































































































Arthur, before dinner? You won’t last out till the end of the
day if you are not careful of yourself.’

Arthur demurred, and Mirs Mason was just going to speak
again when Clara said: :

‘Do stay and rest, Arthur, and I'Il stop with you. I'm
rather tired, too.’

The burly housekeeper smiled, for she had seen that Mrs
Mason was going to offer to stay behind, and she wasn’t
over-sorry to be rid of Arthur’s (to her) stupendous lore, so
that she might have her say, and didn’t want to lose the
chance of talking to her friend; so she said:

“Yes, you two young ones and solemn ones stay, if any-
body must, for I know you are on the look-out for ghosts and
romantic matter, and if one could see a ghost at noontide f am
sure | should come to this room to look for it.’

So they passed on, John talking merrily to the house-
keeper, and left the two there—Arthur sitting in a big chair
near the corner, and Clara near him, her dainty fresh skirts
Prushmg against the old hard armour. Almost without look-
ing, he was conscious that she had laid her left hand on the
breastplate, and even though he half saw it, he began to
dream about it, as his way was about everything, to make it
something different from what it was. All the morning as he
talked ‘he imagined her thoughts about him, and had changed
h'er clinging kindness into heaven knows what dream of
singlehearted passion; and now as she stood silent there, and
he sat trembling and afraid to break the sweetness of being
alone with her, he imagined her in like case; and now she
turned her head a little, and their eyes met—hers so tender
:;md compassionate, for she saw a worn, anxious look in his
ace.

“Are you very tired, dear?’ she said in a sweet low voice. It
thrilled through him with inexpressible sweetness, for she
had not yet used so soft a word to him. His face lighted up as

he shook his head, and reaching out his hand, touched the
sleeve of her left arm, and then, as before, let his hand fall
down onto her palm, that yielded passively to him while a
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look like surprise came into her face. He noticed it, despite
his dreaming, and began to talk hurriedly, without losing her
hand, though. ’

“Wouldn’t you like to know all about the old fellow that
wore it, Clara? How he went to and fro, and who the people
were he was fond of?’

“Yes,” she said, ‘though I suppose people were dull and
stupid then like they are now, when they fali in love, and are
happy and unhappy—and write poetry, too. I've never seen
any old books of that time, Arthur.’

“There are some old chronicles at home,” he said. ‘I don’t
know why I’ve never lent them to you. You see, when we
three have been together lately, we have been busy talking
about things going on. Besides, 1 wasn’t sure that you could
read themn easily without someone to help. Let me come over
and read pieces to you this summer, out in the garden.’

“Yes, do,’ she said.

“You know,” he went on, ‘one has fits of not caring for
fishing and shooting a bit, and then 1 get through an enor-
mous lot of reading—and then again one day one goes out,
and down to the river, and looks at the eddies and then sud-

denly one thinks of all that again. And then another day,
when one has one’s rod in one’s hand, one looks up and
down the field, or sees the road slowly winding along, and [
can’t help thinking of tales going on-amongst it all, and long
so much for more and more books—don’t you know?’

‘Well,” she said, ‘one day goes so much like another with
me’—and she gave a little unconscious sigh—‘and women
have so much less of stirring things to look forward to than
men. And yet I won’t say that I don’t make tales to myself

3

toa.
She blushed scarlet as she spoke, and Arthur felt the hand

he was nursing tighten on his a little. His heart leaped at it,
and again, what tales he told himself! He was silent as he
watched the colour fading out of her face again, and at last he

said, with a great effort:
‘Clara, you get more and more beautiful every day. There!
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I never said a word about that before. and if you're not angry,
I'm glad [ said it now.’

If he expected to see the blush come into her face again, he
was disappointed. She only looked at him with such serious
eyes, as she answered:

‘Why should I be angry, Arthur? I'm pleased, because |
think you know about such things, and people about here
don’t much, I fancy. And though I don’t think I should set
my heart on it much, I can’t help being pleased at being—
being well-looking.’

“You're a great deal more than that,” he said. ‘I hope we—
you will be happy, for somehow beautiful people so often
seem to be unhappy.’

