed upon closer ingpection to be of red velvet, much
discoloured, worn and matted with dirt and grease.

"I had intended to hoist the old woman up behind Dando,” he said, "but that will scarcely do for you." He
was slent amoment and then suddenly cried, "Well, what do you wait for, you sour-faced rogue?’ (This
gtartled me, but amoment later | understood that he addressed Dando.) "Dismount! Help the learned
doctor to the horse."



| was about to protest that | knew nothing of horses or riding but Dando had aready jumped down and
had somehow tipped me on to the horse's back; my feet were in the stirrups and the reinswerein my
hands before | knew where | was.

Now agrest ded istaked in Cambridge of horses and the riding of horses and the managing of horses.
A great number of the more ignorant undergraduates pride themselves upon their understanding of the
subject. But | find thereis nothing to it. One has merely to hold on astight as one can: the horsg, | find,
does all.

Immense speed! Godlike speed! We turned from the highway immediately and raced through ancient
woods of oak and ash and hally; dead leavesflew up, rain flew down, and the gentleman and | —like
spirits of the sad, grey air —flew between! Then up, up we climbed to where the ragged grey cloudstore
themselves gpart like great doors opening in Heaven to let usthrough! By moorland pools of date-grey
water, by lonely wind-shaped hawthorn trees, by broken walls of grey stones—aruined chapel —a
stream — over the hills, to ahouse that stood quite donein arain-misted valley.

It was avery ancient-looking place, the different parts of which had been built a many different timesand
of agreat variety of materias. There were flints and stones, old silvery-grey timbers, and rose-red brick
that glowed very cheerfully in the gloom. But aswe drew nearer | saw that it wasin astate of the utmost
neglect. Doors had lost their hinges and were propped into place with stones and stuffed round with
faded brown rags; windows were cracked and broken and pasted over with old paper; the roof, which
was of stonetiles, shewed many gaping black holes; dry, dead grasses poked up between the paving
stones. It gave the house amelancholy air, particularly sinceit was surrounded by amoat of dark, still
water that reproduced al this desolation asfaithfully asany mirror.

We jumped off our horses, entered the house and passed rapidly through a great number of rooms. |
observed that the gentleman's servants (of which he appeared to have amost extraordinary number) did
not come forward to welcome their master or give him news of hiswife but lurked about in the shadows
inthe most stupid fashion imaginable.

The gentleman conducted me to the chamber where hiswife lay, her only attendant atiny old woman.
This person was remarkable for severa things, but chiefly for agreat number of long, coarse hairsthat
grew upon her cheeks and resembled nothing so much in the world as porcupine quills.

The room had been darkened and the fire stoked up in accordance with the old-fashioned belief that
women in childbirth require to be heated. 1t was abominably hot. My first action upon entering the room
was to pull back the curtains and throw open the windows but when | looked around | rather regretted
having done any such thing, for the squaor of that room is not to be described.

The sheets, upon which the gentleman's wife lay, were crawling with vermin of al sorts. Pewter plateslay
scattered about with rotting food upon them. And yet it was not the wretchedness of poverty. There was
amogt extraordinary muddle everywhere one looked. Over here a greasy apron embraced avolume of



Diderot's Encyclopédie; over there ajewelled red-velvet dipper wastrapped by thelid of a
warming-pan; under the bed asilver diadem was caught on the prongs of a garden-fork; on the
window-ledge the dried-out corpse of some animd (I think a cat) rested its powdery head against a
chinajug. A bronze-coloured velvet garment (which rather resembled the robe of a Coptic pope) had
been cast down on thefloor in lieu of a carpet. It was embroidered all over with gold and pearls, but the
threads had broken and the pearlslay scattered in the dirt. It was atogether such an extraordinary
blending of magnificence and filth as| could never have conceived of, and left me entirely astonished that
any one should tolerate such dothfulness and neglect on the part of their servants.

Asfor thelady, poor thing, she was very young — perhaps no more than fifteen —and very thin. Her
bones shewed through an amost trand ucent skin which was stretched, tight as adrum, over her swollen
belly. Although | have read a great deal upon the subject, | found it more difficult than | had imagined to
make the lady attend to what | was saying. My instructions were exceptionally clear and precise, but she
wasweak and in pain and | could not persuade her to listen to me.

| soon discovered that the baby was lodged in amost unfortunate position. Having no forceps| tried
severd timesto turn it with my hand and at the fourth attempt | succeeded. Between the hours of four
and fiveamae child wasborn. | did not & first like his colour. Mr Baillie told me that newborn children
are generaly the colour of claret; sometimes, he said, they may be as dark as port-wine but this child
was, to dl intents and purposes, black. He was, however, quite remarkably strong. He gave me agreat
kick as | passed him to the old woman. A bruise upon my arm marks the place.

But | could not save the mother. At the end she was like a house through which agreat wind rushes
making al the doors bang at their frames. desth was rushing through her and her wits came loose and
banged about insde her head. She appeared to believe that she had been taken by forceto aplace
where she was watched night and day by a hideousjailoress.

"Hush," sad |, "these are very wild imaginings. Look about you. Hereisgood, kind ..." | indicated the old
woman with the porcupine face, ... who takes such excellent care of you. Y ou are surrounded by
friends. Be comforted.” But she would not listen to me and called out wildly for her mother to come and
take her home.

| would have given agreet deal to save her. For what in the end was the result of al my exertions? One
person came into thisworld and another l€ft it — it ssemed no very great achievement.

| began aprayer of commendation, but had not said above a dozen words when | heard a sort of squedl.
Opening one eye, | saw the old woman snatch up the baby and run from the room asfast as her legs
could carry her.

| finished my prayer and, with asigh, went to find the lady's husband. | discovered himin hislibrary
where, with an admirable shew of masculine unconcern, he was reading a book. It was then about seven
or eight o'clock.



| thought that it became me as a clergyman to offer some comfort and to say something of the wife he
had logt, but | was prevented by my complete ignorance of everything that concerned her. Of her virtuel
could say nothing at al. Of her beauty | knew little enough; | had only ever seen her with features
contorted in the agonies of childbirth and of death. So | told him in plain words what had happened and
finished with ashort speech that sounded, even to my own ears, uncommonly like an gpology for having
killed hiswife.

"Oh!" hesaid. "I dare say you did what you could.”

| admired his philosophy though | confessit surprized mealittle. Then | recalled that, in spesking to me,
she had made severd errors of grammar and had employed some dialect words and expressions. |
concluded that perhaps, like many gentlemen before him, he had been enticed into an unequa marriage
by blue eyes and fair hair, and that he had later cometo regret it.

"A son, you say?' he said in perfect good humour. "Excellent!” And he stuck hishead out of the door and
caled for the baby to be brought to him. A moment later Dando and the porcupine-faced nurse
appeared with the child. The gentleman examined his son very minutely and declared himself delighted.
Then he held the baby up and said the following wordsto it: "On to the shovel you must go, Sir!" Hegave
the child ahearty shake; "And into thefire you must go, Sir!" Another shake; "And under the burning
coalsyou must go, Sir!" And another shake.

| found his humour alittle odd.

Then the nurse brought out a cloath and seemed to be about to wrap the baby init.

"Oh, but | must protest, sir!" | cried, "Indeed | must! Have you nothing cleaner to wrap the child in?”
They dl looked a me in some amazement. Then the gentleman smiled and said, "What excellent eyesight
you must have, Mr Simondlli! Does not this cloath appear to you to be made of the finest, whitest linen
imeginable?'

"No," sad | insomeirritation, "it appearsto meto be adirty rag that | would scarcely useto clean my
bootg!"

"Indeed?’ said the gentleman in some surprize. "And Dando? Tell me, how does he strike you? Do you
see the ruby buckles on his shoes? No? What of hisyellow velvet coat and shining sword?"

| shook my head. (Dando, | may say, was dressed in the same quaint, old-fashioned style as his master,
and looked every inch what he no doubt was — a tattered, swaggering scoundrel. He wore jack-boots up
to histhighs, abunch of ragged dirty lace at histhroat and an ancient tricorne hat on hishead.)

The gentleman gazed thoughtfully a me for aminute or two. "Mr Smondli,” he said at lagt, "I am quite
struck by your face! Those lustrous eyes! Those fine dark eye-lashes! Those noble eye-brows! Every
feature proclams your close connexion with my own family! Do methe kindness, if you will, of stepping
before thismirror and standing a my side.”

| did as he asked and, leaving aside some difference in our complexions (his as brown as beechmast,



mine as white as hot-pressed paper), the resemblance was, | confess, remarkable. Everything whichis
odd or unsettling in my own face, | saw repested in his: the same long eye-brows like black pen-strokes
terminating in an upward flourish; the same curious dant to the eye-lid which bestows upon the face an
expression of deepy arrogance; the samelittle black mole just below theright eye.

"Oh!" he cried. "There can be no doubt about it! What was your father's name?’

"Simondli," | sad withasamile, "evidently."

"And hisplace of birth?'

| hesitated. "Genoa," | said.

"What was your mother's name?”

"Frances Smon."

"And her place of birth?"

"York."

Hetook ascrap of paper from the table and wroteit dl down. "Simon and Smondlli,” hesaid, "that is
odd." He seemed to wait for some further illumination upon the matter of my parentage. Hewas
disappointed. "Well, no matter," he said. "Whatever the connexion between us, Mr Simondli, | shal
discover it. Y ou have done me agreat service and | had intended to pay you liberdly for it, but | have no
notion of relations paying for servicesthat ought to be given fredy as part of the duty that family members
owe one another.” He smiled hislong, knowing smile, "And so | must examine the question further,” he
sad.

So al hismuch-vaunted interest in my face and family cameto this: he would not pay me! It made me
very angry to think | could have been so takenin by him! | informed him briefly thet | wasthe new
Rector of Allhope and said that | hoped to see him in church on Sunday.

But he only smiled and said, "We are not in your parish here. Thishouseis Allhope House and according
to ancient agreement | am the Lord of Allhope Manor, but over the years the house and village have
become separated and now stand, as you see, at some distance from each other.”

| had not the least ideawhat he was talking about. | turned to go with Dando who was to accompany me
back to the village, but at the library door | looked back and said, "It isa curiousthing, Sir, but you never
told me your name."

"l am John Hollyshoes," said hewith asmile.

Just asthe door closed | could have sworn | heard the sound of ashovel being pushed into the fireand
the sound of cods being raked over.

The ride back to the village was consderably |ess pleasant than the ride to Allhope House had been. The
moonlight was dl shut out by the clouds and it continued to rain, yet Dando rode as swiftly as his master
and at every moment | expected our headlong rush to end in broken necks.

A few lights gppeared — the lights of avillage. | got down from the black horse and turned to say



something to Dando, whereupon | discovered that in that same ingtant of my dismounting he had caught
up thereins of the black horse and was gone. | took one step and immediately fell over my trunk and
parcels of books—which | presume had been left for me by Dando and which | had entirely forgot until
that moment.

There seemed to be nothing close at hand but afew miserable cottages. Some distance off to the right,
half adozen windows blazed with light and their large Size and regular gppearance impressed me with
ideas of warm rooms, supper tables and comfortable sofas. In short they suggested the abode of a
gentleman.

My knock was answered by aneat maidservant. | inquired whether thiswas Mr Gathercol€'s house. She
replied that Admiral Gathercole had drowned six years ago. Was| the new Rector?

The neat maidservant left mein the hall to go and announce me to someone or other and | had timeto
look about me. The floor was of ancient stone flags, very well swept, and the bright gleam upon every
oak cabinet, every walnut chest of drawers, every little table, plainly spoke of the plentiful application of
beeswax and of pleasant femaeindustry. All was cleanliness, delicacy, e egance—which wasmore, |
discovered, than could be said for me. | waswell provided with al the various stains, smears and generd
dishevelmentsthat may be acquired by waking for hours through heavy rain, galoping through thickly
wooded countryside and then toiling long and hard at a childbed and a deathbed; and in addition | had
acquired asort of veneer of black grease—theinevitable result, | fancy, of a sojourn in John Hollyshoess
house,

The neat maidservant led me to a drawing-room where two ladies waited to see what sort of clergyman
they had got. One rose with ponderous majesty and announced herself to be Mrs Gathercole, the
Admird'srelict. The other lady was Mrs Edmond, the Admira's sster.

An old-fashioned Pembroke-table had been spread with awhite linen cloath for supper. And the supper
was agood one. There was adish of fricasseed chicken and another of scalloped oysters, there was
appletart, Wendeydale cheese, and a decanter of wine and glasses.

Mrs Gathercole had my own letter and another upon which | discerned the unappetising scrawl of Dr
Prothero. "Simonélli isan Itdian name, isit not?" asked Mrs Gathercole.

"It is, madam, but the bearer of the name whom you see before you is an Englishman.” She pressed me
no further upon this point and | was glad not to be obliged to repeat the one or two falsehoods | had
aready uttered that day.

Shetook up Dr Prothero's | etter, read aoud one or two compliments upon my learning in asomewhat
doubting tone and began to speak of the house where | wasto live. She said that when ahouse wasfor
many yearsin the care of an ancient gentleman —aswasthe case here—it wasliableto fal into a state of
some dilgpidation — she feared | would have agood many repairs to make and the expense would be
very gredt, but as| was agentleman of independent property, she supposed | would not mind it. Sheran



oninthismanner and | stared into thefire. | wastired to death. But as| sat there | became conscious of
something having been said which was not quite right, which it was my duty to correct as soon as
possible. | stirred mysdlf to speak. "Madam,” | said, "you labour under a misgpprehension. | have no
property.”

"Money, then," she said, " Government bonds.”

"No, madam. Nothing."

Therewas ashort silence.

"Mr Smonéli,” said Mrs Gathercole, "thisisasmdl parish and, for the most part, poor. Theliving yidds
no morethan £50 ayear. It isvery far from providing an income to support agentleman. Y ou will not
have enough money to liveon.”

Too late | saw the perfidious Prothero's design to immure me in poverty and obscurity. But what could |
do?1 had no money and no illusions that my numerous enemies at Cambridge, having once got rid of me,
would ever dlow meto return. | sghed and said something of my modest needs.

Mrs Gathercole gave a short, uncheerful laugh. "Y ou may think so, Mr Smondli, but your wifewill think
very differently when she understands how little sheisto have for her housekeeping expences.

"My wife, madam?' said | in some astonishmen.

"Y ou are amarried man, are not you, Mr Simond|i?

"1, madam? No, madam!"

A slence of much longer duration.

"Wdl!" shesaid at last. "'l do not know what to say. My ingtructions were clear enough, | think! A
respectable, married man of private fortune. | cannot imagine what Prothero isthinking of. | have aready
refused the living of AUhope to one young man on the grounds of his unmarried state, but he at least has
sx hundred poundsayear.”

The other lady, Mrs Edmond, now spoke for the first time. "What troubles me rather more," shesaid, "is
that Dr Prothero appears to have sent us a scholar. Upperstone House isthe only gentleman'shousein
the parish. With the exception of Mrs Gathercole's own family your parishionerswill dl be hill-farmers,
shepherds and tradesmen of the meanest sort. Y our learning, Mr Simonelli, will al be wasted here.”

| had nothing to say and some of the despair | felt must have shewed in my face for both ladiesbecame a
little kinder. They told me that aroom had been got ready for me at the Rectory and Mrs Edmond asked
how long it had been since | had eaten. | confessed that | had had nothing since the night before. They
invited meto share their supper and then watched as everything | touched — dainty china, white linen
napkins — became covered with dark, greasy marks.

Asthe door closed behind me | heard Mrs Edmond say, "Well, well. So that is Itdian beauty! Quite

remarkable. | do not think | ever saw an example of it before.



10 o'clock, Sept. 17th., 1811.

Last night complete despair! This morning perfect hope and cheerfulnessl New plans constantly bubbling
up inmy brain! What could be more calculated to raise the spirits than abright autumn morning with a
heavy dew? Everything isrich colour, intoxicating freshness, and sparkle!

| am excessively pleased with the Rectory —and hope that | may be allowed to keep it. It isan old stone
house. The callings arelow, the floor of every room iseither higher or lower than the floors of
neighbouring rooms and there are more gables than chimneys. It has fourteen rooms! What in the world
will | do with fourteen rooms?

| discovered Mr Whitmore's clothesin a cupboard. | had not, | confess, spared many thoughts for this
old gentleman, but his clothes brought him vividly before me. Every bump and bulge of hisancient shoes
betray their firm conviction that they still enclose hisfeet. His haf-unravelled wig has not yet noticed that
his poor old head is gone. The cloath of hislong, pae coat is stretched and bagged, hereto
accommodate his sharp elbows, there

to take account of the stoop of his shoulders. It wasadmost asif | had opened the cupboard and

discovered Mr Whitmore. Someone cals me from the garden...

4 o'clock, the same day.

Jemmy —the old man | spoketo yesterday —is dead. He was found this morning outside his cottage,
struck clean in two from the crown of hishead to hisgroin. Isit possible to conceive of any thing more
horrible? Curioudy, in dl the rain we had yesterday, no one remembers seeing any lightning. The funera
will be tomorrow. Hewasthefirst person | spoketo in Allhope and my first duty will beto bury him.
The second, and to my mind lesser, misfortune to have befdlen the parish is that ayoung woman has
disappeared. Dido Puddifer has not been seen since early this morning when her mother, Mrs Glossop,
went to a neighbour's house to borrow a nutmeg grater. Mrs Glossop left Dido walking up and downin
the orchard with her baby at her breast, but when she returned the baby was lying in the wet grass and
Dido was gone.

| accompanied Mrs Edmond to the cottage to pay avisit of sympathy to the family and aswe were
coming back Mrs Edmond said, "Theworst of it isthat sheisavery pretty girl, all golden curls and soft
blue eyes. | cannot help but suppose some passing scoundrel has taken afancy to her and made her go
dongwithhim."

"But doesit not seem morelikely,” said I, "that she went with him of her own accord? She is uneducated,
illiterate, and probably never thought serioudy upon ethica questionsin her life.”

"I do not think you quite understand,” said Mrs Edmond. "No girl ever loved home and husband more
than Dido. No girl was more delighted to have ababy of her own. Dido Puddifer isaslly, giddy sort of
girl, but sheisaso asgood asgold.”



"Oh!" said I, with asmile. "I dare say shewas very good until today, but then, you know, temptation
might never have come her way before.”

But Mrs Edmond proved quite immovesblein her prgudicein favour of Dido Puddifer and so | said no
more. Besides she soon began to speak of amuch more interesting subject — my own future.

"My sger-in-law's wealth, Mr Simonelli, causes her to overrate the needs of other people. Sheimagines
that no one can exist upon less than seven hundred pounds a year, but you will do well enough. Theliving
is50 pounds ayear, but the farm could be made to yield twice, thrice that amount. Thefirst four or five
yearsyou must befrugd. | will seetoit that you are supplied with milk and butter from Upperstone-farm,
but by midsummer, Mr Smondli, you must buy amilch-cow of your own." She thought amoment. "

dare say Marjory Hollinsclough will let me have a hen or two for you."

Sept. 20th., 1811.

This morning Rectory-lane was knee-deep in yellow and brown leaves. A slver rain like smoke blew
across the churchyard. A dozen crowsin their clerical dress of decent black wereidling among the
graves. They rose up to flap about me as| came down the lane like a host of winged curates al ready to
do my bidding.

