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SIXTEENTH SCENE.--SALT PATCH. 
 
 
 

CHAPTER THE FORTY-EIGHTH. - THE PLACE. 
 
EARLY in the present century it was generally reported among the neighbors 
of one Reuben Limbrick that he was in a fair way to make a comfortable 
little fortune by dealing in Salt. 
 
His place of abode was in Staffordshire, on a morsel of freehold land of his 
own--appropriately called Salt Patch. Without being absolutely a miser, he 
lived in the humblest manner, saw very little company; skillfully invested his 
money; and persisted in remaining a single man. 
 
Toward eighteen hundred and forty he first felt the approach of the chronic 
malady which ultimately terminated his life. After trying what the medical 
men of his own locality could do for him, with very poor success, he met by 
accident with a doctor living in the western suburbs of London, who 
thoroughly understood his complaint. After some journeying backward and 
forward to consult this gentleman, he decided on retiring from business, and 
on taking up his abode within an easy distance of his medical man. 
 
Finding a piece of freehold land to be sold in the neighborhood of Fulham, 
he bought it, and had a cottage residence built on it, under his own 
directions. He surrounded the whole--being a man singularly jealous of any 
intrusion on his retirement, or of any chance observation of his ways and 
habits--with a high wall, which cost a large sum of money, and which was 
rightly considered a dismal and hideous object by the neighbors. When the 
new residence was completed, he called it after the name of the place in 
Staffordshire where he had made his money, and where he had lived during 
the happiest period of his life. His relatives, failing to understand that a 
question of sentiment was involved in this proceeding, appealed to hard 
facts, and reminded him that there were no salt mines in the neighborhood. 
Reuben Limbrick answered, "So much the worse for the neighborhood"--and 
persisted in calling his property, "Salt Patch." 
 
The cottage was so small that it looked quite lost in the large garden all 
round it. There was a ground-floor and a floor above it--and that was all. 
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On either side of the passage, on the lower floor, were two rooms. At the 
right-hand side, on entering by the front-door, there was a kitchen, with its 
outhouses attached. The room next to the kitchen looked into the garden. In 
Reuben Limbrick's time it was called the study and contained a small 
collection of books and a large store of fishing-tackle. On the left-hand side 
of the passage there was a drawing-room situated at the back of the house, 
and communicating with a dining-room in the front. On the upper floor 
there were five bedrooms--two on one side of the passage, corresponding in 
size with the dining-room and the drawing-room below, but not opening into 
each other; three on the other side of the passage, consisting of one larger 
room in front, and of two small rooms at the back. All these were solidly and 
completely furnished. Money had not been spared, and workmanship had 
not been stinted. It was all substantial--and, up stairs and down stairs, it 
was all ugly. 
 
The situation of Salt Patch was lonely. The lands of the market-gardeners 
separated it from other houses. Jealously surrounded by its own high walls, 
the cottage suggested, even to the most unimaginative persons, the idea of 
an asylum or a prison. Reuben Limbrick's relatives, occasionally coming to 
stay with him, found the place prey on their spirits, and rejoiced when the 
time came for going home again. They were never pressed to stay against 
their will. Reuben Limbrick was not a hospitable or a sociable man. He set 
very little value on human sympathy, in his attacks of illness; and he bore 
congratulations impatiently, in his intervals of health. "I care about nothing 
but fishing," he used to say. "I find my dog very good company. And I am 
quite happy as long as I am free from pain." 
 
On his death-bed, he divided his money justly enough among his relations. 
The only part of his Will which exposed itself to unfavorable criticism, was a 
clause conferring a legacy on one of his sisters (then a widow) who had 
estranged herself from her family by marrying beneath her. The family 
agreed in considering this unhappy person as undeserving of notice or 
benefit. Her name was Hester Dethridge. It proved to be a great aggravation 
of Hester's offenses, in the eyes of Hester's relatives, when it was discovered 
that she possessed a life-interest in Salt Patch, and an income of two 
hundred a year. 
 
Not visited by the surviving members of her family, living, literally, by herself 
in the world, Hester decided, in spite of her comfortable little income, on 
letting lodgings. The explanation of this strange conduct which she had 
written on her slate, in reply to an inquiry from Anne, was the true one. "I 
have not got a friend in the world: I dare not live alone." In that desolate 
situation, and with that melancholy motive, she put the house into an 
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agent's hands. The first person in want of lodgings whom the agent sent to 
see the place was Perry the trainer; and Hester's first tenant was Geoffrey 
Delamayn. 
 
The rooms which the landlady reserved for herself were the kitchen, the 
room next to it, which had once been her brother's "study," and the two 
small back bedrooms up stairs--one for herself, the other for the servant-girl 
whom she employed to help her. The whole of the rest of the cottage was to 
let. It was more than the trainer wanted; but Hester Dethridge refused to 
dispose of her lodgings--either as to the rooms occupied, or as to the period 
for which they were to be taken--on other than her own terms. Perry had no 
alternative but to lose the advantage of the garden as a private training-
ground, or to submit. 
 
Being only two in number, the lodgers had three bedrooms to choose from. 
Geoffrey established himself in the back-room, over the drawing-room. Perry 
chose the front-room, placed on the other side of the cottage, next to the two 
smaller apartments occupied by Hester and her maid. Under this 
arrangement, the front bedroom, on the opposite side of the passage--next to 
the room in which Geoffrey slept--was left empty, and was called, for the 
time being, the spare room. As for the lower floor, the athlete and his trainer 
ate their meals in the dining-room; and left the drawing-room, as a needless 
luxury, to take care of itself. 
 