“0,” she said, with a real merry laugh, ‘don’t say such
unlucky things, for’ (she did colour again a little here) ‘I've
heard Mother say that you were like to turn out the hand-
somest of the two—there! are you angry?” she said, lau ghing
again, for his face was scarlet. ‘Besides’, she said, gravely and
rather primly, *people are always happy when they do what is
right.” :

He laughed out at this, and said:

‘Tl tuck for me, Miss Clara, who don’t do a twentieth part
of what I ought, and never shall—come, | know you don’t
believe that?’ .

‘I don’t know,” she said, turning towards the armour
again. She had gently drawn her hand away for a minute or
two. ‘Tell us, Arthur, could a man like that have walked
about our house?’

‘No,” he said, ‘don’t you remember the date? This fellow
is as old, almost, as the chancel of our church. There’s a
brass just like him in the floor.’

He rose as he spoke, and took the halberd out of the mailed
hand, and lowered the blade of it for her to see the engraved
ornament on it. She drew to it with a pleased smile as he
began to talk about it, and tell her what the figures meant.
Her face was so near his that he felt her breath upon it, and
was as happy as might be; and as he moved to put it back in its
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place, the look of surprise came into her face, unnoted by
him.

He led her to the window-seat, on which he knelt while she
leaned forward by him. Then they talked about the day, and
how delightful it would be upon the river, till suddenly the
voices and footsteps of the returning party were heard, and
Arthur loosed her hand, and turned with a start to meet
them. If he had looked at her face, he would have seen some-
thing like trouble in it now; and would certainly not have put
it down to the right cause.

As for Clara, she greeted them with:

‘Arthur’s quite rested now, mother.’

“Yes, whoever else is tired,” quothe the housekeeper, grin-
ning.

‘Q, we’re not tired,” said Mrs Mason, simply not seeing
the cunning old lady’s grin, or noticing her emphasis;
though, if we must say the truth, she would not have been
greatly distressed if she had seen lovemaking going on
between the two, after her first qualm of fear at the parson’s
violence of indignation and brutality, and of doubt as to
whether John would not have made the better lover.

Well, they walked slowly back through the corridors and
cool dark rooms, happily enough, all of them; the young ones
'full of eager life, made miraculous by vague dreams for the
future; dreams that were shared, more or less, by Mrs Mason
amid the regrets of her widowhood, for she, whose sweet and
kindly feelings hardly included passion, as her dreamy and

vague mind hardly included reason, found her failing interest
in contemplating the future of her daughter’s heart, whom
she loved tenderly, scarcely remembering, maybe, that she
was her daughter.




CHAPTER XIV
THE PLEASURE-PARTY: THE END

Solthey passed out of the house, and turning along the front
of it, went by the housekeeper’s invitation through the gar-
dPTns toward the little inn, that, standing where the Ormslade
River (as people called it, though old folks and the maps had
the Blackwater) ran into the big, navigable, sea-going stream
combined in itself the character of the inn, lock-house, and
ferry-house. The Ormslade River, crossing the road, became
a sort of garden canal to Ruddywell Court, and turned what
w01:11d have been very beautiful and quaint old gardens into a
poslntive paradise, and the young folk grew nearly wearied by
their pleasure amid the redundance of the old garden,
through which they loitered, sitting down for long spells here
and there,
. At last they came to where they had to cross a bridge, built
in naively pedantic imitation of the glories of Palladio; and
taking leave of the complaisant housekeeper, passed out into
the highway a few hundred yards from the ferry-house. A rod
or two further on, the backstream from above the lock
crossed the road and ran into the Ormslade River, and there
the two together slipped into the broad stream, which there is
all the less necessity for naming, as the people thereabout
never called it anything else than the River: and indeed they
mi ght be excused if they forgot that there was any other river
in the world, so beautiful this stream was, such a look of
history and romance and promise of great things to come it
bore upon its eddies, and already, high up in that remote
countryside, had that look of nobility which never belongs
as I fancy, to any river that does not personally meet the seaj
There were no longer hedges on either side of the way now
—nothing but wide, clear ditches full of yellow-flowered
sedge and water-flowers, and the road was a little raised above
the broad meadows that spread out a fong distance on this left
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bank of the stream; rows of willows here and there marking
the course of some brook or big ditch, countless kine and
horses wandering about, and the lapwing wheeling about
with his peevish cry. On the right bank, low hills rose up just
arod on the other side of the tow-path, though just opposite
the ferry they fell off into wide slopes of grass meadows,
through which the road wound, and afterwards, upstream,
fell away from the river, while downstream they rose steeper
and here and there showed broken escarpments of sandy
bank, pitted with sand-martins’ nests.