There was awhisper of sounds at my back, stifled laughter, agented cough, and then: "Oh! Mr
Smondli!" spoken very sweetly and rather [ow.

| turned.

Fiveyoung ladies; on each face | saw the same laughing eyes, the same knowing smiles, the same
rain-speckled brown curls, like astrain of music taken up and repeated many different ways. There were
even to my befuddled senses the same bonnets, umbrellas, mudins, ribbons, repesated in a bewildering
variety of coloursbut al sweetly blending together, al harmonious. All that | could have asserted with any
assurance at that moment wasthat they were al as beautiful as angdls. They were grouped most
fetchingly, sheltering each other from the rain with their umbrellas, and the composure and dignity of the
two eldest werein no way compromised by the giggles of the two youngest.

Thetalest — she who had called my name— begged my pardon. To call out to someonein the lanewas
very shocking, she hoped | would forgive her but, ... Mama has entirely neglected to introduce us and
Aunt Edmond is so taken up with the business about poor Dido that... well, in short, Mr Simondli, we
thought it best to lay ceremony aside and introduce ourselves. We are made bold to do it by the thought
that you are to be our clergyman. The lambs ought not to fear the shepherd, ought they, Mr Simonelli?
Oh, but I have no patience with that stupid Dr Prothero! Why did he not send you to us earlier? | hope,
Mr Smondli, that you will not judge Allhope by this dull season!™ And she dismissed with awave of her
hand the sweetest, most tranquil prospect imaginable; woods, hills, moors and stresmswere al deemed
entirely unworthy of my attention. "If only you had comein July or August then we might have shewn you



al the beauties of Derbyshire, but now | fear you will find it very dull.” But her smile defied meto find any
place dull where shewasto befound. "Yet," she said, brightening, "perhaps| shal persuade mamato
giveabdl. Do you like dancing, Mr Smondli?’

"But Aunt Edmond saysthat Mr Simondlli isascholar,” said one of her Ssterswith the same dy amile.
"Perhaps he only cares for books.”

"Which books do you like best, Mr Simondlli?' demanded a Miss Gathercole of the middle Sze.

"Do you sing, Mr Simondl|i?' asked thetalest Miss Gathercole.,

"Do you shoot, Mr Simondlli?" asked the smallest Miss Gathercole, only to be silenced by an older Sster.
"Bequigt, Kitty, or he may shoot you?

Then the two eldest Miss Gathercoles each took one of my arms and waked with me and introduced me
to my parish. And every remark they uttered upon the village and itsinhabitants betrayed their happy
conviction that it contained nothing half so interesting or delightful as themsel ves.

Sept. 27th., 1811.

| dined this evening at Upperstone House. Two courses. Eighteen dishes in each. Brown Soup.
Mackerdl. Haricot of mutton. Boiled chicken particularly good. Some excellent gpple tarts. | wasthe
only gentleman present.

Mrs Edmond was advising me upon my farm. ... and when you go to buy your sheep, Mr Smondli, |
shall accompany you. | am generally dlowed to be an excdlent judge of livestock.”

"Indeed, madam,” said I, "that ismost kind, but in the meantime | have been thinking that thereisno
doctor nearer than Buxton and it seemsto methat | could not do better than advertise my servicesasa
physician. | dare say you have heard reportsthat | attended Mrs Hollyshoes."

"Who is Mrs Hollyshoes?" asked Mrs Edmond.

"Thewife of the gentleman who owns Allhope House."

"I do not understand you, Mr Simonédlli. Thereisno Allhope House here.”

"Whom do you mean, Mr Smonelli?" asked the eldest Miss Gathercole.

| was vexed at their extraordinary ignorance but, with great patience, | gave them an account of my
meeting with John Hollyshoes and my visit to Allhope House. But the more particulars | gave, the more
obstinately they declared that no such person and no such house existed.

"Perhaps | have mistaken the name," | said —though | knew that | had not.

"Oh! Y ou have certainly donethat, Mr Simonelli!" said Mrs Gathercole.

"Perhapsit isMr Shaw he means,” said the edest Miss Gathercole, doubtfully.

"Or John Wheston," said Miss Marianne.

They began to discusswhom | might mean, but one by one every candidate was regjected. This onewas

too old, that onetoo young. Every gentleman for miles around was pronounced entirely incagpable of



fathering a child and each suggestion only provided further disma proofs of the genera decay of the male
sex inthisparticular part of Derbyshire.

Sept. 29th., 1811.

| have discovered why Mrs Gathercole was so anxious to have arich, married clergyman. She fearsthat
apoor, unmarried one would soon discover that the quickest way to improve hisfortuneisto marry one
of the Miss Gathercoles. Robert Y orke (the clergyman whom Mrs Gathercole mentioned on my first
evening in Allhope as having £600 a year) was refused the living because he had aready shewn sgns of
being in love with the eldest Miss Gathercole. It must therefore be particularly galing to Mrs Gathercole
that | am such afavourite with al her daughters. Each has something sheisdying to learn and naturaly |
amto tutor al of them: French conversation for the eldest Miss Gathercole, advanced Itdian grammar for
Miss Marianne, the romantic parts of British History for Henrietta, the bloodthirsty partsfor Kitty,
Mathematics and Poetry for Jane.

Oct. 9th., 1811.

On my return from Upperstone House thismorning | found Dando at the Rectory door with the two
horses. He told me that his master had something of great importance and urgency to communicate to
me

John Hollyshoeswasin hislibrary asbefore, reading abook. Upon adirty little table at his side there was
wineinadirty glass. "Ah! Mr Simonédli!" he cried, jumping up. "l am very glad to seeyou! It seems, Sir,
that you have thefamily falling aswel asthe family facel"

"And what would that be?' said 1.

"Why! Lying, of course! Oh, come, Mr Simonelli! Do not look so shocked. Y ou are found out, Sir. Y our
father's name was not Smonelli — and, to my certain knowledge, he was never at Genoal"

A slence of some moments duration.

"Did you know my father, 9r?' said |, in some confusion.

"Oh, yest Hewasmy cousin.”

"That isentirdy impossble” sad .

"Upon the contrary,” said he. "If you will take amoment to peruse thisletter you will seethat it isexactly
as| say." And he handed me some yellowing sheets of paper.

"What your am may beininsulting me" | cried, "1 cannot pretend to guess, but | hope, Sir, that you will
take back those words or we shall be obliged to settle the matter some other way™ With the utmost
impatience | thrust hisletter back at him, when my eye was caught by the words, "the third daughter of a
York linen-draper”. "Wait!" | cried and snatched it back again. "My mother was the third daughter of a
Y ork linen-draper!"



"Indeed, Mr Simondli,” said John Hollyshoes, with hislong sideways smile.

The letter was addressed to John Hollyshoes and had been written at The Old Starre Inn in Stonegate,
Y ork. The writer of the letter mentioned that he was in the middle of ahasty breakfast and there were
some stains as of preserves and butter. It seemed that the writer had been on hisway to Allhope House
to pay John Hollyshoes avisit when he had been delayed in Y ork by a sudden passion for the third
daughter of a Y ork linen-draper. His charmer was most minutely described. | read of "adight
plumpness’, "light silvery-gold curls', "eyes of aforget-me-not blue'.

By dl that | have ever been told by my friends, by al that | have ever seen in sketches and watercol our
portraits, thiswas my mother! But if nothing else proved the truth of John Hollyshoes's assertion, there
was the date — January 19th., 1778 — nine monthsto the day before my own birth. The writer signed
himsdlf, "Y our loving cousin, Thomas Fairwood".

"Somuch love," | said, reading the letter, "and yet he deserted her the very next day!"

"Oh! Y ou must not blame him," said John Hollyshoes. "A person cannot help his disposition, you know."
"Andyet," sad |, "onething puzzles me gtill. My mother was extremely vague upon al points concerning
her seducer — she did not even know his name —yet one thing she was quite clear about. Hewasa
foreign gentleman.”

"Oh! That iseasily explained,” he said. "For though we havelived in thisidand a very long time—many
thousands of years|onger than its other inhabitants — yet still we hold ourselves apart and pride ourselves
on being of quite other blood."

"You are Jews perhaps, Sr?' said I.

"Jews?' said he. "No, indeed!"

| thought amoment. "Y ou say my father is dead?”

"Alas, yes. After he parted from your mother, he did not in fact come to Allhope House, but was drawn
away by horseraces at this place and cock-fighting at that place. But some years|later he wrote to me
again telling me to expect him a midsummer and promising to stay with mefor agood long while. This
time he got no further than avillage near Carlide where hefdl in love with two young women..."

"Two young women!" | cried in astonishment.

"Well," said John Hollyshoes. "Each was as beautiful asthe other. He did not know how to chuse
between them. One was the daughter of amiller and the other was the daughter of abaker. He hoped to
persuade them to go with him to his house in the Eildon Hillswhere he intended that both should live for
ever and have dl their hearts dedire. But, das, it did not suit these ungrateful young women to go and the
next news | had of him wasthat he was dead. | discovered later that the miller's daughter had sent him a
message which led him to believe that she at least was on the point of relenting, and so he went to her
father's mill, where the fast-running water was shaded by arowan tree—and | pause here merely to

observethat of dl the treesin the greenwood the rowan isthe most detestable. Both young women were



waiting for him. The miller's daughter jangled abunch of horrid rowan-berriesin hisface. The baker's
daughter was then able to tumble him into the stream whereupon both women rolled the millstone on top
of him, pinning him to the floor of the stream. He was exceedingly strong. All my family — our family |
should say — are exceedingly strong, exceedingly hard to kill, but the millstone lay on his chest. He was
unableto rise and o, in time, he drowned.”

"Good God!" | cried. "But thisisdreadful! Asaclergyman | cannot gpprove his habit of seducing young
women, but asason | must observe that in this particular instance the revenge extracted by the young
women seemsout of al proportion to his offence. And were these bloodthirsty young women never
brought to justice?"

"Alas, no," said John Hollyshoes. "And now | must beg that we cease to peak of a subject so very
unpleasant to my family fedings. Tell meinstead why you fixed upon this odd notion of being Itaian.”

| told him how it had been my grandfather'sidea. From my own dark looks and what his daughter had
told him he thought 1 might be Italian or Spanish. A fondnessfor Itaian music caused him to prefer that
country. Then he had taken his own name, George Alexander Simon, and fashioned out of it anamefor
me, Giorgio Alessandro Simondlli. | told how that excellent old gentleman had not cast off his daughter
when sheféell but had taken good care of her, provided money for attendants and a place for her to live
and how, when she died of sorrow and shame shortly after my birth, he had brought me up and had me
educated.

"But what ismost remarkable," said John Hollyshoes, "isthat you fixed upon that city which —had
Thomas Fairwood ever goneto Italy —was precisaly the place to have pleased him most. Not gaudy
Venice, not trumpeting Rome, not haughty Florence, but Genoa, al dark shadows and sinister echoes
tumbling down to the shining sea!”

"Oh! But | choseit quite at random, | assureyou.”

"That," said John Hollyshoes, "has nothing to do with it. In choosing Genoayou exhibited the
extraordinary penetration which has dways distinguished our family. But it was your eyesight that
betrayed you. Redlly, | was never so astonished in my life as| was when you remarked upon the one or
two specks of dust which clung to the baby's wrapper.”

| asked after the health of his son.

"Oh! Heiswell. Thank you. We have got an excellent wet-nurse —from your own parish —whose milk
agreeswonderfully well with the child.”

Oct. 20th., 1811.

In the stable-yard at Upperstone House this morning the Miss Gathercoles were preparing for their ride.
Naturaly | wasinvited to accompany them.

"But, my dear,” said Mrs Edmond to the eldest Miss Gathercole, "you must consider that Mr Simonelli



may not ride. Not everyonerides." And she gave me aquestioning look as if shewould help me out of a
difficulty.

"Oh!" sad 1. "l canrideahorse. Itisof al kinds of exercise the most pleasing to me." | approached a
conceited-looking grey mare but instead of standing submissively for me to mount, thisill-mannered beast
shuffled off apace or two. | followed it — it moved away. This continued for some three or four minutes,
while dl the ladies of Upperstone silently observed us. Then the horse stopt suddenly and | tried to mount
it, but its Sdes were of the most curious construction and instead of finding myself uponitsback ina
twinkling — asinvariably happens with John Hollyshoess horses—I got stuck hafway up.

Of course the Upperstone ladies chose to find fault with me instead of their own malformed beast and |
do not know what was more mortifying, the surprized looks of Miss Gathercole and Miss Marianne, or
the undisguised merriment of Kitty.

| have considered the matter carefully and am forced to conclude that it will be a great advantage to me
in such aretired spot to be able to ride whatever horses come to hand. Perhaps | can prevail upon
Joseph, Mrs Gathercol€'s groom, to teach me.

Nov. 4th., 1811.

Today | went for along walk in company with the five Miss Gathercoles. Sky as blue as paint, russet
woods, fat white clouds like cushions—and that isthe sum of al that | discovered of the landscape, for
my attention was congtantly being called away to the ladiesthemsdves. "Oh! Mr Smondlli! Would you
be so kind as to do this?"; or "Mr Smondli, might | trouble you to do that?'; or "Mr Smondli! What is
your opinion of such and such?" | wasrequired to carry picnic-baskets, discipline unruly sketching easdls,
advise upon perspective, give an opinion on Mr Coleridge's poetry, eat sweet-cake and dispense wine.

| have been reading over what | have written Shce my arriva here and onething | find quite astonishing —
that | ever could have supposed that there was a strong likeness between the Miss Gathercoles. There
never were five ssters so different in tastes, characters, persons and countenances. Isabella, the eldest, is
aso the prettiest, the tdllest and the most el egant. Henriettais the most romantic, Kitty the most
light-hearted and Jane isthe quietest; shewill Sit hour after hour, dreaming over abook. Sisters come and
go, battles are fought, she that is victorious sweeps from the room with asmile, shethat is defeated Sghs
and takes up her embroidery. But Jane knows nothing of any of this— and then, quite suddenly, she will
look up a mewith adow mysterious smileand | will smile back at her until | quite believethat | have
joined with her in unfathomabl e secrets.

Marianne, the second eldest, has copper-coloured hair, the exact shade of dry beech leaves, and is
certainly the most exasperating of the ssters. Sheand | can never be in the same room for more than a

quarter of an hour without beginning to quarrd about something or other.



Nov. 16th., 1811.

John Windle has written me aletter to say that at High Table a Corpus Chrigti College on Thursday last
Dr Prothero told Dr Considine that he pictured mein ten years time with aworn-out dip of awifeand a
long train of broken-shoed, dribble-nosed children, and that Dr Congidine had laughed so much at this
that he had swallowed a great mouthful of scalding-hot giblet soup, and returned it through his nose.

Nov. 26th., 1811.

No paths or roads go down to John Hollyshoes house. His servants do not go out to farm hislands;
thereisno farm that | know of. How they dl live | do not know. Today | saw asmall creature—1I think it
was arat —roasting over the firein one of the rooms. Severa of the servants bent over it eagerly, with
pewter plates and ancient knivesin their hands. Their faceswere dl in shadow. (It isan odd thing but,
gpart from Dando and the porcupine-faced nurse, | have yet to observe any of John Hollyshoess
servants at close quarters: they al scuttle away when ever | approach.)

John Hollyshoes is excellent company, his conversation ingtructive, hislearning quite remarkable. Hetold
me today that Judas | scariot was a most skilful beekeeper and his honey superior to any that had been
produced in dl the last two thousand years. | was much interested by thisinformation, having never read
or heard of it before and | questioned him closely about it. He said that he believed he had ajar of Judas
Iscariot's honey somewhere and if he could lay his hand upon it he would giveit to me. Then he began to
speak of how my father's affairs had been left in great confusion at his desth and how, since that time, the
variousriva damantsto his estate had been congtantly fighting and quarrdlling among themselves.

"Two duels have been fought to my certain knowledge," he said, "and asanatura consequence of this
two claimants are dead. Another —whose passion to possess your father's estate was exceeded only by
his passion for string quartets—was found three years ago hanging from atree by hislong silver hair, his
body pierced through and through with the bows of violins, violoncellos, and violaslikeamusicd Saint
Sebadtian. And only last winter an entire houseful of people was poisoned. The claimant had aready run
out of the house into the blizzard in her nightgown and it was only her servantsthat died. Since| have
made no claim upon the estate, | have escaped most of their malice—though, to own thetruth, | have a
better right to the property than any of them. But naturally the person with the best claim of al would be
Thomas Fairwood's son. All dissension would be a an end, should a son ariseto claim the estate.” And
he looked at me.

"Oh!" said |, much surprized. "But might not thefact of my illegitimacy...?"

"We pay no attention to such things. Indeed with usit is more common than not. Y our father's lands, both
in England and elsewhere, are scarcdly less extensive than my own and it would cost you very little
trouble to procure them. Once it was known that you had my support, then | dare say we would have
you settled at Rattle-heart House by next Quarter-day.”



Such a stroke of good fortune, as | never dreamt of! Y et | dare not depend uponit. But | cannot help
thinking of it constantly! No one would enjoy vast wealth more than |; and my fedlings are not entirely
sdfish, for | honestly believe that | am exactly the sort of person who ought to have the direction of large
edtates. If | inherit then | shal improve my lands scientifically and increaseitsyiddsthree or fourfold (as|
have read of other gentlemen doing). | shall observe closdy the lives of my tenants and servants and
teach them to be happy. Or perhaps | shdl sall my father's estates and purchase land in Derbyshire and
marry Marianne or Isabdllaso that | may ride over every week to Allhope for the purpose of inquiring
most minutely into Mrs Gathercol€'s affairs, and advising her and Mrs Edmond upon every point.

7 o'clock in the morning, Dec. 8th., 1811.

We have had no news of Dido Puddifer. | begin to think that Mrs Edmond and | were mistaken in
fancying that she had run off with atinker or gypsy. We have closdly questioned farm-labourers,
shepherds and innkeepers, but no gypsies have been seen in the neighbourhood since midsummer. |

intend thismorning to pay avisgt to Mrs Glossop, Dido's mother.

8 o'dlock in the evening, the same day.

What arevolutionin al my hopes! From perfect happinessto perfect misery in scarcely twelve hours.
What afoal | wasto dream of inheriting my father's estate! — 1 might aswell have contemplated taking a
leasehold of aproperty in Hell! And | wish that | might go to Hell now, for it would be no morethan |
deserve. | havefaled in my duty! | have imperilled thelives and souls of my parishioners. My
parishioners! —the very people whose preservation from al harm ought to have been my first concern.|
paid my visit to Mrs Glossop. | found her, poor woman, with her head in her apron, weeping for Dido. |
told her of the plan Mrs Edmond and | had devised to advertise in the Derby and Sheffield papersto see
if we could discover any one who had seen or spoken to Dido.

"Oh!" said she, with asigh. " Twill do no good, sir, for | know very well where sheis.”

"Indeed?’ said | in some confusion. "Then why do you not fetch her home?"

"And so0 | would thisingtant,” cried the woman, "did | not know that John Hollyshoes has got her!"

"John Hollyshoes?' | cried in amazement.