The Foot-Race once over, Perry's business at the cottage was at an end. His 
empty bedroom became a second spare room. The term for which the 
lodgings had been taken was then still unexpired. On the day after the race 
Geoffrey had to choose between sacrificing the money, or remaining in the 
lodgings by himself, with two spare bedrooms on his hands, and with a 
drawing-room for the reception of his visitors--who called with pipes in their 
mouths, and whose idea of hospitality was a pot of beer in the garden. 
 
To use his own phrase, he was "out of sorts." A sluggish reluctance to face 
change of any kind possessed him. He decided on staying at Salt Patch until 
his marriage to Mrs. Glenarm (which he then looked upon as a certainty) 
obliged him to alter his habits completely, once for all. From Fulham he had 
gone, the next day, to attend the inquiry in Portland Place. And to Fulham 
he returned, when he brought the wife who had been forced upon him to her 
"home." 
 
Such was the position of the tenant, and such were the arrangements of the 
interior of the cottage, on the memorable evening when Anne Silvester 
entered it as Geoffrey's wife. 
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CHAPTER THE FORTY-NINTH. - THE NIGHT. 
 
ON leaving Lady Lundie's house, Geoffrey called the first empty cab that 
passed him. He opened the door, and signed to Anne to enter the vehicle. 
She obeyed him mechanically. He placed himself on the seat opposite to her, 
and told the man to drive to Fulham. 
 
The cab started on its journey; husband and wife preserving absolute 
silence. Anne laid her head back wearily, and closed her eyes. Her strength 
had broken down under the effort which had sustained her from the 
beginning to the end of the inquiry. Her power of thinking was gone. She felt 
nothing, knew nothing, feared nothing. Half in faintness, half in slumber, 
she had lost all sense of her own terrible position before the first five 
minutes of the journey to Fulham had come to an end. 
 
Sitting opposite to her, savagely self-concentrated in his own thoughts, 
Geoffrey roused himself on a sudden. An idea had sprung to life in his 
sluggish brain. He put his head out of the window of the cab, and directed 
the driver to turn back, and go to an hotel near the Great Northern Railway. 
 
Resuming his seat, he looked furtively at Anne. She neither moved nor 
opened her eyes--she was, to all appearance, unconscious of what had 
happened. He observed her attentively. Was she really ill? Was the time 
coming when he would be freed from her? He pondered over that question--
watching her closely. Little by little the vile hope in him slowly died away, 
and a vile suspicion took its place. What, if this appearance of illness was a 
pretense? What, if she was waiting to throw him off his guard, and escape 
from him at the first opportunity? He put his head out of the window again, 
and gave another order to the driver. The cab diverged from the direct route, 
and stopped at a public house in Holborn, kept (under an assumed name) 
by Perry the trainer. 
 
Geoffrey wrote a line in pencil on his card, and sent it into the house by the 
driver. After waiting some minutes, a lad appeared and touched his hat. 
Geoffrey spoke to him, out of the window, in an under-tone. The lad took his 
place on the box by the driver. The cab turned back, and took the road to 
the hotel near the Great Northern Railway. 
 
Arrived at the place, Geoffrey posted the lad close at the door of the cab, and 
pointed to Anne, still reclining with closed eyes; still, as it seemed, too weary 
to lift her head, too faint to notice any thing that happened. "If she attempts 
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to get out, stop her, and send for me." With those parting directions he 
entered the hotel, and asked for Mr. Moy. 
 
Mr. Moy was in the house; he had just returned from Portland Place. He 
rose, and bowed coldly, when Geoffrey was shown into his sitting-room. 
 
"What is your business with me?" he asked. 
 
"I've had a notion come into my head," said Geoffrey. "And I want to speak to 
you about it directly." 
 
"I must request you to consult some one else. Consider me, if you please, as 
having withdrawn from all further connection with your affairs." 
 
Geoffrey looked at him in stolid surprise. 
 
"Do you mean to say you're going to leave me in the lurch?" he asked. 
 
"I mean to say that I will take no fresh step in any business of yours," 
answered Mr. Moy, firmly. "As to the future, I have ceased to be your legal 
adviser. As to the past, I shall carefully complete the formal duties toward 
you which remain to be done. Mrs. Inchbare and Bishopriggs are coming 
here by appointment, at six this evening, to receive the money due to them 
before they go back. I shall return to Scotland myself by the night mail. The 
persons referred to, in the matter of the promise of marriage, by Sir Patrick, 
are all in Scotland. I will take their evidence as to the handwriting, and as to 
the question of residence in the North--and I will send it to you in written 
form. That done, I shall have done all. I decline to advise you in any future 
step which you propose to take." 
 
After reflecting for a moment, Geoffrey put a last question. 
 
"You said Bishopriggs and the woman would be here at six this evening." 
 
"Yes." 
 
"Where are they to be found before that?" 
 
Mr. Moy wrote a few words on a slip of paper, and handed it to Geoffrey. "At 
their lodgings," he said. "There is the address." 
 
Geoffrey took the address, and left the room. Lawyer and client parted 
without a word on either side. 
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Returning to the cab, Geoffrey found the lad steadily waiting at his post. 
 
"Has any thing happened?" 
 
"The lady hasn't moved, Sir, since you left her." 
 