So they came down to where the inn—a little low slate-
roofed house with the sign of the Rose hanging from it—
stood at the brink of the wide pool below the lock, on a
sloppy, willowy piece of land, even in this June almost as
much water as earth. A casting-net was hung spread out and
dripping still onto the dry, dusty road by the door; there was
a mangy old grey, with a very small brown child babbling
about him, and hanging onto his tail; and inside, throu gh the
cool dusk of the house; one could dimly see shining pots
hanging up—a very unlikely place it looked to get one’s
dinner at; it looked like the end of the world; for the road that
ended in the shallow on this side, rose from the water on the
other all grass-grown and little used, and was now, indeed,
little more than a bridleway, and seemed to lead nowhere at
all.

So here Mrs Mason made Arthur go'into the house for a
rest, while John went to get the boat ready, and see about the
necessaries for the feast. Arthur looked over his shoulder to
see if Clara were coming, but she said quietly:

‘I must go and look at the lock. There’l be plenty of time,’
and walked off briskly as she spoke.

Presently her feet were bruising scent from the great
horse-mint as she picked her way between the willow stems.
Then she scrambled up a little bank into the blazing sun, and
so to the lock head, where she stood leaning on the sluice tops
and watched the water gurgling under the shut sluices, and
the shadowy faint green bleak flitting about at the top of the
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water. The look of the black depths made the day seern hotter
and more luxurious, as the scent of the marshland hay and
clover, and the hum of bees and tinkle of sheep-bells, was
carried to her across the wide meadows. Then, as she looked
up in a while, the sound of church bells fell sweet upon the
light wind from a little steeple she could just see at the foot of

-~ the furthest spur of the higher ground, bringing that inevit-

able melancholy with it that deepened upon her till with a
sigh she was just turning to go, when she felt a hand upon her
shoulder and said:

‘Arthur?’

‘No, it’s me,” quoth his brother. ‘How grave you look,
Clara! You look as if you could see through me.’

Her eyes changed kindly as he spoke, and she said:

‘I think the bells made me melancholy. John, let us come
to the boat.’

He turned slowly, saying:

“What were you thinking of, though?’ :

‘Well’, she said, ‘people can’t expect to be answered when
they ask such questions as that, but for once I think I can tell
you. I was thinking that it would be very dreadful to live here
if one got to be unhappy.’

‘How strange,” he said. ‘I suppose the bells set me think-
ing too, for as I came along 1 was thinking and wondering
what I should do to pass the days if I were living here an old
man, with all one’s friends dead—or at Leaser F arm,’ he said,
stammering and reddening. She didn’t answer, and he was
silent as they walked on. He took her firm, fine hand to help
her down the bank, and his face grew graver and graver, till
she said suddenly: '

“You bring the book?’

‘Yes,” he said.

‘I'm so glad. I have been looking forward to hearing those
stories, and it will be so delightful to remember them with
the beautiful place, and this happy day.’ _

They got to the boat with this, where Mrs Mason and
Arthur were already seated. Clara was rather eager to row,
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but John, rather grave still, and awkwardly enough edging in
some compliment to her skill with the oar, objected on the
score of haste in getting to the shade being advisable. So Clara
sat down beside the two others in the stern, smiling, but a
little vexed. At any rate this pleased one person—Arthur, to
wit—who sat with the rudder strings in his hands and her
cheek nearly touching his shoulder, supremely happy; and
presently she laughed merrily and said:

‘John, I was getting ill-tempered—but you must have been
picking up grand manners somewhere, to beat about the
bush like that, when you know I can’t row a bit.’

‘All right,” he said, laughing himself. ‘You shall row
going back—you and your mother together, if you like. We
can start in good time.’

“Worse and worse!” said Mrs Mason, ‘unless you really
mean a compliment by thinking us such fine ladies that our
arms would ache at the first stroke of the oar. If you saw Clara
and | washing our own smart lace things, you would think
better of us, Master John.* _

The two lads blushed and felt happy and shamefaced at
this, but said nothing, John laying vigorously on the oars,
and Arthur pumping himself in the pride of his rivercraft*,
though the great big green-painted old tub was not particu-
larly suitable for that display.