"Yes, dr," said she, "'l dare say you will not have heard of John Hollyshoes for Mrs Edmond does not
like such things to be spoken of and scolds usfor our ignorant, supergtitious ways. But we country
people know John Hollyshoes very well. Heisavery powerful fairy that has lived hereabouts—oh! since
theworld began, for dl | know —and clamsall sorts of rights over us. It ismy belief that he has got some
little fairy baby at End-Of-All-Hope House —which iswhere he lives— and that he needs astrong lass
with plenty of good human milk to suckleit.”

| cannot say that | believed her. Nor can | say that | did not. | do know that | sat in a state of the utmost



shock for some time without speaking, until the poor woman forgot her own distress and grew concerned
about me, shaking me by the shoulder and hurrying out to fetch brandy from Mrs Edmond. When she
came back with the brandy | drank it down at one gulp and then went straight to Mrs Gathercole's stable
and asked Joseph to saddle Quaker for me. Just as| was leaving, Mrs Edmond came out of the houseto
see what was the matter with me.

"No time, Mrs Edmond! Notime!" | cried and rode away.

At John Hollyshoes house Dando answered my knock and told me that his master was away from
home.

"No matter," said I, with aconfident smile, "for it isnot John Hollyshoesthat | have come to see, but my
little cousin, the deer little sprite..." — 1 used the word "sprite”" and Dando did not contradict me—"...
whom | delivered seven weeks ago.” Dando told methat | would find the child in aroom at theend of a
long hdlway.

It was agreat bare room that smelt of rotting wood and plaster. The walls were stained with damp and
full of holesthat the rats had made. In the middle of the floor was a queer-shaped wooden chair where
sat ayoung woman. A bar of iron was fixed before her so that she could not rise and her legs and feet
were confined by manacles and rusty chains. She was holding John Hollyshoess infant son to her bresst.
"Dido?" | sad.

How my heart fell when she answered mewith abroad smile. "Yes, Sr?

"l am the new Rector of Allhope, Dido."

"Oh, ar! | am very glad to seeyou. | wish that | could rise and make you acurtsey, but you will excuse
me, | am sure. Thelittle gentleman has such an gppetite thismorning!™

She kissed the horrid creature and called it her angel, her doodle and her dearie-darling-pet.

"How did you come here, Dido?" | asked.

"Oh! Mr Hollyshoes servants came and fetched me away one morning. And weren't they set upon my
coming?' —shelaughed merrily —"All that a-pulling of me uphill and a-putting of mein cartd And| told
them plainly that there was no need for any such nonsense. As soon as| heard of the poor little
gentleman's plight,” — here she shook the baby and kissed it again—"1 was more than willing to give him
suck. No, my only misfortune, g, in thisheavenly place, isthat Mr Hollyshoes declares | must keep
gpart from my own sweet babe while nurse his, and if dl the angelsin Heaven went down upon their
shining knees and begged him he would not think any differently. Whichisapity, gr, for you know |
might very eaedily feed two."

In proof of this point she, without the dightest embarrassment, uncovered her breastswhich to my
inexperienced eye did indeed appear astonishingly replete.

She was anxious to learn who suckled her own baby. Anne Hargreaves, | told her. She was pleased at
this and remarked approvingly that Nan had always had a good appetite. "Indeed, sir, | never knew a



lasswho loved a pudding better. Her milk is sure to be sweet and strong, do not you think so, Sir?"
"Widll, certainly Mrs Edmond saysthat little Horatio Arthur thrives upon it. Dido, how do they treat you
here?'

"Oh! dr. How can you ask such aquestion? Do you not see this golden chair set with diamonds and
pearls? And thisroom with pillars of crystal and rose-coloured velvet curtains? At night —you will not
believeit, gr, for | did not believe it mysdlf —1 degp on abed with six feather mattress one atop the other
and six slken pillowsto my head.”

| said it sounded most pleasant. And was she given enough to eat and drink?

Roast pork, plum pudding, toasted cheese, bread and dripping: there was, according to Dido Puddifer,
no end to the good thingsto be had at End-Of-All-Hope House — and | dare say each and every one of
them was in truth nothing more than the mouldy crusts of bread that | saw set upon a cracked dish at her
feet.

She dso believed that they had given her agown of sky-blue velvet with diamond buttons to wear and
she asked me, with aconscious smile, how | liked it.

"You look very pretty, Dido," | said and she looked pleased. But what | redly saw was the same
russet-coloured gown she had been wearing when they took her. It was all torn and dirty. Her hair was
meatted with the fairy-child's puke and her |eft eye was crusted with blood from agash in her forehead.
She was dtogether such asorry sight that my heart wasfilled with pity for her and, without thinking what
| did, I licked my fingertips and cleaned her eye with my spittle.

| opened my mouth to ask if she were ever dlowed out of the golden chair encrusted with diamonds and
pearls, but | was prevented by the sound of a door opening behind me. | turned and saw John
Hollyshoeswalk in. | quite expected him to ask mewhat | did there, but he seemed to suspect no
mischief and instead bent down to test the chains and the shackles. These were, like everything esein the
house, somewhat decayed and he was right to doubt their strength. When he had finished he rose and
smiled a me."Will you stay and take a glass of winewith me?' he said. "I have something of arather
particular nature to ask you."

We went to the library where he poured two glasses of wine. He said, "Cousin, | have been meaning to
ask you about that family of women who live upon my English estates and make themsalves so important
at my expense. | haveforgot their name."

"Gathercole?' said |.

"Gathercole. Exactly,” said heand fdl silent for amoment with akind of thoughtful haf-amile upon his
dark face. "l have been awidower seven weeks now," he said, "and | do not believe | was ever so long
without awife before— not since there were women in England to be made wives of. To spegk plainly,
the sweets of courtship grew stale with me along time ago and | wondered if you would be so kind asto

spare me the trouble and advise me which of these women would suit me best.”



"Oh!" said 1. "'l am quite certain that you would heartily didikedl of them!"

Helaughed and put his arm around my shoulders. "Cousin,” he said, "1 am not so hard to please asyou
Suppose.”

"But redly,” said |, "'l cannot advise you in the way you suggest. Y ou must excuse me—indeed | cannot!”
"Oh? And why isthat?'

"Because... Because | intend to marry one of them myself!" | cried.

"| congratulate you, cousin. Which?' | stared at him. "What?' | said.

"Tdl mewhich you intend to marry and | will take another."

"Marianne!" | said, 'No, wait! Isabellal That is..." It struck me very forcibly at that moment that | could
not chuse one without endangering dl the others.

Helaughed at that and affectionately patted my arm. Tour enthusiasm to possess Englishwomenisno
more than | should have expected of Thomas Fairwood's son. But my own appetites are more moderate.
Onewill sufficefor me. | shdl ride over to Allhopein aday or two and chuse one young lady, which will
leavefour for you."

The thought of Isabellaor Marianne or any of them doomed to live for ever in the degradation of
End-Of-All-Hope House! Oh! it istoo horrible to be borne.

| have been gtaring in the mirror for an hour or more. | was dways amazed a Cambridge how quickly
people appeared to take offence a everything | said, but now | see plainly that it was not my words they
hated — it wasthisfairy face. The dark achemy of thisface turnsal my gentle human emationsinto fierce
fary vices. Inagde | am dl despair but thisface shews only fairy scorn. My remorse becomesfairy fury
and my pendvenessisturned to fairy cunning.

Dec. 9th,, 1811.

Thismorning a half past ten | made my proposasto | sabella Gathercole. She— sweet, compliant
creature! —assured methat | had made her the happiest of women. But she could not at first be made to
agreeto a secret engagement.

"Oh!" shesaid. "Certainly mamaand Aunt Edmond will make al sorts of difficulties, but what will secrecy
achieve? Y ou do not know them as| do. Alas, they cannot be reasoned into an understanding of your
excdlent qualities. But they can be worn down. An unending stream of arguments and pleas must be
employed and the sooner it is begun, the sooner it will bring forth the happy resolution we wish for. |
must be tearful; you must be heartbroken. | must get up alittleillness—which will taketime as| am just
now in the most excellent good looks and hedlth.”

What could the mean-spirited scholars of Cambridge not learn from such acharming ingtructress? She
argued so sweetly that | almost forgot what | was about and agreed to al her most reasonable demands.



Inthe end | was obliged to tell her alittletruth. | said that | had recently discovered that | wasrelated to
someone very rich who lived nearby and who had taken agrest liking to me. | said that | hoped to inherit
agresat property very soon; surely it was not unreasonable to suppose that Mrs Gathercole would look
with more favour upon my suit when | was as wedthy as she?

|sabella saw the sense of thisimmediately and would, | think, have begun to spesk again of love and so
forth, only | was obliged to hurry away as| had just observed Marianne going into the breakfast-room.
Marianne was inclined to be quarrelsome at firdt. It was not, she said, that she did not wish to marry me.
After dl, she said, she must marry someone and she believed that she and | might do very well together.
But why must our engagement be a secret? That, she said, seemed amost dishonourable.

"Asyouwish," sad . "I had thought that your affection for me might make you glad to indulge meinthis
one point. And besides, you know, a secret engagement will oblige usto spesk Italian to each other
congtantly.”

Marianneis passonately fond of Italian, particularly snce none of her ssters understand aword. "Oh!
Very well," shesad.

In the garden a half past € even Jane accepted my proposas by leaning up to whisper in my ear: "His
faceisfar as heav'n when springing buds unfold." Shelooked up a me with her soft secret smile and
took both my handsin hers.

In the morning-room alittle before midday | encountered a problem of adifferent sort. Henrietta assured
me that a secret engagement was the very thing to please her most, but begged to be allowed to write of
it to her cousin in Aberdeen. It seemsthat this cousin, Miss Mary Macdonald, is Henrietta's dearest
friend and most regular correspondent, their ages—fifteen and ahdf — being exactly the same.

It was the most curiousthing, she said, but the very week she had first beneld me (and ingtantly falenin
love with me) she had had aletter from Mary Macdonad full of her lovefor a sandy-haired Minister of
the Kirk, the Reverend John McKenzie, who appeared from Mary Macdonald's many detailed
descriptions of him to be dmost as handsome as mysdlf! Did | not agree with her that it was the strangest
thing in the world, this curious resemblance in their Stuations? Her eagernessto inform Mary Macdonald
immediately on dl points concerning our engagement was nat, | fear, unmixed with acertainrivary, for |
suspected that she was not quite sincere in hoping that Mary Macdonald'slove for Mr McKenzie might
enjoy the same happy resolution as her own for me. But since | could not prevent her writing, | was
obliged to agree.

In the drawing-room at three o'clock | finally came upon Kitty who would not &t first listen to any thing
that | had to say, but whirled around the room full of aplan to astound al the village by putting on aplay
inthe barn a Christmas.

"Y ou are not attending to me," said I. "Did not you hear me ask you to marry me?”

"Yes" said she, "and | have aready said that | would. It is you who are not attending to me. Y ou must



advise us upon aplay. |sabellawishes to be someone very beautiful who isvindicated in thelast act,
Marianne will not act unless she can say something in Itdian, Jane cannot be made to understand any
thing about it so it will be best if she does not have to speek at al, Henriettawill do whatever | tell her,
and, oh! | long to be abear! The dearest, wisest old talking bear! Who must dance—like thist And you
may be either asailor or a coachman — it does not matter which, as we have the hat for one and the

boots for the other. Now tell me, Mr Simondlli, what playswould suit us?'

Two o'clock, Dec. 10th., 1811. In the woods between End-Of-All-Hope House and the village
of Allhope. | take out my pen, my inkpot and this book.

"What are you doing?' whimpers Dido, dl afraid.

"Writing my journd,”" | say.

"Now?" says shein amazement. Poor Dido! As| write she keeps up acontinua lament that it will soon
be dark and that the snow falls more heavily —which is| admit agreat nuisance for the flakesfal upon
the page and spoil the letters.

Thismorning my vigilant watch upon the village was rewarded. As| stood in the church-porch, hidden
from al eyes by the thick growth of ivy, | saw Isabellacoming down Upper-stone-lane. A bitter wind
passed over thevillage, loosening the last leaves from the trees and bringing with it afew light flakes of
snow. Suddenly aspinning storm of leaves and snowflakes seemed to take possession of
Upperstone-lane and John Hollyshoes was there, bowing low and smiling.

It isameasure of my firm resolution that | was ableto leave her then, to leave al of them. Everything
about John Hollyshoes struck fear into my heart, from the insnuating tilt of hishead to the enigmatic
gesture of hishands, but | had urgent businessto attend to elsewhere and must trust that the Miss
Gathercoles regard for me will be strong enough to protect them.

| went straight to End-Of-All-Hope House and the moment | appeared in the bare room at the end of the
corridor, Dido cried out, "Oh, sir! Have you come to release me from this horrid place?’

"Why, Dido!" said |, much surprized. "What has happened? | thought you were quite contented.”

"And so0 | was, gr, until you licked your finger and touched my eye. When you did that the Sght of my
eyewas changed. Now if | look through thiseye," — she closed her |eft eye and looked through her right
—"1 am wearing agolden dressin awonderful palace and cradling the sweetest babe that ever | beheld.
Butif | look through this eye," — she closed the right and opened her left — "1 seemto be chained upina
dirty, nasty room with an ugly goblin child to nurse. But," she said hurriedly (for | was about to spesk),
"whichever itis| no longer care, for | am very unhappy here and should very much like to go home."

" am pleased to hear you say so, Dido," said |. Then, warning her not to express any surprize at any
thing | said or did, | put my head out of the door and called for Dando.

Hewaswith mein aningant, bowing low.



"l have amessage from your master,” | said, "whom | met just now in the woods with his new bride. But,
like most Englishwomen, the lady is of a somewhat nervous disposition and she has taken it into her head
that End-Of-All-Hope House is adreadful place full of horrors. So your master and | have put our heads
together and concluded that the quickest way to soothe her fearsisto fetch thiswoman..." —I indicated
Dido—"... whom she knowswell, to meet her. A familiar faceissureto put her at her ease.”

| stopped and gazed, as though in expectation of something, at Dando's dark, twisted face. And he gazed
back at me, perplexed.

"Wdl?' | cried. "What are you waiting for, blockhead? Do as| bid you! Loose the nurse's bonds so that
| may quickly convey her to your master!" And then, in afine counterfeit of one of John Hollyshoes own
fitsof temper, | threatened him with everything | could think of: beatings, incarcerations and
enchantments! | sworeto tell his master of his surliness. | promised that he should be put to work to
untangle al the twigsin the woods and comb smooth dl the grassin the meadows for insulting me and
setting my authority at nought.

Dando isaclever sorite, but | an acleverer. My story was so convincing that he soon went and fetched
the key to unlock Dido'sfetters, but not before he had quite worn me out with apologies and
explanations and pleasfor forgiveness.

When the other servants heard the newsthat their master's English cousin was taking the English nurse
away, it seemed to stir something in their strange clouded minds and they dl came out of their hiding
placesto crowd around us. For thefirst time | saw them clearly. Thiswas most unpleasant for me, but
for Dido it wasfar worse. She told me afterwards that through her right eye she had seen a company of
ladies and gentlemen who bent upon her looks of such kindnessthat it made her wretched to think she
was decelving them, while through her other eye she had seen the goblin forms and faces of John
Hollyshoes servants.

There were horned heads, antlered heads, heads carapaced like insects heads, heads as puckered and
soft asamouldy orange; there were mouths pulled wide by tusks, mouths stretched out into trumpets,
mouths that grinned, mouths that gaped, mouths that dribbled; there were bats ears, cats ears, rats
whiskers; there were ancient eyesin young faces, large, dewy eyesin old worn faces, there were eyes
that winked and blinked in parts of anatomy where | had never before expected to see any eyesat al.
The goblinswere lodged in every part of the house: there was scarcely a crack in the wainscotting which
did not harbour astaring eye, scarcely agap in the banisters without anose or snout poking through it.
They prodded uswith their horny fingers, they pulled our hair and they pinched us black and blue. Dido
and | ran out of End-Of-All-Hope House, jumped up upon Quaker's back and rode away into the winter
woods.

Snow fell thick and fast from a sea-green sky. The only sounds were Quaker's hooves and the jingle of
Quaker's harness as he shook himself.



At first we made good progress, but then athin mist came up and the path through the woods no longer
led where it was supposed to. We rode so long and so far that — unless the woods had grown to be the
sze of Derbyshire and Nottinghamshire together —we must have come to the end of them, but we never
did. And whichever path | chose we were for ever riding past awhite gate with asmooth, dry lane
beyond it —aremarkably dry lane considering the amount of snow which had fallen —and Dido asked me
severa timeswhy we did not go down it. But | did not carefor it. It was the most commonplace lanein
the world, but awind blew aong it —ahot wind like the breath of an oven, and there was a smdll as of
burning flesh mixed with sulphur.

When it became clear that riding did no more than wear out ourselves and our horse | told Dido that we
must tie Quaker to atree —which we did. Then we climbed up into the branches to await the arrival of
John Hollyshoes.

Seven o'clock, the same day.

Dido told me how she had always heard from her mother that red berries, such as rowan-berries, are
excdllent protection againgt fairy magic.

"There are some over therein that thicket," she said.

But she must have been looking with her enchanted eyefor | saw, not red berries at dl, but the
chestnut-coloured flanks of Pandemonium, John Hollyshoes horse.

Then thetwo fairies on their fairy-horses were standing before us with the white snow tumbling across
them.

"Ah, cousin!" cried John Hollyshoes. "How do you do? | would shake hands with you, but you are alittle
out of reach up there." Helooked highly delighted and asfull of madice asapudding isof plums. "l have
had avery exagperating morning. It ssemsthat the young gentlewomen have dl contracted themselvesto
someone else—yet none will say to whom. Isthat not amost extraordinary thing?”

"Mog," sad .

"And now the nurse has run away." He eyed Dido sourly. "I never was so thwarted, and were | to
discover the author of al my misfortunes—well, cousin, what do you suppose that | would do?’

"I have not the least ideg," said .

"I would kill him," said he. "No matter how dearly | loved him."

Theivy that grew about our tree began to shakeitsdf and to ripple like water. At first | thought that
something was trying to escape from beneeth it, but then | saw that the vy itsaf was moving. Strands of
ivy like questing snakes rose up and wrapped themsalves around my anclesand legs.

"Oh!" cried Dido in afright and tried to pull them off me.

Theivy did not only move; it grew. Soon my legs were lashed to the tree by fresh, young strands; they
coiled around my chest and wound around the upper part of my right arm. They threatened to engulf my



journd but | was careful to keep that out of harm's way. They did not stop until they caressed my neck,
leaving me uncertain as to whether John Hollyshoes intended to strangle me or merely to pin meto the
tree until | froze to desth.

John Hollyshoes turned to Dando. "Are you desf, Ironbrains? Did you never hear me say that heisas
accomplished aliar asyou and 17" He paused to box Dando's ear. "Are you blind? Look at him! Can
you not perceive the fierce fairy heart that might commit murder with indifference? Come here, Unsedlie
elf! Let me poke some new holesin your face! Perhaps you will see better out of those!™

| waited patiently until my cousin had stopped jabbing at his servant's face with the blunt end of hiswhip
and until Dando had ceased howling. "I am not sure,” | said, "whether | could commit murder with
indifference, but | am perfectly willing to try." With my freearm | turned to the page in my journa wherel
have described my arrival in Allhope. | leant out of the tree asfar as| could (thiswas very easily
accomplished astheivy held me snug againgt the trunk) and above John Hollyshoes head | made the
curious gesture that | had seen him make over the old man's head.

Wewere dl as till asthefrozen trees, as Slent asthe birdsin the thickets and the beastsin their holes.
Suddenly John Hollyshoes burst out, "Cousin...!"