"Is Perry at the public house?" 
 
"Not at this time, Sir." 
 
"I want a lawyer. Do you know who Perry's lawyer is?" 
 
"Yes, Sir." 
 
"And where he is to be found?" 
 
"Yes, Sir." 
 
"Get up on the box, and tell the man where to drive to." 
 
The cab went on again along the Euston Road, and stopped at a house in a 
side-street, with a professional brass plate on the door. The lad got down, 
and came to the window. 
 
"Here it is, Sir." 
 
"Knock at the door, and see if he is at home." 
 
He proved to be at home. Geoffrey entered the house, leaving his emissary 
once more on the watch. The lad noticed that the lady moved this time. She 
shivered as if she felt cold--opened her eyes for a moment wearily, and 
looked out through the window--sighed, and sank back again in the corner 
of the cab. 
 
After an absence of more than half an hour Geoffrey came out again. His 
interview with Perry's lawyer appeared to have relieved his mind of 
something that had oppressed it. He once more ordered the driver to go to 
Fulham--opened the door to get into the cab--then, as it seemed, suddenly 
recollected himself--and, calling the lad down from the box, ordered him to 
get inside, and took his place by the driver. 
 
As the cab started he looked over his shoulder at Anne through the front 
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window. "Well worth trying," he said to himself. "It's the way to be even with 
her. And it's the way to be free." 
 
They arrived at the cottage. Possibly, repose had restored Anne's strength. 
Possibly, the sight of the place had roused the instinct of self-preservation in 
her at last. To Geoffrey's surprise, she left the cab without assistance. When 
he opened the wooden gate, with his own key, she recoiled from it, and 
looked at him for the first time. 
 
He pointed to the entrance. 
 
"Go in," he said. 
 
"On what terms?" she asked, without stirring a step. 
 
Geoffrey dismissed the cab; and sent the lad in, to wait for further orders. 
These things done, he answered her loudly and brutally the moment they 
were alone: 
 
"On any terms I please." 
 
"Nothing will induce me," she said, firmly, "to live with you as your wife. You 
may kill me--but you will never bend me to that." 
 
He advanced a step--opened his lips--and suddenly checked himself. He 
waited a while, turning something over in his mind. When he spoke again, it 
was with marked deliberation and constraint--with the air of a man who was 
repeating words put into his lips, or words prepared beforehand. 
 
"I have something to tell you in the presence of witnesses," he said. "I don't 
ask you, or wish you, to see me in the cottage alone." 
 
She started at the change in him. His sudden composure, and his sudden 
nicety in the choice of words, tried her courage far more severely than it had 
been tried by his violence of the moment before. 
 
He waited her decision, still pointing through the gate. She trembled a little-
-steadied herself again--and went in. The lad, waiting in the front garden, 
followed her. 
 
He threw open the drawing-room door, on the left-hand side of the passage. 
She entered the room. The servant-girl appeared. He said to her, "Fetch Mrs. 
Dethridge; and come back with her yourself." Then he went into the room; 
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the lad, by his own directions, following him in; and the door being left wide 
open. 
 
Hester Dethridge came out from the kitchen with the girl behind her. At the 
sight of Anne, a faint and momentary change passed over the stony stillness 
of her face. A dull light glimmered in her eyes. She slowly nodded her head. 
A dumb sound, vaguely expressive of something like exultation or relief, 
escaped her lips. 
 
Geoffrey spoke--once more, with marked deliberation and constraint; once 
more, with the air of repeating something which had been prepared 
beforehand. He pointed to Anne. 
 
"This woman is my wife," he said. "In the presence of you three, as 
witnesses, I tell her that I don't forgive her. I have brought her here--having 
no other place in which I can trust her to be--to wait the issue of 
proceedings, undertaken in defense of my own honor and good name. While 
she stays here, she will live separate from me, in a room of her own. If it is 
necessary for me to communicate with her, I shall only see her in the 
presence of a third person. Do you all understand me?" 
 
Hester Dethridge bowed her head. The other two answered, "Yes"--and 
turned to go out. 
 
Anne rose. At a sign from Geoffrey, the servant and the lad waited in the 
room to hear what she had to say. 
 
"I know nothing in my conduct," she said, addressing herself to Geoffrey, 
"which justifies you in telling these people that you don't forgive me. Those 
words applied by you to me are an insult. I am equally ignorant of what you 
mean when you speak of defending your good name. All I understand is, 
that we are separate persons in this house, and that I am to have a room of 
my own. I am grateful, whatever your motives may be, for the arrangement 
that you have proposed. Direct one of these two women to show me my 
room." 
 
Geoffrey turned to Hester Dethridge. 
 
"Take her up stairs," he said; "and let her pick which room she pleases. Give 
her what she wants to eat or drink. Bring down the address of the place 
where her luggage is. The lad here will go back by railway, and fetch it. 
That's all. Be off." 
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Hester went out. Anne followed her up the stairs. In the passage on the 
upper floor she stopped. The dull light flickered again for a moment in her 
eyes. She wrote on her slate, and held it up to Anne, with these words on it: 
"I knew you would come back. It's not over yet between you and him." Anne 
made no reply. She went on writing, with something faintly like a smile on 
her thin, colorless lips. "I know something of bad husbands. Yours is as bad 
a one as ever stood in shoes. He'll try you." Anne made an effort to stop her. 
"Don't you see how tired I am?" she said, gently. Hester Dethridge dropped 
the slate--looked with a steady and uncompassionate attention in Anne's 
face--nodded her head, as much as to say, "I see it now"--and led the way 
into one of the empty rooms. 
 