Betwixt this small pleasantry and others, they got to the
eyot, which was just a long bank high and dry above the
weedy shallow, that John pushed through with some diffi-
culty; but in the middle of the said bank, someone had
planted a ring of willows, and at this dry time the turf und(?r
them was soft and pleasant enough, so there they spread their
feast out, Arthur lying down, and John trying to help, gnd
looking awkward because the two women would not let him,
pretending to be afraid of his breaking things. So there was

plenty of laughter over their dinner, Mrs Mason coddhn_g
Arthur hugely (which he was still weak enough from his

* The.MS has ‘oarcraft’, but Arthur is supposed to be steering the boat.
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iItI;]ri:l;:s to like rather), and Clara watching his somewhat
Ing appetite wi i i
s g appetite with amusement mingled with pleasure,
The business of eatin
_ ! g over, they fell to the book, Arthur
rc?admg at first, !:'o whom Clara drew near, and sat watching
his e.ager face,th‘h a little frown on it, with kind and serious
eyﬁs, but turned, in the pauses of the tale, to talk about it to
John, who spoke well and without any shyness now. Then
ﬂohn took,the book_and read, not so well as Arthur, because
; couldn’t help thinking of what was coming further on in
ic e tale; and Clara, having arranged the cloths that Arthur
fay on e::il:l;)lut a tree-trunk, sat by him, and still watched his
ace, and he sat conscious of it, and not liking t
lest she should look away. B foum to her
When the sun was fairly falling, and before it began to get
colder, they got into the boat; the two women took the oars
and Fhey dropped slowly downstream amid a good deal 0%
merriment from the lads. They stopped here and there to
gzther W.lld flowers on the bank, and wandered about from
s;l e to side of the stream, doing all those little untellable
:hmgs that go to make a happy day with happy people; and
ey were all very happy together, till at last Mrs Mason
cried out that it was over-late for Arthur to be out, and they
hmeL;s;Iturn at omje.h So she, who'was sitting aft, moved to give
ace up to John, and he went f i
i place up 10 John. orward and met Clara in
" It was i| li;tle difficult for them to pass one another, and as
ey stood thus, with her h i ’
fhey stoc er hand on his shoulder, she stopped

rquizh;aéoglgif,the sunset now, Mother, and Arthur—turn
, flor a sudden change had gone over the sky by the drift of
1ght clouds, and the whole was full of strange golden light
and in the west the clear sky passed from orange to palé
yellow ?md green, and the long strips and light flecks were
deeP crimson, unmeasurable colours. They looked silentl

while the stream gurgied past them, and the water hen crigé

(68)

LA EA A, s Y b . i o il

among the reeds, and the big-eyed heifers stared at them from
the bank. But Arthur turned soon, to look at Clara. There
she stood, with her hand still on John's shoulder, and he
holding her other hand. She had half bared her arms, beauti-
ful but slim, as a young girl’s are; her head was bare, and
little locks of hair were floating about her face in the light
wind; her lips were a little parted amid pleasure and thought,
and her eyes fixed full on the sky, as if she would never think
of anything on earth again. But even as he gazed in ecstasy,
with a strange pang at her exceeding beauty that seemed too
great for her to notice him, 2 happy smile crossed her face,
her kind eyes fell to his, and she stepped aft lightly and came
and sat down by him, laying her hand on his in the fullpess of
her heart. _

Then John sat down and threw the oars into the rowlocks.
With a heavy splash the boat’s head swung round, and pres-
ently the two were facing that western glory to which John’s
back was turned; as he pulled back sturdily toward the lock.

It had not wholly faded when they got into the carriage
there, though the clouds were dusky purple now instead of
crimson, and the stars were beginning to show, and the high
moon to colour, So on they drove through the odorous June
night, steeped too completely in happiness to remember that
their pleasure-day was nearly at an end. Arthur was rather

worn out amid his delight, and Mrs Mason had made him lie
as much along as he could on the back seat of the carriage,
after much opposition on his part. He had Clara’s roses in his
hand, for he had made them put them in water at the little
inn, and they were quite fresh now. She sat opposite to him,
quite hanging over him, not saying much, but listening to
him when he spoke, almost (he thought) as if there were no-
one else in the world. And indeed she thou ght how happy she
was to have such dear friends and so fond of her as he—and
his brather—were. .
Yes, and as he talked to her now, telling her how he had
thought of her in his illness, and of his dreams she had come
into, that fever had sometimes turned into horrors, the tears
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gathered in her eyes with pity and affection; and—though

with a thrill of fear-she fel i :
t, d
seemed fonder of her than John Zsif{fte herself, glad that he