It was the last word he ever spoke. Pandemonium, who appeared to know very well what was about to
happen, reared up and shook his master from his back, as though terrified that he too might be caught up
in my spell. There was ahorrible rending sound; trees shook; birds sprang, cawing, into theair. Any one
would have supposed that it was the whole world, and not merely some worthlessfairy, that was being
torn gpart. | looked down and John Hollyshoes lay in two neat halves upon the snow.

"Hal" sad .

"Oh!" cried Dido.

Dando gave ascream which if | wereto try to reproduce it by means of the English aphabet would
possess more syllables than any word hitherto seen. Then he caught up Pandemonium's reins and rode
off with that extraordinary speed of which | know him to be capable.

The death of John Hollyshoes had weakened the spell he had cast on the ivy and Dido and | were able
quite easily to tear it away. We rode back to Allhope where| restored her to joyful parent, loving
husband, and hungry child. My parishioners came to the cottage to load me with praises, grateful thanks,
promises of future aid, etc., etc. | however wastired to death and, after making a short speech advising
them to benefit from the example | had given them of courage and selflessness, | pleaded the excuse of a
head ach to come home.

Onething, however, has vexed me very much and that is there was no time to conduct a proper
examination of John Hollyshoes body. For it occursto methat just as Reason is seated in the brain of
Man, so we Fairies may contain within oursalves some organ of Magic. Certainly thefairy's bisected

corpse had some curious features. | append here arough sketch and afew notes describing the waysin



which Fairy anatomy appears to depart from Human anatomy. | intend to be in the woods at first light to
examine the corpse more closdly.

Dec. 11th., 1811.

The body isgone. Dando, | suppose, has spirited it away. Thisis most vexatious as | had hoped to have
it sent to Mr Balllies anatomy school in Great Windmill-street in London. | suppose that the baby in the
bare room at the end of the corridor will inherit End-Of-All-Hope House and al John Hollyshoes

estates, but perhapstheloss of Dido's milk at thissignificant period initslife will prevent its growing up as
strong in wickedness as its parent.

| have not abandoned my own hopes of inheriting my father's estate and may very well pursue my claim
when | havethetime. | have never heard that the possession of an extensive property in Fagrie was
incompatible with the duties of a priest of the Church of England —indeed | do not believethat | ever
heard the subject mentioned.

Dec. 17th., 1811.

| have been most villainoudy betrayed by the Reverend John McKenzie! | take it particularly hard since
he isthe person from whom — as afellow clergyman — I might most reasonably have expected support. It
appearsthat heisto marry the heiressto a castle and severa hundred miles of bleak Scottish wilderness
in Caithness. | hope there may be bogs and that John M cKenzie may drown in them. Disappointed love
has, | regret to say, screwed Miss Mary Macdonad up to such a pitch of anger that she has turned upon
Henriettaand me. She writesto Henrietta that sheis certain | am not be trusted and she threstensto
write to Mrs Gathercole and Mrs Edmond. Henriettais not afraid; rather she exultsin the coming storm.
"Y ou will protect mel" she cried, her eyesflashing with strange brilliance and her face flushed with
excitement.

"My dear girl,” sad |, "l will be dead.”

Dec. 20th., 1811.
George Hollinsclough was here amoment ago with amessage that | am to wait upon Mrs Gathercole

and Mrs Edmond immediately. | take one last fond look around this room...



Tom Brightwind or How the Fairy Bridge Was Built at Thor esby

The friendship between the eighteenth-century Jewish physician, David Montefiore, and thefairy, Tom
Brightwind, is remarkably well documented. In addition to Montefiore's own journads and family papers,
we have numerous descriptions of encounters with Montefiore and Brightwind by e ghteenth- and
early-nineteenth-century letter-writers, diarists and essayists. Montefiore and Brightwind seem, a one
time or another, to have met most of the great men of the period. They discussed davery with Boswell
and Johnson, played dominoes with Diderot, got drunk with Richard Brindey Sheridan and, upon one
famous occasion, surprized Thomas Jefferson in his garden a Monticello.

Y &, fascinating as these contemporary accounts are, our most vivid portrait of this unusud friendship
comes from the plays, stories and songswhich it ingpired. In the early nineteenth century "Tom and
David" stories wereimmensaly popular both here and in Faerie Minor, but in the latter half of the century
they fell out of favour in Europe and the United States. It became fashionable among Europeans and
Americansto picturefariesas smdl, defenceless creatures. Tom Brightwind — loud, egotistical and Six
feet tal —was most emphatically not the sort of fairy that Arthur Conan Doyle and Charles Dodgson
hoped to find at the bottom of their gardens.

Thefollowing story first appeared in Blackwood's Magazine (Edinburgh: September, 1820) and was
reprinted in Slenus's Review (Faerie Minor: April, 1821). Consdered asliteratureit is deeply
unremarkable. It suffersfrom al the usua defects of second-rate early-nineteenth-century writing.
Neverthdess, if read with proper attention, it uncovers agreat many facts about thisenigmatic raceand is
particularly enlightening on the troublesome relationship between fairies and their children.

Professor James Sutherland
Research Indtitute of Sidhe Studies
University of Aberdeen

October 1999

For mogt of itslength Shoe-lanein the City of London follows a gentle curve and it never occursto most
people to wonder why. Y et if they were only to look up (and they never do) they would see the ancient
wall of animmense round tower and it would immediately become apparent how the lane curvesto
accommodate the tower.

Thisisonly one of the towersthat guard Tom Brightwind's house. From his earliest youth Tom wasfond
of travelling about and seeing everything and, in order that he might do this more conveniently, he placed

each tower in adifferent part of the world. From one tower you step out into Shoe-lane; another



occupiesthe greater part of asmall idand in the middle of a Scottish loch; athird looks out upon the
disma beauty of an Algerian desert; afourth stlands upon Drying-Green-dtreet in acity in Faerie Minor;
and so on. With characteristic exuberance Tom named this curioudy constructed house Castel des
Tours saunz Nowmbre, which meansthe Castle of Innumerable Towers. David Montefiore had counted
the innumerable towersin 1764. There were fourteen of them.

Onamorning in June in 1780 David Montefiore knocked upon the door of the Shoe-lane tower. He
inquired of the porter where Tom might be found and wastold that the master wasin hislibrary.

As David walked aong dim, echoing corridors and trotted up immense stone staircases, he bade a
cheerful "Good Morning! Good Morning!" to everyone he passed. But the only answer that he got was
doubtful nods and curious stares, for no matter how often he visited the house, the inhabitants could
never get used to him. Hisface was neither dazzlingly handsome nor twisted and repulsive. Hisfigure was
amilarly undistinguished. His countenance expressed neither withering scorn, nor irresstible fascination,
but only good humour and adisposition to think well of everyone. It wasamystery to the fairy inhabitants
of Castel des Tours Saunz Nowmbre why any one should wish to wear such an expression upon his
face.

Tomwas not in thelibrary. The room was occupied by ninefairy princesses. Nine exquisite heads turned
in perfect unison to sare at David. Nine silk gowns bewildered the eye with their different colours. Nine
different perfumes mingled in the air and made thinking difficult.

They were afew of Tom Brightwind's grand-daughters. Princess Caritas, Princess Bellona, Princess
Alba Perfecta, Princess Lachrimaand Princess Flammiferawere one set of ssters; Princess
Honey-of-the-Wild-Bees, Princess Lament-from-across-the-Water, Princess
Kiss-upon-a-True-Love's-Grave and Princess Bird-in-the-Hand were another.

"O David ben Israd!" said Princess Caritas. "How completdly charming!” and offered him her hand.
"You are busy, Highnesses," hesad, | fear | disturb you."

"Not redly,” said Princess Caritas. "We are writing lettersto our cousins. Duty letters, that isal. Be
segted, O David ben Israd.”

"Y ou did not say that they are our femae cousins," said Princess Honey-of-the-Wild-Bees. "Y ou did not
make that plain. | should not like the Jewish doctor to run away with the idea that we write to any other
sort of cousin.”

"To our femae cousins naturally” said Princess Caritas.

"We do not know our male cousins,”" Princess Hammiferainformed David.

"We do not even know their names," added Princess Lament-from-across-the-Water.

"And even if we did, wewould not dream of writing to them,” remarked Princess Alba Perfecta.
"Though we are told they are very handsome," said Princess Lachrima.

"Handsome?' said Princess Caritas. "Whatever gave you that idea? | am sure | do not know whether



they are handsome or not. | do not care to know. | never think of such things."

"Oh now, really my sweet!" replied Princess Lachrimawith abrittle laugh. "Tell thetruth, do! Y ou
scarcely ever think of any thing ese.”

Princess Caritas gave her aster aviciouslook. "And to which of your cousins are you writing?" asked
David quickly.

.rolgrane..”

"Nimue..."

"Elare.."

"And Morgana."

"Ugly girls,”" remarked Princess Caritas. "Not their fault,” said Princess Honey-of -the-Wild-Bees
generoudly.

"And will they be away long?' asked David.

"Oh!" sad Princess Hammifera

"Oh!" said Princess Caritas.

"Oh!" said Princess Honey-of-the-Wild-Bees.

"They have been sent away," said Princess Bellona

"For ever..." said Princess Lament-from-across-the-Wate.

"...and aday," added Princess Hammifera

"We thought everybody knew that," said Princess Alba Perfecta.

"Grandfather sent them away," said Princess Kiss-upon-a-True-Love's-Grave.

"They offended Grandfather,” said Princess Bird-in-the-Hand.

"Grandfather ismost displeased with them," said Princess Lament-from-across-the-Water.

"They have been sent to livein ahouse," said Princess Caritas.

"Not anice house," warned Princess Alba Perfecta.

"A nasty house!" said Princess Lachrima, with sparkling eyes. "With nothing but mae servants! Nasty,
dirty male servants with thick ugly fingers and hair on the knuckles! Made servants who will doubtless
shew them no respect!” Lachrima put on aknowing, amused look. "Though perhaps they may shew them
something ds2!" shesad.

Caritas laughed. David blushed.

"The houseisin awood," continued Princess Bird-in-the-Hand.

"Not anicewood," added Princess Bellona.

"A nasty wood!" said Princess Lachrimaexcitedly. "A thoroughly damp and dark wood, full of spiders
and creepy, dimy, foul-amédling ..."

"And why did your grandfather send them to thiswood?' asked David quickly.

"Oh! Igraine got married,” said Princess Caritas.



"Secretly,” said Princess Lament-from-across-the-Water.

"We thought everyone knew that," said Princess Kiss-upon-a-True-Love's-Grave.

"Shemarried a Chrigtian man,” explained Princess Caritas.

"Her harpsichord master!" said Princess Bellona, beginning to giggle.

"He played such beautiful concertos,” said Princess Alba Perfecta.

"He had such beautiful..." began Princess Lachrima

"Rimal Will you desst?' said Princess Caritas.

"Cousins," said Princess Honey-of -the-Wild-Bees swestly, "when you are banished to adark, damp
wood, we will writeto you.

"I did wonder, you know," said Princess Kiss-upon-a-True-Love's-Grave, "when she began to take
harpsichord lessons every day. For she was never so fond of music till Mr Cartwright came. Then they
took to shutting the door —which, | may say, | was very sorry for, the harpsichord being a particular
favourite of mine. And so, you know, | used to creep to the door to listen, but a quarter of an hour might
go by and | would not hear asingle note — except perhaps the odd discordant plink asif one of them had
accidentally leant upon the instrument. Once | thought | would go in to see what they were doing, but
when [ tried the handle of the door | discovered that they had turned the key in thelock..."

"Bequiet, Kissl" said Princess Lament-from-across-the-Water.

"Shel'sonly caled Kiss," explained Princess Lachrimato David hepfully. " She's never actually kissed
any one."

"But | do not quite understand,” said David. "If Princess Igraine married without her grandfather's
permission, then that of courseis very bad. Upon important matters children ought alwaysto consult their
parents, or those who stand in the place of parents. Likewise parents— or aswe havein this case,
grandparents— ought to consider not only the financia aspects of amarriage and the rank of the
prospective bride or bridegroom, but aso the child's character and likely chances of happiness with that
person. Theinclinations of the child's heart ought to be of paramount importance...”

As David continued meditating out loud upon the various reciproca duties and responsibilities of parents
and children, Princess Honey-of -the-Wild-Bees stared at him with an expression of mingled disbelief and
distaste, Princess Caritas yawned loudly and Princess Lachrimamimed someone fainting with boredom.
"... But evenif Princess Igraine offended her grandfather inthisway,” said David, "why were her sgters
punished with her?"

"Because they did not stop her of course,” said Princess Alba Perfecta.

"Becausethey did not tell Grandfather what she was about,”" said Princess
Lament-from-across-the-Water.

"We thought everybody knew that," said Princess Bird-in-the-Hand.

"What happened to the harpsichord master?' asked David.



Princess Lachrima opened her large violet-blue eyes and leant forward with great eagerness, but at that
moment avoice was heard in the corridor.

"... but when | had shot the third crow and plucked and skinned it, | discovered that it had a heart of
solid diamond — just as the old woman had saild — so, as you see, the afternoon was not entirely wasted.”
Tom Brightwind had a bad habit of beginning to talk long before he entered aroom, so that the people
whom he addressed only ever heard the end of what he wished to say to them.

"What?' said David.

"Not entirely wasted," repeated Tom.

Tom was about six feet tall and unusually handsome even for afairy prince (for it must be said thet in fairy
society the upper ranks generdly make it their business to be better-looking than the commoners). His
complexion gleamed with such extraordinary good hedlth that it seemed to possess afaint opaescence,
dightly unnerving to behold. He had recently put off hiswig and taken to wearing hisnaturd hair which
was long and straight and avivid chestnut-brown colour. His eyes were blue, and he looked (as he had
looked for the last three or four thousand years) about thirty years of age. He glanced about him, raised
one perfect fairy eye-brow and muttered sourly, "Oak and Ash, but there are alot of women in this
room!"

Therewasarugtle of ninesilk gowns, the dight click of door, afind exhaation of perfume, and suddenly
there were no princessesat al.

"So where have you been?' said Tom, throwing himself into a chair and taking up a newspaper. |
expected you yesterday. Did you not get my message?’

"I could not come. | had to attend to my patients. Indeed | cannot stay long thismorning. | am on my
way to see Mr Monkton."

Mr Monkton was arich old gentleman who lived in Lincoln. He wrote David | etters describing a curious
painin hisleft sde and David wrote back with advice upon medicines and treatments.

"Not that he placesany faithinwhat | tel him," said David cheerfully. "He aso corresponds with a
physician in Edinburgh and a sort of sorcerer in Dublin. Then thereisthe gpothecary in Lincoln who vigts
him. We all contradict one another but it does not matter because he trusts none of us. Now he has
written to say heisdying and at this criss we are summoned to attend him in person. The Scottish
physician, the Irish wizard, the English apothecary and me! | am quite looking forward to it! Nothing isso
pleasant or instructive as the society and conversation of one's peers. Do not you agree?

Tom shrugged. "Isthe old man redlly ill?" he asked.

"l do not know. | never saw him."

Tom glanced a his newspaper again, put it down againinirritation, yawned and said, "l believe | shdll
comewith you." Hewaited for David to express his rapture at this news.

What in the world, wondered David, did Tom think there would be at Lincoln to amuse him? Long



medica conversationsin which he could take no part, aquerulous sick old gentleman and the putrid airs
and hush of asick-room! David was upon the point of saying something to this effect, when it occurred
to him that, actualy, it would be no bad thing for Tom to cometo Lincoln. David wasthe son of a
famous Venetian rabbi. From his youth he had been accustomed to debate good principles and right
conduct with al sorts of grave Jewish persons. These conversations had formed his own character and
he naturally supposed that asmall measure of the same could not help but improve other peoplée's. In
short he had cometo bdieve that if only one talkslong enough and expresses onesdlf properly, itis
perfectly possible to argue peopleinto being good and happy. With thisaim he generdly took it upon
himsdlf to quarrd with Tom Brightwind severa times aweek — al without noticeable effect. But just now
he had a great ded to say about the unhappy fate of the harpsichord master's bride and her ssters, and a
long ride north was the perfect opportunity to say it.

So the horses were fetched from the stables, and David and Tom got on them. They had not gone far
before David began.

"Who?" asked Tom, not much interested.

"The Princesses Igraine, Nimue, Elaine and Morgana.”

"Oh! Yes, | sent themto livein... What do you call that wood on the far side of Pity-Me? What isthe
name that you put upon it? No, it escapes me. Anyway, there.”

"But eternd banishment!" cried David in horror. "Thaose poor girlst How can you bear the thought of
them in such torment?*

"| bear it very well, asyou see," said Tom. "But thank you for your concern. To own thetruth, | am
thankful for any measure that reduces the number of women in my house. David, | tell you, those girls
tak constantly. Obvioudy | talk agreat dedl too. But then | am alwaysdoing things. | havemy library. |
am the patron of three theatres, two orchestras and auniversity. | have numerousinterestsin Faerie
Maor. | have seneschals, magistrates and proctorsin dl the variouslands of which | am sovereign, who
are obliged to consult my pleasure congtantly. | am involved in..." Tom counted quickly on hislong, white
fingers. ... thirteen wars which are being prosecuted in Faerie Mgor. In one particularly complicated
cae | have dlied mysdf with the Millstone Beast and with his enemy, LaDame d'Aprigny, and sent
armiesto both of them..." Tom paused here and frowned at his horse's ears. "Which means| suppose
that | am at war with myself. Now why did | do that?' He seemed to consider amoment or two, but
making no progress he shook his head and continued. "What was | saying? Oh, yes! So naturally | have
agreat ded to say. But those girls do nothing. Absolutely nothing! A little embroidery, afew music
lessons. Oh! and they read English novels! David! Did you ever look into an English novel ? Well, do not
trouble yoursdlf. It isnothing but alot of nonsense about girlswith fanciful names getting married.”

"But thisis precisay the point | wish to make," said David. "Y our children lack proper occupation. Of
course they will find some mischief to get up to. What do you expect?’



David often lectured Tom upon the responsbilities of parenthood which annoyed Tom who considered
himsdlf to be aquite exemplary fairy parent. He provided generoudy for his children and grandchildren
and only in exceptiond circumstances had any of them put to degth.

"Y oung women must stay a home quietly until they marry," said Tom. "What e se would you have?'

"l admit that | cannot imagine any other system for regulating the behaviour of young Christian and Jewish
women. But in ther case the interva between the schoolroom and marriageis only afew years. For fairy
women it may stretch into centuries. Have you no other way of managing your femae relations? Must
you imitate Chrigtiansin everything you do? Why! Y ou even dress asif you were a Chrigtian!™

"Asdo you," countered Tom.

"And you have trimmed your long fairy eye-brows."

"Atleast | still have eye-brows,” retorted Tom. Whereisyour beard, Jew? Did Moses wear alittle grey
wig?' He gave David'swig of neat curls acontemptuousflip. "I do not think so."

"Y ou do not even speak your own language!” said David, straightening hiswig.

"Neither do you," said Tom.

David immediately replied that Jews, unlike fairies, honoured their past, ooke Hebrew in their prayers
and upon dl sorts of ritua occasons. "But to return to the problem of your daughtersand
grand-daughters, what did you do when you were in the brugh?"