It was the front bedroom, over the drawing-room. The first glance round 
showed it to be scrupulously clean, and solidly and tastelessly furnished. 
The hideous paper on the walls, the hideous carpet on the floor, were both 
of the best quality. The great heavy mahogany bedstead, with its curtains 
hanging from a hook in the ceiling, and with its clumsily carved head and 
foot on the same level, offered to the view the anomalous spectacle of French 
design overwhelmed by English execution. The most noticeable thing in the 
room was the extraordinary attention which had been given to the defense of 
the door. Besides the usual lock and key, it possessed two solid bolts, 
fastening inside at the top and the bottom. It had been one among the many 
eccentric sides of Reuben Limbrick's character to live in perpetual dread of 
thieves breaking into his cottage at night. All the outer doors and all the 
window shutters were solidly sheathed with iron, and had alarm-bells 
attached to them on a new principle. Every one of the bedrooms possessed 
its two bolts on the inner side of the door. And, to crown all, on the roof of 
the cottage was a little belfry, containing a bell large enough to make itself 
heard at the Fulham police station. In Reuben Limbrick's time the rope had 
communicated with his bedroom. It hung now against the wall, in the 
passage outside. 
 
Looking from one to the other of the objects around her, Anne's eyes rested 
on the partition wall which divided the room from the room next to it. The 
wall was not broken by a door of communication, it had nothing placed 
against it but a wash-hand-stand and two chairs. 
 
"Who sleeps in the next room?" said Anne. 
 
Hester Dethridge pointed down to the drawing-room in which they had left 
Geoffrey, Geoffrey slept in the room. 
 
Anne led the way out again into the passage. 
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"Show me the second room," she said. 
 
The second room was also in front of the house. More ugliness (of first-rate 
quality) in the paper and the carpet. Another heavy mahogany bedstead; 
but, this time, a bedstead with a canopy attached to the head of it--
supporting its own curtains. Anticipating Anne's inquiry, on this occasion, 
Hester looked toward the next room, at the back of the cottage, and pointed 
to herself. Anne at once decided on choosing the second room; it was the 
farthest from Geoffrey. Hester waited while she wrote the address at which 
her luggage would be found (at the house of the musical agent), and then, 
having applied for, and received her directions as to the evening meal which 
she should send up stairs, quitted the room. 
 
Left alone, Anne secured the door, and threw herself on the bed. Still too 
weary to exert her mind, still physically incapable of realizing the 
helplessness and the peril of her position, she opened a locket that hung 
from her neck, kissed the portrait of her mother and the portrait of Blanche 
placed opposite to each other inside it, and sank into a deep and dreamless 
sleep. 
 
Meanwhile Geoffrey repeated his final orders to the lad, at the cottage gate. 
 
"When you have got the luggage, you are to go to the lawyer. If he can come 
here to-night, you will show him the way. If he can't come, you will bring me 
a letter from him. Make any mistake in this, and it will be the worst day's 
work you ever did in your life. Away with you, and don't lose the train." 
 
The lad ran off. Geoffrey waited, looking after him, and turning over in his 
mind what had been done up to that time. 
 
"All right, so far," he said to himself. "I didn't ride in the cab with her. I told 
her before witnesses I didn't forgive her, and why I had her in the house. I've 
put her in a room by herself. And if I must see her, I see her with Hester 
Dethridge for a witness. My part's done--let the lawyer do his." 
 
He strolled round into the back garden, and lit his pipe. After a while, as the 
twilight faded, he saw a light in Hester's sitting-room on the ground-floor. 
He went to the window. Hester and the servant-girl were both there at work. 
"Well?" he asked. "How about the woman up stairs?" Hester's slate, aided by 
the girl's tongue, told him all about "the woman" that was to be told. They 
had taken up to her room tea and an omelet; and they had been obliged to 
wake her from a sleep. She had eaten a little of the omelet, and had drunk 
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eagerly of the tea. They had gone up again to take the tray down. She had 
returned to the bed. She was not asleep--only dull and heavy. Made no 
remark. Looked clean worn out. We left her a light; and we let her be. Such 
was the report. After listening to it, without making any remark, Geoffrey 
filled a second pipe, and resumed his walk. The time wore on. It began to 
feel chilly in the garden. The rising wind swept audibly over the open lands 
round the cottage; the stars twinkled their last; nothing was to be seen 
overhead but the black void of night. More rain coming. Geoffrey went 
indoors. 
 
An evening newspaper was on the dining-room table. The candles were lit. 
He sat down, and tried to read. No! There was nothing in the newspaper that 
he cared about. The time for hearing from the lawyer was drawing nearer 
and nearer. Reading was of no use. Sitting still was of no use. He got up, 
and went out in the front of the cottage--strolled to the gate--opened it--and 
looked idly up and down the road. 
 
But one living creature was visible by the light of the gas-lamp over the gate. 
The creature came nearer, and proved to be the postman going his last 
round, with the last delivery for the night. He came up to the gate with a 
letter in his hand. 
 
"The Honorable Geoffrey Delamayn?" 
 
"All right." 
 
He took the letter from the postman, and went back into the dining-room. 
Looking at the address by the light of the candles, he recognized the 
handwriting of Mrs. Glenarm. "To congratulate me on my marriage!" he said 
to himself, bitterly, and opened the letter. 
 