- Bl.;; getf v]v.as Leas:ex: Farm at last, and the little green rail-
nig;lt n .e ights flitting about the windows, for it was full
caidlesci):,tl:: i;}{ow ?Ma,i lovely eyes were blinking at thz
parlour, hot and stuff i
Iadj drove on still through the cool ;giltn o while the two
filledrtl:li‘;: 5 hearjc was beating still at the boldness that had
offered hi at parting, to pass his lips from the cheek she had
e im to her avertedlips, and his lips were trembling still
ingin sfuiz;i?esls (t)'fﬂ’le VEry unbrotherlike kiss; John whistl-
solution to keep his heart up, and rating hi
for afeeling of discomfort a P-andrating himself
nd wrong that, sooth to sa
Ssygltgaxmur gflpaf ting, but had been hanging abo):;tv;’:ilfnnaglt
- s to Clara, she found her moth h :
cross and disagreeable after the day’ er perhaps a trifle
. leasuring, but sh
selfmight have passedfor ol 8, but she her-
gay,andat last, whenshe had
candleoutandwaslyin : " € had put her
) galoneinherdearlittl :
the faintly movin eroom,lookingat
g trees, and stars between th
through her little half-o - em, that showed
pened, white-curtained wind
worldly troubles had window, all
- passed away from her; and .
happiness her own beautiful . ;andwrappedin the
and simple soul made f
thought of her love for thos P made for her, she
ethatlovedher, tillnigh i
ness had their way with her, and o isheandweari
- and she feil asleep in the f
Eeaceful .placcj, and dreamed of herself grown very ;?grabmz
appy still, with no-one lost of those that loved her , bu

CHAPTER XV
JOHN LEAVES HOME

Arthur lay abed the next morning,
ur lay ' rning, happy enough, and
sat with him at his breakfast, with the feeling (gt enmg{ﬁrl}g
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any case for the day after a merrymaking) that life had got
very commonplace and stupid, and longing sorely for some-
thing startling to happen, but doing his best to carry on
something of talk with his brother, and going every now and
then to the open window, and leaning out of it in a restless
manner. At last came the short sharp double ring at the bell
that indicated the postman.

John started, though it may easily be believed that the
lads’ correspondence was so small that neither of them need
expect a letter because of that. Nevertheless, on this occasion
a letter was brought up presently, and given to John, who

said: :
‘Well, by Jove, here’s a letter from father!” and tore it
open eagerly, and with some apprehension too, which latter

Arthur rather more than shared.
“What is it, old fellow?’ he said, before John could have

half read it through.
“Why,” said John, after he had hastily skimmed through to

the end, ‘it’s a case of *‘good-bye’’ ' _and he threw him the
Jetter, which ran thus:

My dear John,
You remember my telling you last time I saw you th
must make your choice of a business. Well, you must choose
a1 once, for | have just got a letter from Godby telling me that
the place in the Russian house is just vacant. If you take my
advice you will take it. Godby’s friend will push you, and by
the time you are twenty-one you might put your Mother’s
money into the affair, and become a junior partner—i.e.
always if you work hard these four years, and learn the busi-
ness.
If you determine to go, it must be at once; Godby has asked
you to go and stay with him for a couple of days before you go
up. That will be about as much as they will allow you, but he
will put you up to things in Landon, for he is a good-natured
fellow, and likes young people better than I do. Write to him
at once. Mr Jackson has instructions to geta lodging for you,
and to pay you. Godby will teil you alt about that; you are old
enough to see about all you want with the housekeeper; tell

her to give you money to get up to London.

at you
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There .work hard, and try to muke money. You will find

311: making of it more amusing than anything else, besides all
e ar?lusement you can buy with it. Don’t get into a mess. |
» when ' was young, and that has tainted my position ever

since. If you think this queer ' i
snee | q for a parson, [ can't help it—]

[M(lnrf'is ’s mgnusc.ript breaks off here. The final section, as he
explained to Louie Baldwin, ‘begins with the letter ;f the