Thiswastactless. The word "brugh" was deeply offensve to Tom. No one who customarily dressesin
gpotless white linen and amidnight-blue coat, whose nails are exquisitely manicured, whose hair gleams
like polished mahogany —in short no one of such refined tastes and delicate habits likes to be reminded
that he spent the first two or three thousand years of his existence in adamp dark hole, wearing (when he
took the trouble to wear any thing at dl) akilt of coarse, undyed wool and a mouldering rabbitskin cloak.
"Inthe brugh," said Tom, lingering on the word with ironic emphasisto shew that it was asubject polite
people did not mention, "the problem did not arise. Children were born and grew up in complete
ignorance of their paternity. | have not the least ideawho my father was. | never felt any curiosity on the
metter."

By two o'clock Tom and David had reached Nottinghamshire, a county which isfamousfor the
greenwood which once spread over it. Of course at thislate date the forest was no longer a hundredth
part of what it once had been, but there were till anumber of very ancient treesand Tom was
determined to pay his respects to those he considered his particular friends and to shew hisdisdain of
those who had not behaved well towards him. So long was Tom in greeting hisfriends, that David began
to be concerned about Mr Monkton.

"But you said hewasnot redly ill," said Tom.

"That was not what | said a dl! But whether heisor not, | have aduty to reach him assoon as| can.”

"Very well! Very well! How crossyou arel™ said Tom. "Where are you going? Theroad is just over



there”

"But we came from the other direction.”

"No, we did not. Well, perhaps. | do not know. But both roadsjoin up later on so it cannot matter in the
least which we chuse."

Tom'sroad soon dwindled into anarrow and poorly marked track which led to the banks of a broad
river. A small, desolate-looking town stood upon the opposite bank. The road resppeared on the other
sde of the town and it was odd to see how it grew broader and more confident asit left the town and
travelled on to happier places.

"How peculiar!” said Tom. "Whereisthe bridge?’

"There does not seem to be one."

"Then how are weto get across?'

"Thereisaferry,” said David.

A long iron chain stretched between astone pillar on thisside of the river and another pillar on the
opposite bank. Also on the other Side of the river was an ancient flat-bottomed boat attached to the
chain by two iron brackets. An ancient ferryman appeared and hauled the boat across the river by means
of the chain. Then Tom and David led the horses on to the boat and the ancient ferryman hauled them
back over.

David asked the ferryman what the town was called.

"Thoresby, dr," said the man.

Thoresby proved to be nothing more than afew streets of shabby houses with soiled, dusty windows and
broken roofs. An ancient cart was abandoned in the middle of what appeared to be the principal Street.
There was amarket cross and a marketplace of sorts— but weeds and thorns grew there in abundance,
suggesting there had been no actual market for severd years. There was only one gentleman's residence
to be seen: atall old-fashioned house built of grey limestone, with agreat many tall gablesand chimneys.
This at least was a respectable-looking place though in adecidedly provincid style.

Thoresby's only inn was caled The Whed of Fortune. The sign shewed anumber of people boundto a
great whed which was being turned by Fortune, represented here by a bright pink lady wearing nothing
but ablindfold. In keeping with the town's dgjected air the artist had chosen to omit the customary figures
representing good fortune and had instead shewn al the people bound to Fortune's whedl in the process
of being crushed to pieces or being hurled into the air to their deaths.

With such sights as these to encourage them, the Jew and the fairy rode through Thoresby at a smart trot.
The open road was just in Sght when David heard acry of " Gentlemen! Gentlemen!" and the sound of
rapid footsteps. So he halted his horse and turned to see what was the matter.

A man came running up.

He was amost odd-looking creature. His eyes were small and practically colourless. His nose wasthe



shape of asmall bread roll, and his ears—which were round and pink —might have been attractive on a
baby, but in no way suited him. But what was most peculiar was the way in which eyes and nose huddled
together at the top of hisface, having presumably quarrelled with his mouth which had set up a separate
establishment for itsaf halfway down his chin. He was very shabbily dressed and his bare head had athin
covering of pae stubble upon it.

"Y ou have not paid thetoll, Srdl" he cried. "What toll 7" asked David.

"Why! Theferry toll! Thetoll for crossng theriver.”

"Yes. Yes, wehave" said David. "We paid the man who carried us acrosstheriver."

The odd-looking man smiled. "No, sr!" he said. "Y ou paid the feg, the ferryman's penny! But thetall is
quite another thing. Thetoll islevied upon everyone who crossestheriver. It isowed to Mr Wingtanley
and | collect it. A man and ahorse is sixpence. Two men and two horsesis twelvepence.”

"Do you meanto say," said David in astonishment, "that a person must pay twice to cometo this
miserable place?’

"Thereisnotoll, David," said Tom airily. "This scoundrel merely wishes usto give him twelvepence.”
The odd-looking man continued to smile, athough the expression of his eyes had rather amalicious
goarkletoit. "The gentleman may insult meif hewishes," hesaid. "Insultsarefree. But | beg leaveto
inform the gentleman that | am very far from being ascoundrel. | am alawyer. Oh, yes! An attorney
consulted by people asfar afield as Southwell. But my chief occupation isas Mr Wingtanley'sland agent
and man of business. My name, g, is Pewley Wittd"

"A lavyer?' said David. "Oh, | do beg your pardon!™

"David!" cried Tom. "When did you ever see alawyer that looked like that? Look at him! Hisrascaly
shoes are broken dl to bits. There are great holesin his vagabond's coat and he has no wig! Of course
heisascoundre!" He leant down from histal horse. "We are leaving now, scoundrel. Goodbye!”
"These are my doppy clothes,” said Pewley Witts sullenly. "My wig and good coat are at home. | had no
time to put them on when Peter Dawkins came and told me that two gentlemen had crossed by the ferry
and were leaving Thoresby without paying the toll —which, by the bye, is still twelvepence, gentlemen,
and | would be much obliged if you would pay it."

A devout Jew must discharge his debts promptly — however inadvertently those debts might have been
incurred; agentleman ought never to procrastinate in such matters; and, as David considered himsdlf to
be both those things, he was most anxiousto pay Pewley Witts twelvepence. A fairy, on the other hand,
seesthings differently. Tom was determined not to pay. Tom would have endured years of torment rather
than pay.

Pewley Witts watched them argue the point back and forth. Findly he shrugged. "Under the
circumstances, gentlemen,” he said, "'l think you had better talk to Mr Winganley."

Heled them to the tall stone house they had noticed before. A high stone wall surrounded the house and



there was alittle stone yard which was quite bare except for two smal stone lions. They were cruddly
made things, with round, surprized eyes, snarlsfull of triangular teeth, and fanciful manesthat more
resembled foliage than fur.

A pretty maidservant answered the door. She glanced briefly at Pewley Witts and David Montefiore, but
finding nothing to interest her there, her gaze travelled on to Tom Brightwind who was staring down at the
lions

"Good morning, Lucy!" said Pewley Witts. "Isyour master within?"

"Where dsewould hebe?' said Lucy, dill gazing & Tom.

"These two gentlemen object to paying thetoll, and so | have brought them here to argue it out with Mr
Wingtanley. Go and tell him that we are here. And be quick about it, Lucy. | an wanted a home. We are
killing the spotted pig today.”

Despite Pewley Witts urging, it seemed that Lucy did not immediately deliver the message to her magter.
A few moments|ater from an open window above his head, David heard a sort of interrogatory murmur
followed by Lucy'svoice exclaming, "A beautiful gentleman! Oh, madam! The most beautiful gentleman
you ever saw inyour lifel”

"What is happening?' asked Tom, drifting back from his examination of thelions.

"The maid isdescribing meto her mistress,” said David.

"Oh," said Tom and drifted away again.

A face appeared briefly at the window.

"Oh, yes," came Lucy'svoice again, "and Mr Witts and another person arewith him."

Lucy regppeared and conducted Tom, David and Pewley Witts through a succession of remarkably
empty chambers and passageways to an apartment at the back of the house. It was odd to see how, in
contrast to the other rooms, this was comfortably furnished with red carpets, gilded mirrors and
blue-and-white china. Yet it was dill alittle sombre. The wals were panelled in dark wood and the
curtains were half-drawn across two tal windowsto create a sort of twilight. The wallswere hung with
engravings but, far from enlivening the gloom, they only added to it. They were portraits of worthy and
historical personages, dl of whom gppeared to have been in an extremely bad temper when they sat for
their likenesses. Here were more scowls, frowns and stares than David had seeninalong time.

At the far end of the room a gentleman lay upon a sopha piled with cushions. He wore an elegant
green-and-white chintz morning gown and loose Turkish dippers upon hisfeet. A lady, presumably Mrs
Winganley, sat inachair a hisside.

Astherewasno one e'seto do it for them, Tom and David were obliged to introduce themselves (an
awkward ceremony at the best of times). David told Mr and Mrs Wingtanley his profession, and Tom
was able to convey merely by hisway of saying his name that he was someone of quite unimaginable

importance.



Mr Winganley received them with greet politeness, welcoming them to his house (which he called
Mickelgrave House). They found it alittle odd, however, that he did not trouble to rise from the sopha—
or indeed move any of hislimbsin the dightest degree. His voice was soft and his smilewas gentle. He
had pleasant, regular features and an unusually white complexion —the complexion of someone who
hardly ever ventured out of doors.

MrsWingtanley (who rose and curtsied) wore a plain gown of blackberry-coloured silk with the merest
edging of white lace. She had dark hair and dark eyes. Had she only smiled alittle, she would have been
extremely lovely.

Pewley Witts explained that Mr Brightwind refused to pay thetoll.

"Oh no, Witts No!" cried Mr Winstanley upon the instant. " These gentlemen need pay no toll. The
sublimity of their conversation will be payment enough, | am certain.” He turned to Tom and David.
"Gentlemen! For reasonswhich | will explain to you inamoment | rarely go abroad. Truth to own | do
not often leave this room and consequently my daily society is confined to men of inferior rank and
education, such as Witts. | can scarcely express my pleasure at seeing you here!” Heregarded David's
dark, un-English face with mild interest. "Montefioreisan Itdlian name, | think. You areltdian, Sr?

"My father wasbornin Venice," said David, "but that city, sadly, has hardened its heart towards the
Jews. My family isnow settled in London. We hopein timeto be English.”

Mr Winstanley nodded gently. Therewas, after dl, nothing in the world so natura as people wishing to
be English. "Y ou are welcometoo, Sir. | am glad to say that | am completdly indifferent to aman's having
adifferent rdigion frommine."

MrsWinganley leant over and murmured something in her husband's e=r.

"No," answered Mr Wingtanley softly, "1 will not get dressed today."

"You areill, Sr?" asked David. "If thereisany thing | can...”

Mr Winganley laughed asif thiswere highly amusing. "No, no, physician! Y ou cannot earn your fee quite
aseadly asthat. Y ou cannot persuade methat | fed unwell when| do not." Heturned to Tom
Brightwind with asmile. "The foreigner can never quite comprehend that there are more important

cons derations than money. He can never quite understand that thereisatimeto leave off doing

"l did not mean..." began David, colouring.

Mr Winsgtanley smiled and waved his hand to indicate that whatever David might have meant was of very
little Significance. "1 am not offended in the least. | make alowancesfor you, Dottore.” He leant back
delicatdy againg the cushions. "Gentlemen, | am aman who might achieve remarkable things. | have
within me acapacity for greatness. But | am prevented from accomplishing even the least of my ambitions
by the peculiar circumstances of thistown. Y ou have seen Thoresby. | dare say you are shocked at its
wretched appearance and the astonishing idleness of the townspeople. Why, look at Witts! In other



towns lawyers are respectable people. A lawyer in another town would not daughter hisown pig. A
lawyer in another town would wear avevet coat. His shirt would not be stained with gravy.”
"Precisdy,” said Tom, looking with greet disdain at the lawyer.

David was quite disgusted that any one should spesk to hisinferiorsin so rude amanner and he looked
at Wittsto see how he bore with thistreatment. But Witts only smiled and David could dmost have
fancied he was Smple, had it not been for themalicein hiseyes.

"Andyet," continued Mr Winganley, "I would not have you think that Wittsis solely to blamefor his
dovenly gppearance and lack of industry. Witts lifeisblighted by Thoresby's difficulties, which are
caused by what? Why, the lack of abridge!™

Pewley Witts nudged Mr Wingtanley with hiselbow. "Tell them about Julius Caesar.”

"Oh!" said MrsWingtanley, looking up in darm. "I do not think these gentlemen wish to be troubled with
Julius Caesar. | dare say they heard enough of himin their schoolrooms.”

"On the contrary, madam," said Tom, in accents of mild reproach, "I for one can never grow tired of
hearing of that illustrious and courageous gentleman. Pray go on, Sir.” Tom sat back, his head supported
on hishand and his eyesfixed upon Mrs Winganley's elegant form and sweet face.

"Y ou should know, gentlemen,” began Mr Winganley, "that | have looked into the history of thistown
and it seems our difficulties began with the Romans—whom you may see represented in thisroom by
Julius Caesar. His portrait hangs between the door and that pot of hyacinths. The Romans, as| dare say
you know, built roadsin England that were remarkable for both their excellence and their Straightness. A
Roman road passes very close to Thoresby. Indeed, had the Romans followed their own salf-imposed
principle of straightness, they ought by rightsto have crossed the river here, at Thoresby. But they
allowed themselves to be deterred. There was some problem — a certain marshyness of theland, |
believe —and so they deviated from their course and crossed theriver at Newark. At Newark they built
atown with temples and markets and | do not know what el se, while Thoresby remained a desolate
marsh. Thiswasthefirst of many occas ons upon which Thoresby suffered for other peoples mora
falings"

"Lady Anne Lutterell," prompted Pewley Witts.

"Oh, Mr Winganley!" said hiswife, with alittleforced laugh. "1 must protest. Indeed | must. Mr
Brightwind and Mr Montefiore do not wish to concern themselveswith Lady Anne. | fed certain that
they do not carefor history at dl."

"Oh! quite, madam!™ said Tom. "What passesfor history these daysis extraordinary. Kingswho are
remembered morefor their long dull speeches than for any thing they did upon the battlefield,
governments full of fat old men with grey hair, dl looking the same—who cares about such stuff? But if
you are speaking of red history, true history — by which of course | mean the spirited description of

heroic personages of ancient times—Why! thereis nothing which delights me more!”



"Lady Anne Lutterdl,” said Mr Wingtanley, taking no notice of either of them, "was arich widow who
lived at Ossington." (MrsWinstanley looked down at her folded handsin her [ap.) "Thereisapicture of
her ladyship between that little writing table and the longcase clock. It was widdy known that she
intended to leave alarge sum of money as an act of piety to build abridge in this exact pot. The bridge
was promised and in anticipation of this promise the town of Thoresby was built. But at the last moment
she changed her mind and built a chantry instead. | dare say, Mr Montefiore, you will not know what that
is. A chantry isa sort of chapel where priests say massfor the dead. Such —though | am ashamed to
admit it —were the superstitious practices of our ancestors.”

"Queen Elizabeth," said Pewley Witts, winking at David and Tom. It was becoming clear how he
revenged himsdf for dl the dights and insults which he recaived from Mr Wingtanley. It seemed unlikely
that Mr Wingtanley would have made quite so many foolish speeches without Witts to encourage him.
"Queen Elizabeth indeed, Witts," said Mr Wingtanley pleasantly.

"Queen Elizabeth!" cried Mrs Winganley in darm. "Oh! But she was amost disagreeable person! If we
must talk of queens, there are several more respectable examples. What do you say to Matilda? Or
Anne?'

Tom leant as closely as he conveniently could to Mrs Wingtanley. His face shewed that he had agrest
many opinions upon Queen Matildaand Queen Anne which he wished to communicate to her
immediately, but before he could begin, Mr Winganley said, "Y ou will find Elizabeth, Mr Brightwind,
between the window and the looking-glass. In Elizabeth's time the people of Thoresby earned their living
by making playing-cards. But the Queen granted a Roya Patent for amonopoly for the manufacture of
playing-cards to ayoung man. He had written a poem praising her beauty. Shewas, | believe, about
sixty-five years old at the time. As a consequence no onein England was alowed to make playing-cards
except for thisyoung man. He became rich and the people of Thoresby became dedtitute.”

Mr Wingtanley continued hislittle history of people who might have built abridge at Thoresby and had
not done so, or who had injured the town in some other way. Hiswifetried to hide hisfoolishness as
much aswasin her power by protesting vigoroudy at the introduction of each fresh character, but he
paid her not the dightest attention.

His specia contempt was reserved for Oliver Cromwell whaose picture hung in pride of place over the
mantel piece. Oliver Cromwell had contemplated fighting an important battle at Thoresby but had
eventudly decided againg it, thereby denying Thoresby the distinction of being blown up and laid to
waste by two opposing armies.

"But surdly,” said David &t last, "your best courseisto build the bridge yoursdf.”

"Ah!" smiled Mr Wingtanley. "Y ou would think so, wouldn't you? And | have spoken to two gentlemen
who arein the habit of lending money to other gentlemen for their enterprises. A Mr Blackwell of London
and aMr Crumfield of Bath. Mr Wittsand | described to both men the benefits that would accrueto



them were they to build my bridge, the quite extraordinary amounts of money they would make. But both
ended by declining to lend me the money." Mr Wingtanley glanced up a an empty space onthewall asif
he would have liked to seeit graced by portraits of Mr Blackwell and Mr Crumfield and so complete his
museum of failure.

"But it was avery great sum,” said MrsWingtanley. "Y ou do not tell Mr Brightwind and Mr Montefiore
what avery great sumit was. | do not believe | ever heard such alarge figure named in my life before.”
"Bridges are expensve,” agreed David.

Then Mrs Winstanley, who seemed to think that the subject of bridges had been exhausted among them,
asked David severd questions about himsalf. Where had he studied medicine? How many patients had
he? Did he attend ladies as well as gentlemen? From speaking of professiona matters David was soon
led to talk of his domestic happiness— of hiswife and four little children.

"And are you married, Sr?' MrsWinganley asked Tom. "Oh no, madam!" said Tom.

"Yes," David reminded him. "Y ou are, you know."

Tom made amotion with his hand to suggest that it was a Situation susceptible to different interpretations.
The truth was that he had a Christian wife. At fifteen she had had awicked little face, dmond-shaped
eyes and amost capricious nature. Tom had constantly compared her to akitten. In her twenties she had
been aswan; in her thirties avixen; and then in rapid succession a bitch, aviper, acockatrice and, findly,
apig. What animas he might have compared her to now no one knew. She waswell past ninety now and
for forty years or more she had been confined to a set of gpartmentsin adistant part of the Castel des
Tours saunz Nowmbre under strict instructions not to shew herself, while her husband waited impatiently
for someone to come and tell him she was dead.

By now Tom and David had given the hdf hour to the Winstanleys which politeness demanded and
David began to think of Mr Monkton in Lincoln and of his anxiousnessto reach him. But Mr Winganley
could not quite bring himself to accept that histwo new friends were about to leave him and he made
severa speeches urging them to stay for aweek or two. It wasleft to Mrs Winstanley to bid them
farewd| in amorerationd manner.

They were not, however, ableto leave immediately. There was some delay about fetching the horses and
while they were waiting in the yard Lucy came out and looked nervoudy from oneto the other. "If you
please, sir, Mrs Winstanley wishesto speak to you privatdy!”

"Ahha" said Tom, asif he haf-expected such asummons.