Mrs. Glenarm's congratulations were expressed in these terms: 
 
"MY ADORED GEOFFREY,--I have heard all. My beloved one! my own! you 
are sacrificed to the vilest wretch that walks the earth, and I have lost you! 
How is it that I live after hearing it? How is it that I can think, and write, 
with my brain on fire, and my heart broken! Oh, my angel, there is a 
purpose that supports me--pure, beautiful, worthy of us both. I live, 
Geoffrey--I live to dedicate myself to the adored idea of You. My hero! my 
first, last, love! I will marry no other man. I will live and die--I vow it 
solemnly on my bended knees--I will live and die true to You. I am your 
Spiritual Wife. My beloved Geoffrey! she can't come between us, there--she 
can never rob you of my heart's unalterable fidelity, of my soul's unearthly 
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devotion. I am your Spiritual Wife! Oh, the blameless luxury of writing those 
words! Write back to me, beloved one, and say you feel it too. Vow it, idol of 
my heart, as I have vowed it. Unalterable fidelity! unearthly devotion! Never, 
never will I be the wife of any other man! Never, never will I forgive the 
woman who has come between us! Yours ever and only; yours with the 
stainless passion that burns on the altar of the heart; yours, yours, yours--
E. G." 
 
This outbreak of hysterical nonsense--in itself simply ridiculous--assumed a 
serious importance in its effect on Geoffrey. It associated the direct 
attainment of his own interests with the gratification of his vengeance on 
Anne. Ten thousand a year self-dedicated to him--and nothing to prevent his 
putting out his hand and taking it but the woman who had caught him in 
her trap, the woman up stairs who had fastened herself on him for life! 
 
He put the letter into his pocket. "Wait till I hear from the lawyer," he said to 
himself. "The easiest way out of it is that way. And it's the law." 
 
He looked impatiently at his watch. As he put it back again in his pocket 
there was a ring at the bell. Was it the lad bringing the luggage? Yes. And, 
with it, the lawyer's report? No. Better than that--the lawyer himself. 
 
"Come in!" cried Geoffrey, meeting his visitor at the door. 
 
The lawyer entered the dining-room. The candle-light revealed to view a 
corpulent, full-lipped, bright-eyed man--with a strain of negro blood in his 
yellow face, and with unmistakable traces in his look and manner of walking 
habitually in the dirtiest professional by-ways of the law. 
 
"I've got a little place of my own in your neighborhood," he said. "And I 
thought I would look in myself, Mr. Delamayn, on my way home." 
 
"Have you seen the witnesses?" 
 
"I have examined them both, Sir. First, Mrs. Inchbare and Mr. Bishopriggs 
together. Next, Mrs. Inchbare and Mr. Bishopriggs separately." 
 
"Well?" 
 
"Well, Sir, the result is unfavorable, I am sorry to say." 
 
"What do you mean?" 
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"Neither the one nor the other of them, Mr. Delamayn, can give the evidence 
we want. I have made sure of that." 
 
"Made sure of that? You have made an infernal mess of it! You don't 
understand the case!" 
 
The mulatto lawyer smiled. The rudeness of his client appeared only to 
amuse him. 
 
"Don't I?" he said. "Suppose you tell me where I am wrong about it? Here it 
is in outline only. On the fourteenth of August last your wife was at an inn 
in Scotland. A gentleman named Arnold Brinkworth joined her there. He 
represented himself to be her husband, and he staid with her till the next 
morning. Starting from those facts, the object you have in view is to sue for 
a Divorce from your wife. You make Mr. Arnold Brinkworth the co-
respondent. And you produce in evidence the waiter and the landlady of the 
inn. Any thing wrong, Sir, so far?" 
 
Nothing wrong. At one cowardly stroke to cast Anne disgraced on the world, 
and to set himself free--there, plainly and truly stated, was the scheme 
which he had devised, when he had turned back on the way to Fulham to 
consult Mr. Moy. 
 
"So much for the case," resumed the lawyer. "Now for what I have done on 
receiving your instructions. I have examined the witnesses; and I have had 
an interview (not a very pleasant one) with Mr. Moy. The result of those two 
proceedings is briefly this. First discovery: In assuming the character of the 
lady's husband Mr. Brinkworth was acting under your directions--which 
tells dead against you. Second discovery: Not the slightest impropriety of 
conduct, not an approach even to harmless familiarity, was detected by 
either of the witnesses, while the lady and gentleman were together at the 
inn. There is literally no evidence to produce against them, except that they 
were together--in two rooms. How are you to assume a guilty purpose, when 
you can't prove an approach to a guilty act? You can no more take such a 
case as that into Court than you can jump over the roof of this cottage." 
 
He looked hard at his client, expecting to receive a violent reply. His client 
agreeably disappointed him. A very strange impression appeared to have 
been produced on this reckless and headstrong man. He got up quietly; he 
spoke with perfect outward composure of face and manner when he said his 
next words. 
 
"Have you given up the case?" 
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"As things are at present, Mr. Delamayn, there is no case." 
 
"And no hope of my getting divorced from her?" 
 
"Wait a moment. Have your wife and Mr. Brinkworth met nowhere since 
they were together at the Scotch inn?" 
 
"Nowhere." 
 
"As to the future, of course I can't say. As to the past, there is no hope of 
your getting divorced from her." 
 