}c;lder brotl_ler to th‘e younger, on getting Ais letter telling how
€ was going to bid for the girl in marriage.” This, presum-
ably, would be four or five years later.] ,

... You say [ shall not be surprised, perhaps. Surprised! Wh
wl"ien I was down there with you the whole air seerned‘ full st
this. It lurked in dark corners in the twilight, and the dali
throbbed with it as I lay alone on my bed, tiil I felt as if it
woluld burst out into a cry; and as [ went up in the train thlc
noise of the wheels and engine seemed to be telling the world
of it; and when the murkiness of London drew near, there it
seemed to be lying in wait for us. As | hurried up tl;e stairs
and as [ lay awake in the night, I told myself the stor over:
and over again, il I could lie still no more, and yet w);s to
weak ro get up. Look--!am writing nonsense to you—but h .
could I be astonished? youTthen
And now I will talk sense, and give you advice —and believe
me, for whatever reason, I am inspired to-night, and if you
follow my advice all will be well with you. I othe;wise if ,
let any half-heartedness deceive you, it will be better f’or Y;JU
to grow miserable and die, than w be contented and Id;,(veu
Again, you think me mad—forgive it, but read on—if you arf;
l:;ure, s you say you are, that Clara loves you and that you
ove her, !1eed nothing, heed nobody, but live yoﬁr life
through wzth her, crushing everything that comes in your
way-everything—unless, perhaps, there was somebody who
.loved_ her better than yourself. Yer as you will not be able to
imagine th‘at, if you truly love her, the first word stands
Everything, and everybody I do not understand wh ‘o
shogld hesitate. As to Father, why, if he had loved isy )
passxonaFely as one reads of sometimes, I would sa ‘dif
r.egard him’—so there is no need to say that as he lo)\:es us
little enough, that as his whole life is mingled with some blind
hatred—be sorry for him, as I am—love him, as I cannot—and
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thrust him aside from out your path. What clse is there?
Clara’s mother? Make her yield, man, make her yield! She is
weak and sentimental—-a long face or two, a little crying, and
the thing is done; and she will have no grief, only a little dis-

.comfort—let her bear it! There is not much need to pity ser.

Well, I won’t do you the injustice to think you really care
what the world will say, nor think that she, with those eyes,
that body that her soul has made, can care; and s¢ you have
nothing left—for you shall have, at the worst, two-thirds of
any money I can make, and if you are poor, how sweet your
ambition to get on will be, when it is for her! Bah! why need |
preach to you about that? O, you are happy —what need of me
to call on God to bless you? For be sure that his blessings are
showered down on the strong lucky people who come near
enough to the fire to thrust in their hands and snatch the gold
out of it. They cannot heed, if they would, the wailing or the
silent misery of those who are old, or blind, or weak with the
horrible fever of longing that can never be satisfied.

0, how beautiful you must think the world: Stop, though!
are you sure that she loves you as you love her? Nay, do not
be indignant—find out without blinding yourself how the
matter goes; and if you find she does not—then—why then,
still strive with all your might to get her, to be with her—if not
for many years, yet for a year; if not for a year, for a month; if
not for a month, for a week—for a day, for an hour, a minute—
do anything, stoop to any humiliation, tell any lie, commnit
any treachery-but do not die, as—as some people must, with
your love barren and unsatisfied, when you can make it other-
wise. Do not hesitate on the score of her happiness. If you feel
real love, you must know that you really think the whole
world exists only to minister to your passion. O, think of the
happiness, i you can feel this and be satisfied. Yes! even with-
out any return, it is happiness. It is worth passing through all
the pain that clings about it—and if you do not feel this, you

are not in love, and the desire you have will pass away into

something else—into friendship, or into disgust, or hatred—
how should 1 know or care which? What does it matrer? Allis
either love or not love. There is nothing between, Everything
else—friendship, kindness, goodness, is & shadow and a lie,
Yes, you must test your love in this way, and even then
you may fall into the misery which a third possibility will
bring you to. Oh my God, it is all a matter of chance—for my
words are only words to you, unless you are really in love.
Who can judge false love, without having felt the true? But
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try your best, try your best, for all our sakes, and then God
help you and all unhappy people!

your brother

o John Risley
P.S. This is a wild letter; but it is all I can write just now, Do

not be frightened of me when [ meet you next, and tell Clara 1
wrote kindly to you, and was very glad that you were going to
be married. You see, [ am so anxious that the only two people
Tlove in the world, or ever shall love, should be quite happy,
quite without a cloud on their love. Tell deas Clara that 1

advised you to carry the matter through H—yeu—were—in
toffaent in spite of everything.