"No, sir! Not you, sir!" Lucy curtsed her gpologies. "It is the Jewish doctor that is wanted.”
MrsWinganley waswaiting in her bed-chamber. The room waslarge, but somewhat sparsely furnished.
It contained nothing but achair, achest and alarge four-poster bed with green brocade hangings. Mrs
Winstanley stood by the bed. Everything about her —rigid bearing, strained look, the way in which she
continualy twisted her hands together — betrayed the greatest uneasiness.



She gpologised for troubling him.

"Itisnotrouble" said David, "not the least in the world. There is something you wish to ask me?"

She looked down. "Mr Winstanley and | have been married for four years, but as yet we have no
children.

"Oh!" He thought for amoment. "And thereis no didike upon ether side to the conjugal act?'

"No." MrsWingtanley sighed. "No. That is one duty at least that my husband does not shirk."

So David asked dl the usud questionsthat a physician generaly asksin such asituaion and she
answered without any fase shame.

"Thereis nothing wrong asfar as| can see,” David told her. "There is no reason why you should not bear
achild. Bein good hedth, Mrs Wingtanley. That is my adviceto you. Be cheerful and then..."

"Oh! But | had hoped that..." she hesitated. "I had hoped that, as aforeign gentleman, you might know
something our English doctors do not. | am not the least afraid of any thing you might suggest. | can bear
any painfor the sake of achild. Itisdl | ever think of. Lucy thinksthat | ought to eat carrots and
parsnips that have odd shapes, and that | ought to persuade Mr Winsgtanley to eat them too."

"Why?

"Because they look like little people.”

"Oh! Yes, of course. | see. Well, | supposeit can do no harm.”

David took as affectionate aleave of Mrs Wingtanley as was cond stent with so brief an acquaintance. He
pressed her hand warmly and told her how sincerely he hoped she might soon have everything she
wished for. He was sure that no one could deserve it more.

Tom was seated upon his horse. David's horse stood at hisside. "Wdl?' said Tom. "What did she
want?'

"Itisalack of children," said David.

"What is?'

"That afflictsthe lady. The reason she never amiles.”

"Children are agreat nuisance," said Tom, reverting immediately to his own concerns.

"To you, perhgps. But a human woman fed s differently. Children are our posterity. Besides, al women,
fairy, Christian or Jew, crave a proper object to love. And | do not think she can love her husband.”
David wasin the act of mounting his horse as he said this, an operation which invariably cost him alittle
trouble. He was somewhat surprized, on arriving upon the horse's back, to discover that Tom was
nowhere to be seen.

"Now wherever has he gone?' he wondered. "Well, if he expects meto wait for him, he will be
disappointed! | havetold him haf adozen timestoday that | must go to Lincoln!”

David st off in the direction of Lincoln, but just as he reached the end of the town he heard a sound
behind him and he looked round, expecting to see Tom.



It was Pewley Witts mounted on a horse which seemed to have been chosen for its great resemblanceto
himsdlf in point of gauntness, paeness and ugliness. "Mr Montefiorel" he sad. "Mr Wingtanley ismost
anxious that you and Mr Brightwind should see his property and he has gppointed me your guide. | have
just spoken to Mr Brightwind, but he has something important to do in Thoresby and cannot spare the
time. He saysthat you will go for both!™

"Oh, does heindeed?' said David.

Pewley Witts smiled confidentialy. "Mr Wingtanley thinksthat you will build hisbridge for him!™

"Why in theworld should he think that?'

"Come, come! What sort of fools do you take usfor in Thoresby? An English lord and a Jew travelling
about the country together! Two of therichest devilsin dl creation! What can you be doing, but seeking
opportunitiesto lengthen your long purses?*

"Well, | fear you will be disappointed. Heisnot an English lord and | am the wrong sort of Jew. And |
am not travelling about the country, asyou put it. | am going to Lincoln.”

"Asyou wish. But it so happensthat Mr Wingtanley's property lies on either sde of the Lincoln road.

Y ou cannot help but seeit, if you go that way." He grinned and said hel pfully, "1 will come with you and
point out the places of interest.”

In Mr Winganley's fields the weeds stood asthick as the corn. A number of thin, sad-looking men,
women and children were scaring the birds away.

"Poor wretched!" thought David. "They do indeed suffer for other peoples mora failings. How | wish that
| could persuade Tom to build the bridge for their sakes! But what hope isthere of that? | cannot even
persuade him into loving his own children.”

While David indulged these gloomy reflections, Pewley Witts named the yields of Mr Winganley'slands
(so many bushels per acre) and described how those yields would be doubled and tripled should Mr
Winganley ever trouble to drain hiswaterlogged filds or enrich his soil with manure.

A little further on Pewley Witts pointed out some grassy hillocks benesth which, he said, was athick
layer of clay. He described how Mr Winstanley could, if he wished, establish amanufactory to make
pots and vases out of the clay.

"I believe," said Pewley Witts, "that earthenware pots and vases are quite the thing nowadays and that
some gentlemen make agreat ded of money from their manufacture.”

"Yes," said Davidwithasigh, "'l have heard that."

In another place they looked at athin wood of birch trees on awindblown, sunny hillside. Pewley Witts
sad that therewas arich seam of cod beneath the wood, and Mr Wingtanley could, if hefelt at dl
inclined toit, mine the cod and el it in Nottingham or London.

"Answver methisthen!" cried David in exasperation. "Why does he not do these things? Sell the codl!
Make the pots! Grow more corn! Why does he do nothing?"



"Oh!" said Pewley Wittswith hismdicious smile. "1 have advised him againgt it. | have advised him that
until the bridge is built he ought not to attempt any thing. For how would he carry the corn or pots or coa
to the people who wanted them? He would lose hdf his profit to carriers and barge-owners.”

The more David saw of Mr Winstanley's neglected lands, the more he began to doubt the propriety of
goingto Lincoln.

"After al," hethought, "Mr Monkton aready has two doctorsto attend him — not counting the Irish
wizard. Whereas the poor souls of Thoresby have no one at al to be their friend. Do | not perhaps have
asuperior duty to stay and help them if | can by convincing Tom to build the bridge? But what in the
world could | say to make him do it?!

To thislast question he had no answer just a present, but in the meantime: "Mr Witts" he cried. 'We
must go back. | too have something important to do in Thoresby!"

As soon asthey arrived at Mickelgrave House David jumped off his horse and set about |ooking for
Tom. He was walking down one of the empty stone passageways, when he happened to notice, through
an open door, Mrs Wingtanley and Lucy in the garden. They appeared to bein a tate of some
excitement and were exclaiming to each other in tones of amazement. David, wondering whet in the
world the matter could be, went out into the garden, and arrived there just as L ucy was climbing up upon
astone bench in order to look over thewall.

"It has reached Mr Witts house!" she said.

"What isit? What iswrong?' cried David.

"We havejust had avigt from threelittle boys" said Mrs Wingtanley, in awondering tone.

"They weresinging,” said Lucy.

"Oh! Boysliketo sng," said David. "My own two little sons— Ishmael and Jonah —know a comic song
about amilkmaid and acow which ..."

"Yes, | dare say," interrupted Mrs Wingtanley. "But thiswas quite different! These boys had wings
growing out of their backs. They were sailing through the air in atiny gilded ship rigged with silken
ribbons and they were casting out rose petals on either hand.”

David climbed up beside Lucy and looked over the wdll. Far off in abright blue sky, asmall golden ship
wasjug sailing out of sight behind the church tower. David made out three little figures with lutesin their
hands; their heads were thrown back in song.

"What werethey singing?' he asked.

"I do not know," said MrsWinganley, in perplexity. "It wasin alanguage | did not know. Itdian | think."
In the drawing-room the curtains had been pulled across the windows to shut out the golden light of early
evening. Mr Wingtanley was lying upon the sopha, with his hand thrown across his eyes.

"Mr Winganley!" cried hiswife. "The most extraordinary thing..."

Mr Wingtanley opened his eyes and smiled to see David before him. "Ah! Mr Montefiorel" he said.



"Lucy and | werein the garden when..."

"My love" said Mr Wingtanley in tones of mild reproach, "1 am trying to spesk to Mr Montefiore.” He
smiled at David. "And how did you enjoy your ride? | confessthat | think our surroundings not
unattractive. Witts said he believed you were mightily entertained.”

"It was mog... enlightening. Whereis Mr Brightwind?'

The door was suddenly flung open and Tomwalked in.

"Mr Winganley," hesaid, "'l have decided to build your bridge!"

Tom was dwaysfond of amazing aroomful of people and of having everyone stare a him in speechless
wonder, and upon this particular occasion he must have been peculiarly gratified.

Then Mr Wingtanley began to speak hisjoy and hisgratitude. "I have looked into the matter,” he said, "or
rather Mr Witts has done it on my account —and | believe that you can expect areturn on your
investment of so many per cent —that isto say, Mr Witts can tell you al about it..." He began to |eaf
rapidly through some papers which David was quite certain he had never looked at before.

"Y ou may spare yoursdlf thetrouble," said Tom. "I have no thought of any reward. Mr Montefiore has
been lecturing me today upon the necessity of providing useful employment for one's children and it
occursto me, Mr Wingtanley, that unlessthis bridgeis built your descendants will have nothing to do.
They will beidle. They will never achieve that greatness of spirit, that decisiveness of action which ought
to have been theirs.”

"Oh, Indeed! Quite s0!" said Mr Winganley. "Then al that remainsisto draw up plansfor the bridge. |
have made sketches of my ideas. | have them somewherein this room. Witts estimates that two years
should be enough to complete the work — perhaps less!™

"Oh!" said Tom. "'l have no patience for along undertaking. | shall build the bridge tonight between
midnight and sunrise. | have just one condition.” He held up along finger. "One. Mr Wingtanley, you and
al your servants, and Mr Montefiore too, must go and stand upon the riverbank tonight and witnessthe
building of my bridge."

Mr Wingtanley eagerly assured him that not only he and MrsWingtanley and all their servants would be
there, but the entire population of the town.

As soon as Mr Wingtanley had stopped talking, David took the opportunity to tell Tom of how glad he
wasthat Tom was going to build the bridge, but Tom (who was generdly very fond of being thanked for
things) did not seem greetly interested. He left the room dmost immediately, pausing only to spesk to
MrsWinganley. David heard him say in alow voice, "I hope, madam, that you liked the Itdlian music!”
AsDavid was now obliged to stay in Thoresby until the following morning, Mr Wingtanley sent one of his
servantsto Lincoln to tell Mr Monkton that Mr Montefiore was on hisway and would be at his house the
next day.

Just before midnight the people of Thoresby gathered at The Whed of Fortune. In honour of the



occasion Mr Winganley had got dressed. Oddly enough he was somehow lessimpressivein his clothes.
Theair of tragedy and romance which he commonly possessed, seemed to have disappeared entirely
when he put his coat and breeches on. He stood upon a three-legged stool and told the wretched, ragged
crowd how grateful they should be to the greeat, good and generous gentleman who was going to build
them abridge. This gentleman, said Mr Wingtanley, would soon appear among them to receive ther
thanks.

But Tom did not appear. Nor was Mrs Wingtanley present, which made her husband very angry and so
he sent Lucy back to Mickelgrave House to fetch her.

Mr Winganley said to David, "I am grestly intrigued by Mr Brightwind's proposd of building the bridge
inonenight. Isit to beaniron bridge, | wonder? | believe that someone has recently built an iron bridge
in Shropshire. Quite astonishing. Perhaps an iron bridge can be erected very quickly. Or awooden
bridge? There isawooden bridge at Cambridge..."

Just then Lucy appeared, white-faced and frightened.

"Oh, thereyou arel” said Mr Winganley. "Whereisyour mistress?”

"What isthe matter, Lucy?" asked David. "What in the world has happened to you?'

"Oh, gir!" cried Lucy. "I ran up the high street to find my mistress, but when | reached the gate of the
house two lions came out and roared a me!"

"Lions?' said David.

"Yes, gr! They were running about beneath my feet and snapping a me with their sharp teeth. | thought
that if they did not bite me to death they were sureto trip me up!”

"What nonsensethisidl” cried Mr Winganley. "There are no lionsin Thoresby. If your mistress chusesto
absent hersdlf from tonight's proceedings then that is her concern. Though frankly | am not at al pleased
at her behaviour. Thisis, after al, probably the most important event in Thoresby's history." He walked
off.

"Lucy, how big weretheselions?' asked David.

"A littlelarger than aspanid, | suppose.”

"WEell, that ismost odd. Lions are generdly larger than that. Are you quite sure...”

"Oh! What doesit matter what Size the horrible crestures had grown to?"' cried Lucy impatiently. "They
had teeth enough and snarls enough for animasthrice the sze! And so, Lord forgive me! | was frightened
and | ran away! And supposing my poor mistress should come out of the house and the lions jump up at
her! Supposing she does not see them in the dark until it istoo late!™ She began to cry.

"Hush, child," said David. "Do not fret. | will go and find your mistress.”

"But it was not just thelions,” said Lucy. "Thewhole town is peculiar. There are flowers everywhere and
dl thebirdsaresinging.”

David went out of theinn by the front door and immediately struck his head against something. It wasa



branch. There was atree which stood next to The Whed of Fortune. In the morning it had been of a
reasonable size, but it had suddenly grown so large that most of the inn was hidden from sight.
"That'sodd!" thought David.

The tree was heavy with apples.

"Applesin dune" thought David. "That's odder till!"

Helooked again.

"Apples on ahorse-chestnut tree! That's oddest of al!”

In the moonlight David saw that Thoresby had become very peculiar indeed. Figs nestled among the
leaves of beech-trees. Elder-trees were bowed down with pomegranates. Ivy was almost torn from walls
by the weight of ripe blackberries growing upon it. Any thing which had ever possessed any sort of life
had sprung into fruitfulness. Ancient, dried-up window frames had become swollen with sap and were
putting out twigs, leaves, blossoms and fruit. Door-frames and doors were so distorted that bricks had
been pushed out of place and some houses were in danger of collapsing atogether. The cart inthe middie
of the high street was agrove of slver birches. Its broken whed's put forth briar roses and nightingales
sangonit.

"What in theworld is Tom doing?' wondered David.

He reached Mickelgrave House and two very small lionstrotted out of the gate. In the moonlight they
looked more stony than ever.

"l assume," thought David, "that, asthese lions are of Tom's creating, they will not harm me."

The lions opened their mouths and arather horrible sound issued forth —not unlike blocks of marble
being rent in pieces. David took astep or two towards the house. Both lionsleapt at him, snarling and
sngpping and snatching a the air with their stone claws.

David turned and ran. As he reached The Whed of Fortune he heard the clock strike midnight.

Eighty miles away in Cambridge an undergraduate awoke from a dream. The undergraduate (whose
name was Henry Corndlius) tried to go back to deep again, but discovered that the dream (which was of
abridge) had somehow got lodged in his head. He got out of bed, lit his candle, and sat down at atable.
Hetried to draw the bridge, but he could not get it exactly (though he knew he had seen it somewhere
quite recently).

So he put on his breeches, boots and coat and went out into the night to think. He had not gone far when
he saw avery odd sight. Edward Jackson, the bookseller, was standing in the doorway of hisshop in his
nightgown. There was no respectable grey wig on his head, but only agreasy old nightcap. Heheld a
quarto volume in one hand and a brass candlestick in the other.

"Here!" he said the moment he clapped eyes upon Henry Corndlius. "Thisiswhat you are looking for!"
And he pushed the book into Cornelius's hands. Cornelius was surprized because he owed Jackson

money and Jackson had sworn never to let him have another book.



The moon was so bright that Cornelius was able very easily to begin examining his book. After awhile he
glanced up and found he was|ooking into the stable-yard of an inn. There, in a shaft of moonlight, was
Jupiter, the handsomest and fastest horse in Cambridge. Jupiter was saddled and ready, and seemed to
wait patiently for someone. So, without giving any further consderation to the matter, Cornelius got upon
his back. Jupiter galloped away.

Corndius sat camly turning the pages of hisbook. Indeed so absorbed was hein what he found there,
that he did not pay agreat dedl of attention to the journey. Once he looked down and saw complicated
patterns of silver and blue etched on the dark ground. At first he supposed them to be made by the frost,
but then it occurred to him that the month was June and the air was warm. Besides the patterns more
resembled moonlit fields and farms and woods and lanes seen from very high up and very far avay. But,
whatever thetruth of it, it did not seem to be of any great importance and so he continued to examine his
book. Jupiter sped on beneath the moon and the stars and his hooves made no sound whatsoever.

"Ohl Hereitis" said Corndius once.

Andthen, "l see”

And alittle later, "But it will take agreat ded of sone!”

A few minutes later Corndlius and Jupiter stood upon the riverbank opposite Thoresby.

"So!" said Corndius softly. "Just as | supposed! It isnot built yet.

The scene before Corndlius was one of the most frantic industry imaginable. Massive timbers and blocks
of stoneslay strewn about on the bank and teams of horses were bringing more every minute. There
were workmen everywhere one looked. Some drove or pulled the horses. Others shouted orders. Y et
more brought lights and stuck them in the trees. What was very extraordinary about these men was that
they were dressed in the oddest assortment of nightgowns, coats, breeches, nightcaps and hats. One
fellow had been in such ahurry to get to Thoresby that he had put his wife's gown and bonnet on, but he
hitched up his skirtsand carried on regardless.

Amidg al thisactivity two men were standing still, deep in conversation. "Are you the architect?" cried
one of them, striding up to Corndius. "My nameis John Alfreton, master mason of Nottingham. Thisis
Mr Wakeley, avery famous engineer. We have been waiting for you to come and tell uswhat we areto
build."

"l haveit here," said Cornelius, shewing them the book (which was Giambattista Piranes's Carceri
d'Invenzione).

"Oh! It'saprison, isit?"

"No, it isonly the bridge that is needed," said Corndius, pointing to amassive bridge lodged within a
dreary prison. Helooked up and suddenly caught sight of an eerie, silent crowd on the opposite bank.
"Who are all those people?’ he asked.

Mr Alfreton shrugged. "Whenever industrious folk have work to do, idle folk are sure to gather round to



watch them. Y ou will find it best, Sir, to pay them no attention.”

By one o'dlock a huge mass of wooden scaffolding filled the river. The scaffolding was stuffed full of
torches, lanterns and candles and cast a strange, flickering light over the houses of Thoresby and the
watching crowd. It was asif afirefly the Sze of St Paul's cathedra had sat down next to the town.

By two o'clock Henry Cornelius wasin despair. The river was not degp enough to accommodate
Piranes's bridge. He could not build as high as he wished. But Mr Alfreton, the master mason, was
unconcerned. "Do not vex yoursdf, sir,” he said. "Mr Wakeley is going to make some adjustments.”

Mr Wakeley stood afew paces off. Hiswig was pushed over to one side so that he might more
conveniently scratch his head and he scribbled frantically in alittle pocket book.

"Mr Wakeley has agreat many ideas asto how we shdl accomplishit,” continued Alfreton. "Mr
Wakeley has built famous navigations and viaductsin the north. He has amost extraordinary taent. Heis
not avery takative gentleman but he admitsthat heis pleased with our progress. Oh! It shal soon be
donel”

By four o'clock the bridge was built. Two massive semicircular arches spanned the river. Each arch was
edged with great rough-hewn blocks of stone. The effect was classicd, Italianate, monumentd. It would
have been striking in London; in Thoresby it dominated everything. It seemed unlikely that any onewould
ever look at the town again; henceforth al that people would see was the bridge. Between the arches
was astone tablet with thefollowing inscription in very large letters:

THOMASBRIGHTWIND ME FECIT

ANNO DOMINI MDCCLXXX

David had spent the night inquiring of the townspeople if any of them knew where Tom had got to. As
soon as the bridge was built he crossed over and put the same question to the workmen. But an odd
change had come over them. They were more than haf adeep and David could get no sense out of any
of them. One man sighed and murmured deepily, "Mary, the baby iscrying." Another, afashionably
dressed young man, lifted his drooping head and said, " Passthe port, Davenfield. Theresagood fellow."
And athird in a battered grey wig would only mutter mathematical equations and recite the lengths and
heights of various bridges and viaducts in the neighbourhood of Manchester.