"Thank you. Good-night." 
 
"Good-night, Mr. Delamayn." 
 
 
 
Fastened to her for life--and the law powerless to cut the knot. 
 
He pondered over that result until he had thoroughly realized it and fixed it 
in his mind. Then he took out Mrs. Glenarm's letter, and read it through 
again, attentively, from beginning to end. 
 
Nothing could shake her devotion to him. Nothing would induce her to 
marry another man. There she was--in her own words--dedicated to him: 
waiting, with her fortune at her own disposal, to be his wife. There also was 
his father, waiting (so far as he knew, in the absence of any tidings from 
Holchester House) to welcome Mrs. Glenarm as a daughter-in-law, and to 
give Mrs. Glenarm's husband an income of his own. As fair a prospect, on 
all sides, as man could desire. And nothing in the way of it but the woman 
who had caught him in her trap--the woman up stairs who had fastened 
herself on him for life. 
 
He went out in the garden in the darkness of the night. 
 
There was open communication, on all sides, between the back garden and 
the front. He walked round and round the cottage--now appearing in a 
stream of light from a window; now disappearing again in the darkness. The 
wind blew refreshingly over his bare head. For some minutes he went round 
and round, faster and faster, without a pause. When he stopped at last, it 
was in front of the cottage. He lifted his head slowly, and looked up at the 
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dim light in the window of Anne's room. 
 
"How?" he said to himself. "That's the question. How?" 
 
He went indoors again, and rang the bell. The servant-girl who answered it 
started back at the sight of him. His florid color was all gone. His eyes 
looked at her without appearing to see her. The perspiration was standing 
on his forehead in great heavy drops. 
 
"Are you ill, Sir?" said the girl. 
 
He told her, with an oath, to hold her tongue and bring the brandy. When 
she entered the room for the second time, he was standing with his back to 
her, looking out at the night. He never moved when she put the bottle on the 
table. She heard him muttering as if he was talking to himself. 
 
The same difficulty which had been present to his mind in secret under 
Anne's window was present to his mind still. 
 
How? That was the problem to solve. How? 
 
He turned to the brandy, and took counsel of that. 
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CHAPTER THE FIFTIETH. - THE MORNING. 
 
WHEN does the vain regret find its keenest sting? When is the doubtful 
future blackened by its darkest cloud? When is life least worth having, and 
death oftenest at the bedside? In the terrible morning hours, when the sun 
is rising in its glory, and the birds are singing in the stillness of the new-
born day. 
 
Anne woke in the strange bed, and looked round her, by the light of the new 
morning, at the strange room. 
 
The rain had all fallen in the night. The sun was master in the clear autumn 
sky. She rose, and opened the window. The fresh morning air, keen and 
fragrant, filled the room. Far and near, the same bright stillness possessed 
the view. She stood at the window looking out. Her mind was clear again--
she could think, she could feel; she could face the one last question which 
the merciless morning now forced on her--How will it end? 
 
Was there any hope?--hope for instance, in what she might do for herself. 
What can a married woman do for herself? She can make her misery public-
-provided it be misery of a certain kind--and can reckon single-handed with 
Society when she has done it. Nothing more. 
 
Was there hope in what others might do for her? Blanche might write to her-
-might even come and see her--if her husband allowed it; and that was all. 
Sir Patrick had pressed her hand at parting, and had told her to rely on him. 
He was the firmest, the truest of friends. But what could he do? There were 
outrages which her husband was privileged to commit, under the sanction 
of marriage, at the bare thought of which her blood ran cold. Could Sir 
Patrick protect her? Absurd! Law and Society armed her husband with his 
conjugal rights. Law and Society had but one answer to give, if she appealed 
to them--You are his wife. 
 
No hope in herself; no hope in her friends; no hope any where on earth. 
Nothing to be done but to wait for the end--with faith in the Divine Mercy; 
with faith in the better world. 
 
She took out of her trunk a little book of Prayers and Meditations--worn 
with much use--which had once belonged to her mother. She sat by the 
window reading it. Now and then she looked up from it--thinking. The 
parallel between her mother's position and her own position was now 
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complete. Both married to husbands who hated them; to husbands whose 
interests pointed to mercenary alliances with other women; to husbands 
whose one want and one purpose was to be free from their wives. Strange, 
what different ways had led mother and daughter both to the same fate! 
Would the parallel hold to the end? "Shall I die," she wondered, thinking of 
her mother's last moments, "in Blanche's arms?" 
 
The time had passed unheeded. The morning movement in the house had 
failed to catch her ear. She was first called out of herself to the sense of the 
present and passing events by the voice of the servant-girl outside the door. 
 
"The master wants you, ma'am, down stairs." 
 
She rose instantly and put away the little book. 
 
"Is that all the message?" she asked, opening the door. 
 
"Yes, ma'am." 
 
She followed the girl down stairs; recalling to her memory the strange words 
addressed to her by Geoffrey, in the presence of the servants, on the evening 
before. Was she now to know what those words really meant? The doubt 
would soon be set at rest. "Be the trial what it may," she thought to herself, 
"let me bear it as my mother would have borne it." 
 
The servant opened the door of the dining-room. Breakfast was on the table. 
Geoffrey was standing at the window. Hester Dethridge was waiting, posted 
near the door. He came forward--with the nearest approach to gentleness in 
his manner which she had ever yet seen in it--he came forward, with a set 
smile on his lips, and offered her his hand! 
 