P.P.S. I must come and see you soon. Good-bye. J.R.

Arthur’s face grew pale enough as he read his letter, and when
hehaddoneit he walkedupand down theroom many times, but
withoutsayingaword, withoutindeedformingoneinhis heart.
Atlast he walked out of the house, and straight to Leaser Farm.

There he found Clara and her mother sitting together, and,
after the first greeting, sat down with no attempt to make
talk, and answered at random to Mrs Mason’s anxious ques-
tions about his health, Clara sat silent for a little time, and
presently said to him quite abruptly:

‘Come out with me, Arthur. ] want to show you some-
thing.’

He rose without a word, and though Mrs Mason would
have followed them, Clara’s bluntness, and a tone of resolute
sternness in her voice, stopped her; and she sat there alone in
great agitation.

When the two had got among the low-hanging lime
boughs Clara turned round on him, and said:

‘What has gone wrong, Arthur?’

He caught hold of her hand and began nursing it to his
breast, and the colour had come back to his cheeks again as
he answered:

‘Nothing—nothing. I wrote to John and have an answer—
it was so kind.’

%he turned deadly pale. ‘What’s the matter? Is he ill?’ she
said.

(74)

“‘No, no, dear. He said he was so very, very glad, and said |
should be so happy, and advised us to carry the matter
through, in spite of everything.’

She was still pale. ‘Arthur,” she said, ‘are you telling me
the whole truth? I mean, are you breaking some dreadful
thing to me? Don’t torment me! It isn’t kind to do those sort
of things—you know 1 love you.’

‘O my darling,” he cried, drawing her to him, ‘and how [
love you! there is not a word more of his letter to tell you
than that—and that he seemed tremendously excited about it.
And if I looked pale and anxious just now, it was because I
had guite made up my mind to tell my father all about it, and
that we must be married at once—and it was a little apprehen-
sion, and a great deal of excitement, that’s it. O, my own
sweet, and my cowardice and nervousness has made you
suffer—dear, I wish you could hurt me in return for it, but 1
know you are too kind, and cannot.’

He trembled all over with pleasure as he spoke, for her
cheek touched his, and while he stood dreaming in his old
way, he felt her sigh, and then her lips had stolen round to
his, and there was no pang in his heart but of longing still
unsatisfied, as they kissed together there.

‘Iam so glad he was pleased,” she said, as they walked back
to the house, ‘and now you’re going to tell mother all about
it.” '

“Yes,” he said dreamily.

“You know,” she said, ‘I haven’t told her about it, but lam
sure she knows that something has happened. I must make
her happy, Arthur—she has always been so kind to me, and [
know you are fond of her.’

“Yes, very much,” said Arthur, and they went hand in
hand into the room, where indeed there was little need to say
much, for Mrs Mason met them half-way as soon as Arthur
had opened his mouth; and perhaps the two lovers were a
little ashamed of her raptures—Arthur, at all events.

Arthur went away in the evening scarcely feeling the
ground he trod on, and kissing over and over again somef
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LtttlrzI love t'okens she had given him—a glove, and a little silk
andkerchief she used to wear round her neck. Yet ever ‘;md
;r'mn i;r.ne 1 thc;lught that was like the shadow of a crime on
im—tinis, that
fim e was glad she had not asked to see John’s
. Am}ﬂ] for her, she said to herself aloud when she was alone:
g wis 1I.h‘ad asked to see John’s letter.’ And then again.
pbesenF y: No, I cannot now, after that unlucky speech
about its being the whole truth. He would think I half sus-

pected something wrong, and it would i
pected somethin g uld look ugly, and not as if

[The manuscript ends here]
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THE CONCLUSION

The only indication of how the plot will develop is a working
note which Morris wrote on the back of p.51 of his (misnum-
bered) MS: '

In writing to John Arthur is 1o tell him that he has heard her

telling the kid about him and what a fine chap he was--talk
about getting old at the picnic.