Asthefirg strong golden rays of the new day struck the river and turned the water dl to silver, David
looked up and saw Tom striding across the bridge. His hands were stuffed into his breeches pockets and
he was |ooking about him with asdf-satisfied air. "Sheisvery fine, my bridge, isshe not?' he said.
"Though | was thinking that perhaps | ought to add a sort of sculpture in alto rilievo shewing God
sending zephyrs and cherubim and manticores and unicorns and lions and hypogriffsto destroy my
enemies. What isyour opinion?’

"No," said David, "the bridge is perfect. It wants no further embellishment. Y ou have done a good thing



for these people.”

"Have |?" asked Tom, not much interested. "To own the truth, | have been thinking about what you said
yesterday. My children are certainly al very foolish and most of them are good-for-nothing, but perhaps
infutureit would be gracious of meto provide them with responsibilities, useful occupation, €etc., etc.
Who knows? Perhaps they will derive some advantage fromiit.”

"It would be very gracious,”" said David, taking Tom's hand and kissing it. "And entirely like you. When
you are ready to begin educating your sons and daughters upon this new modd, let you and | Sit down
together and discuss what might be done.”

"Oh!" said Tom. "But | have begun dready!"

On returning to Thoresby to fetch their horses, they learnt that Mr Winstanley's servant had returned from
Lincoln with the newsthat Mr Monkton had died in the night. (“There, you see” said Tom airily, "I told
you hewasill.") The servant also reported that the English apothecary, the Scottish physician and the
Irish wizard had not permitted Mr Monkton's dying to interfere with a very pleasant day spent chatting,
playing cards and drinking sherry-wine together in a.corner of the parlour.

"Anyway," said Tom, regarding David's disappointed countenance, "what do you say to some
breskfast?'

The fairy and the Jew got on their horses and rode across the bridge. Rather to David's surprize they
immediately found themselvesin along, sunlit piazza full of fashionably dressed people taking the
morning air and greeting each other in Italian. Houses and churches with e egant facades surrounded
them. Fountains with statues representing Neptune and other alegorica persons cast bright plumes of
water into marble basins. Roses tumbled delightfully out of stone urns and there was addicious smdll of
coffee and freshly baked bread. But what was truly remarkable was the light, as bright as crystal and as
warm as honey.

"Rome! The PiazzaNavonal" cried David, ddighted to find himsdlf in his native Italy. He looked back
across the bridge to Thoresby and England. It was asif avery dirty piece of glass had been interposed
between one place and the other. "But will that happen to everyone who crosses the bridge?' he asked.
Tom said something in Sidhe, alanguage David did not know. However the extravagant shrug which
accompanied the remark suggested that it might be roughly trandated as"Who cares?’

After severd years of pleading and arguing on David's part Tom agreed to forgive Igraine for getting
married and her three sstersfor conceding the fact. Igraine and Mr Cartwright were given ahousein
Camden Place in Bath and apension to live on. Two of Igraines ssters, the Princesses Nimue and
Elaine, returned to the Castel des Tours saunz Nowmbre. Unfortunately something had happened to
Princess Morganain the nasty housein the dark, damp wood and she was never seen again. Try ashe

might David was entirely unableto interest any onein her fate. Tom could not have been more bored by



the subject and Nimue and Elaine, who were anxious not to offend their grandfather again, thought it
wisest to forget that they had ever had asister of that name.

Thefairy bridge a Thoresby did not, in and of itsdf, bring prosperity to the town, for Mr Winganley il
neglected to do any thing that might have made money for himself or the townspeople. However two
years éter Tom and David'svisit, Mr Wingtanley was shewing the bridge to some visitors when, very
mysterioudy, part of the parapet was seen to move and Mr Winganley fdl into the river and drowned.
Hislands, clay and cod al became the possessions of his baby son, Lucius. Under the energetic direction
first of MrsWinganley and later of Lucius himself the lands wereimproved, the clay was dug up, and the
coa was mined. Pewley Witts had the handling of agreat dedl of the business which went forward and
grew very rich. Unfortunatdy thisdid not suit him. The dull satisfaction of being rich himsdf was nothing
to the vivid pleasure he had drawn from contemplating the misery and degradation of hisfriendsand
neighbours.

And s0 nothing remains but to make afew observations upon the character of Lucius Wingtanley. | dare
say the reader will not be particularly surprized to learn that he was a most unusual person, quite
extraordinarily handsome and possessed of a highly peculiar temper. He behaved more like Thoresby's
king than its chief landowner and ruled over the townspeople with amixture of unreliable charm,
exhausting capriciousness and absol ute tyranny which would have been entirely familiar to any one at dl
acquainted with Tom Brightwind.

He had besides some quite remarkable talents. In the journa of a clergyman we find an entry for the
summer of 1806. It describes how he and his companion arrived at Thoresby Bridge (as the town was
now called) on horseback and found the town so till, so eerily silent that they could only suppose that
every creature in the place must be either dead or gone away. In the yard of The New Bridge Inn the
clergyman found an ogtler and asked him why the town was as quiet as any tomb.

"Oh!" said the odtler. "Speak more softly if you please sir. Lucius Wingtanley, avery noble and learned
gentleman —you may see his house just yonder —was drunk last night and has ahead ach. On mornings
after he has been drinking he forbids the birds to sing, the horsesto bray and the dogsto bark. The pigs
must et quietly. Thewind must take care not to rustle the leaves and the river must flow smoothly inits
bed and not make a sound.”

The English clergyman noted in hisjournd, "... the entire town seems possessed of the same strange
mania. All theinhabitants go in awe of Mr Lucius Wingtanley. They believe he can work wonders and
does so dmogt every hour."

But though the people of Thoresby Bridge were proud of L ucius, he made them uncomfortable. Around
the middle of the nineteenth century they were forced to admit to themsalves that there was something a
little odd about him; athough forty or so years had passed since histhirtieth birthday he did not appear to
have aged asingleday. Asfor Lucius himsdf it wasinevitable that he should eventuadly get bored of



Thoresby evenif hedid enlivenit for himsdf by having greet ladiesfdl in love with him, changing the
wesgther to suit hismoods and — as once he did -making all the cats and dogs talk perfect English while
the townspeople could only mew and bark at each other.

Onaspring morning in 1852 Lucius got on his horse, rode on to hisfather's bridge and was never seen

agan.



Antickesand Frets

In the spring of 1568 Mary, Queen of Scots, fearing the wrath of her subjects, crossed the border into
England. Once arrived, she wrote aletter to her cousin, Queen Elizabeth, explaining her predicament and
begging for her protection. Elizabeth wrote back, expressing her shock that subjects should behave so
wickedly towardstheir lawful and divindy gppointed Prince. But privately she considered how Mary had
often laid claim to the English throne. She dso thought how Mary had had amost baleful influence upon
her Scottish subjects, how she had been an instigator of civil wars and the cause of several murders.
With many regrets, Elizabeth cast the Queen of Scotsinto prison for the rest of her life.

The Queen of Scotswas given into the care of the Earl of Shrewsbury, aquiet gentleman of moderate
abilitieswho was remarkable for two things— his vast wedth and hiswife, alady who was greetly
esteemed by Queen Elizabeth. The Earl brought the Queen of Scotsto Tutbury Castle, an ancient grey
tower on the borders of Derbyshire and Staffordshire.

From the roof of this castle shelooked down. Once she had laid claim to three thrones; now her world
was shrunk to thisview of amuddy ditch and adark hillsde.

How had this happened? In the roya courts of Europe her fall had been amatter of common prediction
for many years. Her decisions had been catastrophic, her love affairs scandaous. She had been a comet;
and her blazing descent through dark skies had been plain for al to see. But the Queen hersdf was
amazed at this sudden change in her fortunes — amazed and very much inclined to blame someone.
Elizabeth, she thought, had done thisto her. Elizabeth and England. The Queen gazed about her at the
gloomy winter landscape. The pallor of the Sky seemed to her to be Elizabeth's white complexion. The
chill wind on her cheek was Elizabeth's breath. The glint of ariver seen through winter treeswasthe
bright spark of malicein Elizabeth'seye.

The Queen of Scotsfelt she had dwindled, until she was nothing more than aflea upon Elizabeth's body
or, a best, amousein the hem of her gown. With awail the Queen cast herself down and began to weep
and to beat her hands on the stones. The soldiers who guarded her were amazed to witness such
behaviour, but her French and Scottish attendants were not much disturbed. They had seen it dl before.
They carried her to her chamber and laid her upon the bed. Her lady-in-waiting, Mrs Seton, sat down
beside her and tried to distract her with gossip.

Mrs Seton told her how the Earl and Countess of Shrewsbury, though both middle-aged, had not been
married long. She said that the Countess had not been born into any great family, indeed that she was
scarcely more than afarmer's daughter, but had achieved her present rank by marrying four husbands,
each richer and greater than the one before.

"Quatre maris!" exclaimed the Queen of Scots, whosefirst language was French. "Mais elle a des



yeux de pourceau!" (Four husbands! But she has piggy-eyes!)

Mrs Seton laughed in agreement.

Four husbands! thought the Queen of Scots. And thefirst three dying in so convenient amanner! —just
when the farmer's daughter had grown into her new rank and might be wishing for agreater. The Queen
of Scotss hushands had never consulted her convenience in their dying. Her firgt, the King of France,
had died at the age of sixteen and so she had lost the French throne — a circumstance that had caused her
great pain. Her second husband (whom she had hated and wished deed) had falenill in the most
tantalisng way, but had utterly failed to die—until some kind person had first blown him up and then
grangled him.

This suggested an ideato the Queen of Scots. "Did the Countesss husbands al die naturaly?' she asked.
Mrs Seton snorted in ridicule and leant closer. "Her first husband was no more than aboy! The Countess
—who was only plain Bess Hardwick then —embroidered him acoat al chequered over with black and
white squares. And, after he had worn it afew times, he began to complain that the whole world had
become to him nothing but black and white squares. Every dark tabletop seemed to him agaping black
hole that meant to swallow him up and every window filled with white winter light was ghostly to him and
full of maiciousintent. And so hedied, raving about it."

The Queen of Scotswasimpressed. She had heard of a poisonous dart sewn into a bodice to pierce the
flesh, but she had never heard of anyone being killed by embroidery before. She hersdf was very fond of
embroidery.

She remembered how she had fancied herself amousein Elizabeth's skirts. A needle, she thought, wasa
most suitable wegpon for amouse — mouse-sized, in fact. And if Elizabeth wereto die of that needle (or
indeed of anything ese) then the Queen of Scotswould surely be Queen of the English too.

Tutbury Castle was cold and evil-smelling. It was aso rather smal and so they did not have to walk far
before they found the Countess, seated at her needlework.

The Queen asked the Countess what she was embroidering.

"A picture of abeautiful palacein asweet country,” said the Countess and showed the Queen. "As| sew
| liketo fancy that my children and grandchildren will one day livein houses such asthis. It isafoolish
idea, no doubt, but it passes the time pleasantly.”

The Queen of Scotsrolled her eyesat Mrs Seton to express her astonishment at the presumption of the
farmer's daughter.

The Countess saw what the Queen did but she was not in the least abashed.

Then the Queen of Scots began to talk of embroidery, and of husbands, and of the death of husbands,
and just for good measure she threw in afew references to black and white chequering.

The Countess replied blandly that embroidery was avery charming way to passthe time, and husbands
were generally agood thing, and their death much to be regretted.



The Queen frowned. She had heard that the Countess was avery clever woman. Surely she must
understand what was meant?

The Queen said, "1 should like to send a present to my dear sister, the Queen of England. A piece of
embroidery that | intend to work with my own hands. The work will be nothing but a pleasureto mefor |
declarethat | love the Queen of England better than anyone esein the world.”

"As everyone must who sees her," agreed the Countess pioudly.

"Quite," said the Queen of Scots and then she began to speak of how great Princes rewarded those who
helped them.

The Countess |ooked neither excited nor fearful at these hints and insinuations of future greatness. She
gazed camly back at the Queen.

The Queen brought out abook filled with quaint pictures which might be adapted for needlework. There
were cockatrices and lions and manticores— all sorts of beasts which (the Queen hoped) might be made
to tear Elizabeth to pieces through the means of magic and embroidery.

The Countess dutifully admired the pictures, but offered no opinion as to which the Queen should
choose.

Henceforth every morning the Queen, the Countess and Mrs Seton sat down to embroider together.
Gathered in the light of the window with their heads bent over their work, they grew very friendly. The
Queen embroidered apair of glovesfor Elizabeth, which she decorated with pictures of sea mongters
amid blue and slver waves. But though she filled the monsters mouths with sharp-looking teeth, Elizabeth
was not bitten by anything; nor did she drown.

The Earl of Shrewsbury sent aletter to Queen Elizabeth saying that the Scottish Queen passed her time
very innocently. Thiswas not in the least true: when shewas not at her needlework, she was secretly
intriguing with English mal contents who wanted to nate Elizabeth and she dso wrote lettersto the
Kings of Spain and France cordidly inviting them to invade England. But she did not forget to admire the
Countess's needlework and to talk, every now and then, of black and white chequering.

But the years went by; Elizabeth was as hedlthy as ever, no one invaded and the Queen grew tired of
paying the Countess compliments. She said to Mrs Seton, "Sheis obstinate, but | have magic of my own.
Andif shewill not help methen | will useit againgt her. After al | know what it isthat she lovesthe best.”
Then the Queen combed and dressed her red-brown hair. She put on agown of violet-brown velvet
embroidered with silver and pearls. She cdled the Earl to her chamber and made him sit at her sde and
smiled at him and told him that of al the gentlemen who attended her, it was he whom she trusted the
most. Day after day she made him many sweet speeches, until the poor old gentleman did not know
whether he was on his head or hishedls and was very near fdling in love with her.

Mrs Seton watched al thiswith apuzzled air. "But | do not think it isthe Earl that the Countesslovesthe
best," she said to the Queen.



"The Earl!" The Queen burst out laughing. "No, indeed! Whoever said it was? But she loves hismoney
and hislands. She desiresthat they shdl be given to her children and grandchildren. Itisdl she ever
thinksof."

Word reached the Countess of what was happening, as the Queen knew it must, but no sign of anger
appeared on her broad Derbyshire face. The next time that the three ladies were seated at their
embroidery, the Queen revived the old question of what present would please the Queen of England
best.

"A kirt," said the Countess of Shrewsbury in the most decisive manner. "A skirt of white satin. Her
Magesty loves new clothes.”

The Queen of Scots amiled. "Asdo weadl. And what shall the devices be?!

"Let it be powdered with little pink carnations,” said the Countess.

"Little pink carnations?' said the Queen of Scots. "Yes," said the Countess,

So somewhat doubtfully (for she would have much preferred poisonous snakes and spiders) the Queen
of Scots embroidered askirt of white satin with little pink carnations; and sent it to the Queen of England.
Not many weekslater she heard that Elizabeth had got the pox. Her white skin was dl over pink
pustules!

The Queen of Scots clapped her hands together in delight. Over the next week or so shedrew up alist
of the great lords and bishops of England. She cast her mind back over the years of her imprisonment,
recaling past dights and kindnesses, considering who should live and be rewarded, and who should be
sent to the Tower and die.

Then aday came when the wind blew and the rain lashed the glass, and the Countess entered the
Queen's room unannounced. Her eyes were bright with excitement. She brought news, she said. Queen
Elizabeth's advisers and councilmen had been put into a grest fright by Her Mgesty'sillness and what
had terrified them most of al was the thought that the Queen of Scots might become Queen of England.
"For," said the Countess heartlesdy, "they hate you very much and dread the havoc you would certainly
bring upon thisredlm. And so they have passed alaw saying you shdl never be Queen of England! They
have dismissed you from the line of succession!”

The Queen of Scotswas slent. She stood like astone. "But the Queen of England is dead?" she asked at
lest.

"Oh, no. Her Mgesty ismuch, much better —for which we dl give grateful thanks."

The Queen of Scots murmured aprayer — she scarcely knew what. "But the pink carnations?’ she said.
"Her Mg esty was most disappointed in your present,” said the Countess. " The embroidery camedl
unravelled.” She cast acontemptuous look at the Queen of Scots lady-in-waiting. "It ismy belief that
Mrs Seton did not knot and tie the threads properly.”

Henceforth the Queen of Scots and the Countess of Shrewsbury were no longer friends.



That night in her chamber when the Queen lay in bed, it seemed to her that the curtains of her bed were
parted by abreath of wind. In thelight of the moon the bare winter branches appeared to her now like
great, black stitches sewn across the window — like stitches sewn across the castle, across the Queen
hersdf. In her terror she thought her eyes were stitched up, her throat was closed with black stitches; her
fingers were sawn together so that her hands were become usdless, ugly flaps.

She screamed and al her attendants came running. "Elle m'a cousue a mon lit! Elle m'a cousue a mon
lit!" cried the Queen. (She has sawn meto the bed! She has sewn meto the bed!) They calmed her and
showed her that the Countess had done no such thing.

But the Queen never again tried to stedl the Earl's affections away from the Countess.

A year or S0 later the Earl moved the Queen from one of his own castles to the Countess's new house of
Chatsworth. When they arrived the Earl smilingly showed her anew floor which hiswife had caused to
have laid in the halway — a chequerboard of black and white marble.

The Queen shivered, remembering the boy who had died wailing that the black squares and the white
werekillinghim.

"I will not walk acrossit,” said the Queen.

The Earl looked asif he did not understand. When it was revealed that al the entrances to the house had
black and white squaresto their floors, the Queen said she would not go in. The poor Earl tore out his
hair and beard (which was by thistime completely white and rather wispy), and begged, but the Queen
declined absolutely to walk across the chequering. They brought a chair for her in the porch and she went
and sat upon it. The Derbyshire rain came down and the Queen waited until the Earl brought workmen to
dig up the squares of black and white marble.

"But why?' the Earl asked the Queen's servants. They shrugged their French and Scottish shoulders and
made him no answer.

The Queen had not known alife could be so blank. She passed the yearsin devising plansto gain this
European throne or that, intriguing to marry this great nobleman or that, but nothing ever came of any of
it; and al the while she thought she could hear the snip, snip, snip of Elizabeth and her advisers cutting the
threads of al her actions and the gtitch, stitch, stitch of the Countess sewing her into the fabric of England,
her prison.

One evening she was staring vacantly at an embroidered hanging. It showed some catastrophe befaling a
classicd lady. Her eye was caught by one of the classical |ady's attendants who was depicted running
away from the dreadful scenein darm. A breath of wind within the chamber kept bringing the hanging
dangeroudy closeto acandle that stood upon a coffer. It was dmost asif thelittle embroidered figure
desired to rush into the flames. " Sheistired,” thought the Queen. "Tired of being sawn into this picture of
powerlessness and despair.”