She had entered the room, prepared (as she believed) for any thing that 
could happen. She was not prepared for this. She stood speechless, looking 
at him. 
 
After one glance at her, when she came in, Hester Dethridge looked at him, 
too--and from that moment never looked away again, as long as Anne 
remained in the room. 
 
He broke the silence--in a voice that was not like his own; with a furtive 
restraint in his manner which she had never noticed in it before. 
 
"Won't you shake hands with your husband," he asked, "when your 
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husband asks you?" 
 
She mechanically put her hand in his. He dropped it instantly, with a start. 
"God! how cold!" he exclaimed. His own hand was burning hot, and shook 
incessantly. 
 
He pointed to a chair at the head of the table. 
 
"Will you make the tea?" he asked. 
 
She had given him her hand mechanically; she advanced a step 
mechanically--and then stopped. 
 
"Would you prefer breakfasting by yourself?" he said. 
 
"If you please," she answered, faintly. 
 
"Wait a minute. I have something to say before you go." 
 
She waited. He considered with himself; consulting his memory--visibly, 
unmistakably, consulting it before he spoke again. 
 
"I have had the night to think in," he said. "The night has made a new man 
of me. I beg your pardon for what I said yesterday. I was not myself 
yesterday. I talked nonsense yesterday. Please to forget it, and forgive it. I 
wish to turn over a new leaf and make amends--make amends for my past 
conduct. It shall be my endeavor to be a good husband. In the presence of 
Mrs. Dethridge, I request you to give me a chance. I won't force your 
inclinations. We are married--what's the use of regretting it? Stay here, as 
you said yesterday, on your own terms. I wish to make it up. In the presence 
of Mrs. Dethridge, I say I wish to make it up. I won't detain you. I request 
you to think of it. Good-morning." 
 
He said those extraordinary words like a slow boy saying a hard lesson--his 
eyes on the ground, his fingers restlessly fastening and unfastening a button 
on his waistcoat. 
 
Anne left the room. In the passage she was obliged to wait, and support 
herself against the wall. His unnatural politeness was horrible; his carefully 
asserted repentance chilled her to the soul with dread. She had never felt--
in the time of his fiercest anger and his foulest language--the unutterable 
horror of him that she felt now. 
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Hester Dethridge came out, closing the door behind her. She looked 
attentively at Anne--then wrote on her slate, and held it out, with these 
words on it: 
 
"Do you believe him?" 
 
Anne pushed the slate away, and ran up stairs. She fastened the door--and 
sank into a chair. 
 
"He is plotting something against me," she said to herself. "What?" 
 
A sickening, physical sense of dread--entirely new in her experience of 
herself--made her shrink from pursuing the question. The sinking at her 
heart turned her faint. She went to get the air at the open window. 
 
At the same moment there was a ring at the gate bell. Suspicious of any 
thing and every thing, she felt a sudden distrust of letting herself be seen. 
She drew back behind the curtain and looked out. 
 
A man-servant, in livery, was let in. He had a letter in his hand. He said to 
the girl as he passed Anne's window, "I come from Lady Holchester; I must 
see Mr. Delamayn instantly." 
 
They went in. There was an interval. The footman reappeared, leaving the 
place. There was another interval. Then there came a knock at the door. 
Anne hesitated. The knock was repeated, and the dumb murmuring of 
Hester Dethridge was heard outside. Anne opened the door. 
 
Hester came in with the breakfast. She pointed to a letter among other 
things on the tray. It was addressed to Anne, in Geoffrey's handwriting, and 
it contained these words: 
 
"My father died yesterday. Write your orders for your mourning. The boy will 
take them. You are not to trouble yourself to go to London. Somebody is to 
come here to you from the shop." 
 
Anne dropped the paper on her lap without looking up. At the same moment 
Hester Dethridge's slate was passed stealthily between her eyes and the 
note--with these words traced on it. "His mother is coming to-day. His 
brother has been telegraphed from Scotland. He was drunk last night. He's 
drinking again. I know what that means. Look out, missus--look out." 
 
Anne signed to her to leave the room. She went out, pulling the door to, but 
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not closing it behind her. 
 
There was another ring at the gate bell. Once more Anne went to the 
window. Only the lad, this time; arriving to take his orders for the day. He 
had barely entered the garden when he was followed by the postman with 
letters. In a minute more Geoffrey's voice was heard in the passage, and 
Geoffrey's heavy step ascended the wooden stairs. Anne hurried across the 
room to draw the bolts. Geoffrey met her before she could close the door. 
 
"A letter for you," he said, keeping scrupulously out of the room. "I don't 
wish to force your inclinations--I only request you to tell me who it's from." 
 
His manner was as carefully subdued as ever. But the unacknowledged 
distrust in him (when he looked at her) betrayed itself in his eye. 
 
She glanced at the handwriting on the address. 
 
"From Blanche," she answered. 
 
He softly put his foot between the door and the post--and waited until she 
had opened and read Blanche's letter. 
 
"May I see it?" he asked--and put in his hand for it through the door. 
 
The spirit in Anne which would once have resisted him was dead in her now. 
She handed him the open letter. 
 
It was very short. Excepting some brief expressions of fondness, it was 
studiously confined to stating the purpose for which it had been written. 
Blanche proposed to visit Anne that afternoon, accompanied by her uncle, 
she sent word beforehand, to make sure of finding Anne at home. That was 
all. The letter had evidently been written under Sir Patrick's advice. 
 