This suggests, at least, that John is going to travel farther
than London, and I believe that Morris’s object in placing
him at a ‘Russian merchant’s’ office is to send him off, at
some point, to Russia. In that case he would have been able to
draw on the experiences of his friend Crom {Cormell Price
1835-1910). In the spring of 1860, Crom applied for a post
he had seen advertised in The Times as tutor to the family of
Count Orloff-Davidoff, and went out with them to St. Peters-
burg. But he had serious differences with his employers and
in 1863 resigned his post without much regret on either side
(though the Count presented him with a silver cigar-cutter).
Looking back on his years in Russia he saw them as a ‘period
of purgatory’, and added ‘God grant that they may have
eradicated many of my weaknesses.” This in itself suggests
the strain of self-discipline and expiation which I believe is 5O
important in Morris’s tale.

By the time we reach John’s letter to his brother, Morris is
in trouble with his time scheme. The Medea”, which Parson
Risley and Eleanor see at the Olympic, gives us the date
1856, and he matries shortly afterwards. John is born,
presumably, in 1857, and Morris ori ginally made him fifteen
when the book opens, bringing us to 1872, the actual year

* Medea, or the Best of Mothers, with a Brute of a Husband, with the
great burlesque actor Frederick Robson as Medea, was produced at the
Olympic in July 1856. This theatre wasa favourite haunt of Rossetti’s, and
he used to take Morris and Burne-Jones there when they came to London

as young men in 1836-7.
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when it was written. He later makes John tell his father that
he was ‘seventeen last February’; we are now in 1874, Some
years must elapse before Arthur and Clara marry, and more
before the kid can be told about his uncle. I John is then in
his thirties, the date will be around 1890, so that his exper-
iences will be truly news from nowhere. This is only one
more proof of how impetuously Morris dashed into his tale.
Mackail considered that the novel was about one third of
the way through, and ‘was evidently going to take a tragic
turn’, but it is also evident that the moral victory will be for
John. AsThave tried to show in the introduction, the inherit-
ance of the father’s sin is divided between the two sons. John
is tempted to rage, Arthur to cowardice. By the time of the
‘bid for the girl in marriage’, John has (though only in
appearance) become harder and more worldly, Arthur more
yielding and sentimental than ever. Arthur, as we should
expect, is wavering under opposition. He has always wanted
to be a farmer, but not about here’ (p.20), and Mrs Mason
will doubtless be distressed if he intends to take her daughter
to another part of the country. But the real obstacle is Parson
Risley’s *violence’ (p.63) and his dislike of the Masons.
Arthur wiil certainly not have the courage to ‘tell my
father all about it’ (p.75). John, on the other hand, as his
letter shows, feels compelied to put himseif in the front ranks
of suffering and force on the marfiage at any cost. I should
expect him to confront his father in defence of Clara’s happi-
ness. After a ferocious argument—(and to anyone listening at
the door their voices will sound exactly alike (p.27)—the
Parson will drop dead of a stroke or a fit, a chance for the

his beloved river and meadows again, and his znl():f (}:]O.mfogt 113
ile wi i Clara’s kid. is wou
le will be that he is a hero to ( . :
f:}late him to Philip in The Heir of Redclyffe and chken;
Sydney Carton: ‘1 see her with a child upon hf:r bospm, who
bZars my name . . . I see that 1 hold a sanctuary in t}1e1r hear;csi
and in the hearts of their descendants.”) Arthulr Jso i?]zi?fezl
i been to concea
failure, on the other hand, has . Jo rea!
i length she finds his letter
feelings from Clara. When at nds his o
i d’s—she will realise Jo
Mrs Risley found her husban s
d also how close she once was
unspoken love for her, an lose ce was 10
i i d she will live out thei
loving him herself. Arthur an : eir lves
Arthur will never be g
indly and peaceably enough, but '
:{rl;a fzrom repmorse, ‘the thought that was like the shadow of a

crime.’

reappearance of Dr Stoneman, who has acted as the story’s
commentator. Although John is in no way responsible, as
both the doctor and Mr Godby will insist, John will take the
burden of his guilt abroad. The Parson will be buried in his
unpicturesque churchyard, and A rthur and Clara will be free
i to marry.

In this way the book’s repeated forebodings of unhappy old
age will come true for all three of them. John will never see
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