The Queen rose from her chair and, unseen by any of her attendants, moved the candlestick afraction



closer to the hanging. The next time the wind blew, the hanging caught the flame.

The moment they observed thefire the Queen'swomen al cried out in darm and the gentlemen began to
issue ingructions to one another. They pleaded with the Queen to leave the apartment, to hurry from the
danger. But the Queen stood like a statue of aabaster. She kept her eyes upon the embroidered figure
and saw it consumed by thefire. "Seel™ she murmured to her women. "Now sheisfree.”

The next day she said to her maid, "I have it now. Get me crimson velvet. Make it the reddest that ever
there was. Get me silks as bloody asthe dawn." In the weeks that followed, the Queen sat hour after
hour at the window. In her |ap was the crimson velvet and she sawed it in silks as bloody as the dawn.
And when her ladies asked her what she was doing, she replied with asmile that she was embroidering
beautiful flames. "Beautiful flames," she said, "'can destroy so many things—prison walsthat hold you,
ditchesthat bind you fast.”

Two months later the Queen of Scots was arrested on a charge of treason. Some of her letters had been
discovered in akeg of ae belonging to abrewer who had delivered beer to the house. She wastried and
condemned to be beheaded. On the morning of her execution, she approached the scaffold where lay the
axe and the block. She was dressed in ablack gown with afloor-length veil of white linen. When her
outer garments were removed there was the petticoat of crimson velvet with the bright embroidered
flames dancing upon it. The Queen smiled.

The Countess of Shrewbury lived on for twenty years more. She built many beautiful houses and
embroidered hangings for them with pictures of Penelope and Lucretia. She herself was as discreet as
Penelope and as respected as L ucretia. In the centuries that followed, her children and her children's
children became Earls and Dukes. They governed England and lived in the fairest houses in the most
beautiful landscapes. Many of them are there till.

Antickes are grotesque figures. Frets are formal Renaissance devices. Both areused in

sixteenth-century embroidery.



John Uskglass and the Cumbrian Char coal Burner

Thisretelling of apopular Northern English folk taleistaken from A Child's History of the Raven King
by John Waterbury, Lord Portishead. It bears smilaritiesto other old storiesin which agreat ruler is
outwitted by one of his humblest subjects and, because of this, many scholars have argued that it has no
historicd bass.

Many summersago in aclearing in awood in Cumbriathere lived a Charcod Burner. Hewasavery
poor man. His clothes were ragged and he was generdly sooty and dirty. He had no wife or children,
and hisonly companion wasasmal pig caled Blakeman. Most of the time he stayed in the clearing
which contained just two things. an earth-covered stack of smouldering charcoa and ahut built of sticks
and pieces of turf. But in spite of al thishewas a cheerful soul —unless crossed in any way.

One bright summer's morning a stag ran into the clearing. After the stag came alarge pack of hunting
dogs, and after the dogs came acrowd of horsemen with bows and arrows. For some moments nothing
could be seen but agreat confusion of baying dogs, sounding horns and thundering hooves. Then, as
quickly asthey had come, the huntsmen disappeared among the trees at the far end of the clearing —all
but one man.

The Charcoa Burner looked around. His grass was churned to mud; not astick of his hut remained
standing; and his negt stack of charcod was haf-dismantled and fireswere bursting forth fromit. Ina
blaze of fury he turned upon the remaining huntsman and began to heap upon the man's head every insult
he had ever heard.

But the huntsman had problems of his own. The reason that he had not ridden off with the others was that
Blakeman was running, thisway and that, beneath his horse's hooves, squeding al thewhile. Try ashe
might, the huntsman could not get free of him. The huntsman was very finely dressed in black, with boots
of soft black leather and ajewelled harness. He was in fact John Uskglass (otherwise cdled the Raven
King), King of Northern England and parts of Faerie, and the greatest magician that ever lived. But the
Charcoa Burner (whose knowledge of events outside the woodland clearing was very imperfect)
guessed nothing of this. He only knew that the man would not answer him and thisinfuriated him more
than ever. "Say something!" he cried.

A stream ran through the clearing. John Uskglass glanced at it, then at Blakeman running about beneath
his horse's hooves. He flung out a hand and Blakeman was transformed into a samon. The salmon legpt
through the air into the brook and swam away. Then John Uskglass rode off.

The Charcod Burner stared after him. "Well, now what am | going to do?' he said.

He extinguished the firesin the clearing and he repaired the stack of charcoa as best he could. But a



stack of charcoal that has been trampled over by hounds and horses cannot be made to look the same as
onethat has never received such injuries, and it hurt the Charcoal Burner'seyesto look at such a
botched, broken thing.

He went down to Furness Abbey to ask the monks to give him some supper because his own supper
had been trodden into the dirt. When he reached the Abbey heinquired for the Almoner whosetask it is
to give food and clothesto the poor. The Almoner greeted him in akindly manner and gave him a
beautiful round cheese and awarm blanket and asked what had happened to make his face so long and
sad.

So the Charcod Burner told him; but the Charcoa Burner was not much practised in the art of giving
clear accounts of complicated events. For example he spoke at great length about the huntsman who had
got left behind, but he made no mention of the man'sfine clothes or the jewelled rings on hisfingers, so
the Almoner had no suspicion that it might be the King. In fact the Charcoa Burner called him "ablack
man" so that the Almoner imagined he meant adirty man —just such another one as the Charcoa Burner
himsdf.

The Almoner was al sympathy. " So poor Blakeman isasamon now, ishe?’ hesaid. "If | wereyou, |
would go and have aword with Saint Kentigern. | am sure hewill help you. He knows dl about salmon.”
"Saint Kentigern, you say? And wherewill | find such auseful person?' asked the Charcoa Burner
esgerly.

"Hehasachurchin Grizedale. That istheroad over there.”

So the Charcoa Burner walked to Grizedde, and when he came to the church he went inside and
banged on thewalls and bawled out Saint Kentigern's name, until Saint Kentigern looked out of Heaven
and asked what the matter was.

Immediately the Charcod Burner began along indignant speech describing the injuriesthat had been
doneto him, and in particular the part played by the solitary huntsman.

"Well," said Saint Kentigern, cheerfully. "Let me seewhat | can do. Saints, such asme, ought awaysto
ligen attentively to the prayers of poor, dirty, ragged men, such asyou. No matter how offensvely those
prayers are phrased. Y ou are our special care.

"l am though?' said the Charcoa Burner, who was rather flattered to hear this.

Then Saint Kentigern reached down from Heaven, put his hand into the church font and pulled out a
salmon. He shook the sdlmon allittle and the next moment there was Blakeman, as dirty and clever as
ever.

The Charcod Burner laughed and clgpped his hands. He tried to embrace Blakeman but Blakeman just
ran about, squeding, with his customary energy.

"There," said Saint Kentigern, looking down on this pleasant scene with someddight. "l an glad | was

able to answer your prayer.”



"Oh, but you have not!" declared the Charcod Burner. ™Y ou must punish my wicked enemy!™

Then Saint Kentigern frowned allittle and explained how one ought to forgive one's enemies. But the
Charcoa Burner had never practised Christian forgiveness before and he was not in amood to begin
now. "Let Blencathrafdl on hishead!" he cried with his eyes ablaze and hisfissheld high. (Blencathrais
ahigh hill some milesto the north of Grizedde.)

"Well, no," said Saint Kentigern diplomaticaly. "1 redlly cannot do that. But | think you said this man was
ahunter? Perhaps the loss of aday's sport will teach him to treat his neighbours with more respect.”

The moment that Saint Kentigern said these words John Uskglass (who was still hunting), tumbled down
from his horse and into a cleft in some rocks. He tried to climb out but found that he was held there by
some mysterious power. Hetried to do some magic to counter it, but the magic did not work. The rocks
and earth of England loved John Uskglass well. They would dwayswish to help him if they could, but
this power —whatever it was —was something they respected even more.

Heremained in the cleft al day and dl night, until he was thoroughly cold, wet and miserable. At dawn
the unknown power suddenly released him —why, he could not tell. He climbed out, found hishorse and
rode back to hiscastle at Carlide.

"Where have you been?"' asked William of Lanchester. "We expected you yesterday."

Now John Uskglass did not want any oneto know that there might be amagician in England more
powerful than himself. So he thought for amoment. "France," he said.

"France!” William of Lanchester looked surprized. "And did you see the King? What did he say? Are
they planning new wars?

John Uskglass gave some vague, mystica and magician-like reply. Then he went up to hisroom and sat
down upon the floor by hissilver dish of water. Then he spoke to Persons of Great Importance (such as
the West Wind or the Stars) and asked them to tell him who had caused him to be thrown into the clft.
Into hisdish came avision of the Charcoa Burner.

John Uskglass cdled for hishorse and his dogs, and he rode to the clearing in the wood.

Meanwhile the Charcod Burner was toasting some of the cheese the Almoner had given him. Then he
went to look for Blakeman, because there were few thingsin the world that Blakeman liked as much as
toasted cheese.

While he was gone John Uskglass arrived with his dogs. Helooked around &t the clearing for some clue
asto what had happened. He wondered why agreat and dangerous magician would chuseto liveina
wood and earn hisliving as acharcod burner. His eyefel upon the toasted cheese.

Now toasted cheese is atemptation few men can resist, be they charcoal burners or kings. John
Uskglass reasoned thus:. al of Cumbriabelonged to him — therefore thiswood belonged to him —
therefore this toasted cheese belonged to him. So he sat down and ateit, dlowing hisdogsto lick his

fingerswhen he was done.



At that moment the Charcod Burner returned. He stared at John Uskglass and at the empty green leaves
where histoasted cheese had been. "You!" hecried. "It isyou! You ate my dinner!" He took hold of
John Uskglass and shook him hard. "Why? Why do you these things?'

John Uskglass said not aword. (He felt himself to be at something of a disadvantage.) He shook himself
free from the Charcoa Burner's grasp, mounted upon his horse and rode out of the clearing.

The Charcoa Burner went down to Furness Abbey again. "That wicked man came back and ate my
toasted cheesel" he told the Almoner.

The Almoner shook his head sadly at the sinfulness of the world. "Have some more cheese," he offered.
"And perhaps some bread to go with it?"

"Which saintisit that looks after cheeses?' demanded the Charcoa Burner.

The Almoner thought for amoment. "That would be Saint Bridget,” he said.

"And wherewill | find her ladyship?' asked the Charcod Burner, eagerly.

"She has achurch at Beckermet,” replied the Almoner, and he pointed the way the Charcoa Burner
ought to take.

So the Charcod Burner walked to Beckermet and when he got to the church he banged the dtar plates
together and roared and made a great dedl of noise until Saint Bridget looked anxioudy out of Heaven
and asked if there was any thing she could do for him.

The Charcod Burner gave along description of theinjuries hissilent enemy had done him.

Saint Bridget said she was sorry to hear it. "But | do not think | am the proper person to help you. | ook
after milkmaids and dairymen. | encourage the butter to come and the cheesesto ripen. | have nothing to
do with cheese that has been eaten by the wrong person. Saint Nicholas looks after thieves and stolen
property. Or thereis Saint Alexander of Comanawho loves Charcoad Burners. Perhaps," she added
hopefully, "you would like to pray to one of them?"

The Charcod Burner declined to take an interest in the persons she mentioned. " Poor, ragged, dirty men
like meareyour specid care!” heinsgted. "Do amiracle!”

"But perhaps,” said Saint Bridget, "this man does not mean to offend you by hissilence. Have you
considered that he may be mute?!

"Oh, no! | saw him speak to hisdogs. They wagged their tailsin delight to hear hisvoice. Saint, do your
work! Let Blencathrafal on hishead!™

Saint Bridget sghed. "No, no, we cannot do that; but certainly heiswrong to sted your dinner. Perhaps
it might be aswell to teach him alesson. Just asmdl one.”

At that moment John Uskglass and his court were preparing to go hunting. A cow wandered into the
stable-yard. It ambled up to where John Uskglass stood by his horse and began to preach him asermon
in Latin on the wickedness of steding. Then his horse turned its head and told him solemnly that it quite
agreed with the cow and that he should pay good attention to what the cow said.



All the courtiers and the servantsin the stable-yard fell slent and stared at the scene. Nothing like this
had ever happened before.

"Thisismagic!" declared William of Lanchester. "But who would dare...?"

"I did it mysdlf," said John Uskglass quickly.

"Redly?' sad William. "Why?'

Therewas apause. "To help me contemplate my sinsand errors,” said John Uskglassat last, "asa
Chridtian should from timeto time.”

"But seding isnot asin of yoursl Sowhy...?"

"Good God, William!™ cried John Uskglass. "Must you ask so many questions?| shall not hunt today!"
He hurried away to the rose garden to escape the horse and the cow. But the roses turned their
red-and-white faces towards him and spoke at length about his duty to the poor; and some of the more
ill-natured flowers hissed, "Thief! Thief!" He shut hiseyesand put hisfingersin hisears, but hisdogs
came and found him and pushed their nosesin hisface and told him how very, very disgppointed they
werein him. So hewent and hid in abarelittle room at the top of the castle. But dl that day the stones of
the walsloudly debated the various passagesin the Bible that condemn stedling.

John Uskglass had no need to inquire who had done this (the cow, horse, dogs, stones and roses had all
made particular mention of toasted cheese); and he was determined to discover who this strange
magician was and what he wanted. He decided to employ that most magica of al crestures—theraven.
An hour later athousand or so ravens were despatched in aflock so densethat it was asif ablack
mountain were flying through the summer sky. When they arrived at the Charcod Burner's clearing, they
filled every part of it with atumult of black wings. The leaves were swept from the trees, and the
Charcod Burner and Blakeman were knocked to the ground and battered about. The ravens searched
the Charcoal Burner's memories and dreams for evidence of magic. Just to be on the safe side, they
searched Blakeman's memories and dreams too. The ravens|ooked to see what man and pig had thought
when they were gill in their mothers wombs; and they looked to see what both would do when finally
they came to Heaven. They found not a scrap of magic anywhere.

When they were gone John Uskglass waked into the clearing with his arms folded, frowning. He was
deeply disappointed at the ravens fallure.

The Charcod Burner got dowly up from the ground and looked around in amazement. If afire had
ravaged the wood, the destruction could scarcely have been more complete. The branches weretorn
from the trees and athick, black layer of raven featherslay over everything. In asort of ecstasy of
indignation, he cried, "Tel mewhy you persecute me!™

But John Uskglass said not aword.

"I will make Blencathrafal onyour head! | will doit! You know | can!" He jabbed hisdirty finger in John

Uskglasssface. "Y ou — know — | — can!™



The next day the Charcoal Burner appeared a Furness Abbey before the sun was up. He found the
Almoner, who was on hisway to Prime. "He came back and shattered my wood," hetold him. "He made
it black and ugly!"

"What aterrible man!" said the Almoner, sympatheticaly.

"What saint isin charge of ravens?' demanded the Charcoa Burner.

"Ravens?' said the Almoner. "Nonethat | know of." He thought for amoment. " Saint Oswad had a pet
raven of which hewas extremey fond."

"And wherewould | find his saintliness?'

"He hasanew church at Grasmere.”

So the Charcoa Burner walked to Grasmere and when he got there he shouted and banged on the walls
with acandlestick.

Saint Oswald put his head out of Heaven and cried, "Do you have to shout so loud? | am not deaf! What
do you want? And put down that candlestick! It was expensivel” During their holy and blessed lives Saint
Kentigern and Saint Bridget had been amonk and a nun respectively; they werefull of mild, saintly
patience. But Saint Oswald had been aking and asoldier, and he was a very different sort of person.
"The Almoner a Furness Abbey saysyou likeravens" explained the Charcod Burner.

"Like isputting it alittle strong,” said Saint Oswald. "There was abird in the seventh century that used to
perch on my shoulder. It pecked my ears and made them bleed.”

The Charcoa Burner described how he was persecuted by the silent man.

"Wl perhaps he has reason for behaving as he does?' said Saint Oswad, sarcastically. "Have you, for
example, made great big dentsin his expensive candlesticks?”

The Charcod Burner indignantly denied ever having hurt the silent man.

"Hmm," said Saint Oswad, thoughtfully. "Only kings can hunt deer, you know."

The Charcoa Burner looked blank.

"Let ussee" said Saint Oswad. "A man in black clothes, with powerful magic and ravensat his
command, and the hunting rights of aking. This suggests nothing to you? No apparently it does not. Well,
it so happensthat | think 1 know the person you mean. Heisindeed very arrogant and perhapsthetime
has cometo humble him alittle. If | understand you aright, you are angry because he does not speak to
you?”

"Yes"

"Wl then, | believe | shadl loosen histonguealittle.”

"What sort of punishment isthat?' asked the Charcod Burner. "l want you to make Blencathrafall on his
heed!"

Saint Oswald made asound of irritation. "What do you know of it?' hesaid. "Believeme, | am afar
better judge than you of how to hurt this man!"



As Saint Oswald spoke John Uskglass began to talk in arapid and rather excited manner. Thiswas
unusua but did not &t first seem sinister. All his courtiers and servants listened politely. But minutes went
by — and then hours —and he did not stop talking. He talked through dinner; he talked through mass; he
talked through the night. He made prophesies, recited Bible passages, told the histories of variousfary
kingdoms, gave recipesfor pies. He gave away political secrets, magical secrets, infernd secrets, Divine
secrets and scandal ous secrets— as aresult of which the Kingdom of Northern England was thrown into
various political and theologica crises. Thomas of Dundale and William of Lanchester begged and
threatened and pleaded, but nothing they said could make the King stop talking. Eventually they were
obliged to lock him in thelittle room at the top of the castle so that no one el se could hear him. Then,
snceit wasinconcevable that aking should talk without someone listening, they were obliged to stay
with him, day after day. After exactly three dayshefdl slent.

Two dayslater herode into the Charcoa Burner's clearing. Helooked so pale and worn that the
Charcod Burner wasin high hopesthat Saint Oswald might have relented and pushed Blencathraon his
head.

"What isit that you want from me?" asked John Uskglass, warily.

"Hal" said the Charcoa Burner with triumphant looks. "Ask my pardon for turning poor Blakeman into a
fish!" A long dlence.

Then with gritted teeth, John Uskglass asked the Charcod Burner's pardon. "Isthere any thing elseyou
want?' he asked. "Repair dl the hurtsyou did me!™

Immediately the Charcoa Burner's stack and hut regppeared just as they had aways been; the trees
were made whole again; fresh, green leaves covered their branches; and a sweet lawn of soft grass
spread over the clearing.

"Any thing ds?'

The Charcod Burner closed his eyes and strained to summon up an image of unthinkable wedlth.
"Anacther pig!" he declared.

John Uskglass was beginning to suspect that he had made a miscal culation somewhere — though he could
not for hislifetel whereit was. Nevertheless he felt confident enough to say, "I will grant you apig —if
you promise that you will tell no one who gaveit to you or why."

"How can 1?7 said the Charcoa Burner. "I do not know who you are. Why?' he said, narrowing his eyes.
"Who areyou?'

"No one," said John Uskglass, quickly.

Another pig appeared, the very twin of Blakeman, and while the Charcoa Burner was exclaming over
his good fortune, John Uskglass got on his horse and rode away in a condition of the most complete
mydtification.

Shortly after that he returned to his capital city of Newcastle. In the next fifty or sixty years hislords and



servants often reminded him of the excdllent hunting to be had in Cumbria, but he was careful never to go

there again until he was sure the Charcoa Burner was dead.