Geoffrey handed it back, after first waiting a moment to think. 
 
"My father died yesterday," he said. "My wife can't receive visitors before he 
is buried. I don't wish to force your inclinations. I only say I can't let visitors 
in here before the funeral--except my own family. Send a note down stairs. 
The lad will take it to your friend when he goes to London." With those 
words he left. 
 
An appeal to the proprieties of life, in the mouth of Geoffrey Delamayn, 
could only mean one of two things. Either he had spoken in brutal mockery-
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-or he had spoken with some ulterior object in view. Had he seized on the 
event of his father's death as a pretext for isolating his wife from all 
communication with the outer world? Were there reasons, which had not yet 
asserted themselves, for his dreading the result, if he allowed Anne to 
communicate with her friends? 
 
The hour wore on, and Hester Dethridge appeared again. The lad was 
waiting for Anne's orders for her mourning, and for her note to Mrs. Arnold 
Brinkworth. 
 
Anne wrote the orders and the note. Once more the horrible slate appeared 
when she had done, between the writing paper and her eyes, with the hard 
lines of warning pitilessly traced on it. "He has locked the gate. When there's 
a ring we are to come to him for the key. He has written to a woman. Name 
outside the letter, Mrs. Glenarm. He has had more brandy. Like my 
husband. Mind yourself." 
 
The one way out of the high walls all round the cottage locked. Friends 
forbidden to see her. Solitary imprisonment, with her husband for a jailer. 
Before she had been four-and-twenty hours in the cottage it had come to 
that. And what was to follow? 
 
She went back mechanically to the window. The sight of the outer world, the 
occasional view of a passing vehicle, helped to sustain her. 
 
The lad appeared in the front garden departing to perform his errand to 
London. Geoffrey went with him to open the gate, and called after him, as he 
passed through it, "Don't forget the books!" 
 
The "books?" What "books?" Who wanted them? The slightest thing now 
roused Anne's suspicion. For hours afterward the books haunted her mind. 
 
He secured the gate and came back again. He stopped under Anne's window 
and called to her. She showed herself. "When you want air and exercise," he 
said, "the back garden is at your own disposal." He put the key of the gate in 
his pocket and returned to the house. 
 
After some hesitation Anne decided on taking him at his word. In her state 
of suspense, to remain within the four walls of the bedroom was 
unendurable. If some lurking snare lay hid under the fair-sounding proposal 
which Geoffrey had made, it was less repellent to her boldly to prove what it 
might be than to wait pondering over it with her mind in the dark. She put 
on her hat and went down into the garden. Nothing happened out of the 
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common. Wherever he was he never showed himself. She wandered up and 
down, keeping on the side of the garden which was farthest from the dining-
room window. To a woman, escape from the place was simply impossible. 
Setting out of the question the height of the walls, they were armed at the 
top with a thick setting of jagged broken glass. A small back-door in the end 
wall (intended probably for the gardener's use) was bolted and locked--the 
key having been taken out. There was not a house near. The lands of the 
local growers of vegetables surrounded the garden on all sides. In the 
nineteenth century, and in the immediate neighborhood of a great 
metropolis, Anne was as absolutely isolated from all contact with the 
humanity around her as if she lay in her grave. 
 
After the lapse of half an hour the silence was broken by a noise of carriage 
wheels on the public road in front, and a ring at the bell. Anne kept close to 
the cottage, at the back; determined, if a chance offered, on speaking to the 
visitor, whoever the visitor might be. 
 
She heard voices in the dining-room through the open window--Geoffrey's 
voice and the voice of a woman. Who was the woman? Not Mrs. Glenarm, 
surely? After a while the visitor's voice was suddenly raised. "Where is she?" 
it said. "I wish to see her." Anne instantly advanced to the back-door of the 
house--and found herself face to face with a lady who was a total stranger to 
her. 
 
"Are you my son's wife?" asked the lady. 
 
"I am your son's prisoner," Anne answered. 
 
Lady Holchester's pale face turned paler still. It was plain that Anne's reply 
had confirmed some doubt in the mother s mind which had been already 
suggested to it by the son. 
 
"What do you mean?" she asked, in a whisper. 
 
Geoffrey's heavy footsteps crossed the dining-room. There was no time to 
explain. Anne whispered back, 
 
"Tell my friends what I have told you." 
 
Geoffrey appeared at the dining-room door. 
 
"Name one of your friends," said Lady Holchester. 
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"Sir Patrick Lundie." 
 
Geoffrey heard the answer. "What about Sir Patrick Lundie?" he asked. 
 
"I wish to see Sir Patrick Lundie," said his mother. "And your wife can tell 
me where to find him." 
 
Anne instantly understood that Lady Holchester would communicate with 
Sir Patrick. She mentioned his London address. Lady Holchester turned to 
leave the cottage. Her son stopped her. 
 
"Let's set things straight," he said, "before you go. My mother," he went on, 
addressing himself to Anne, "don't think there's much chance for us two of 
living comfortably together. Bear witness to the truth--will you? What did I 
tell you at breakfast-time? Didn't I say it should be my endeavor to make 
you a good husband? Didn't I say--in Mrs. Dethridge's presence--I wanted to 
make it up?" He waited until Anne had answered in the affirmative, and 
then appealed to his mother. "Well? what do you think now?" 
 
Lady Holchester declined to reveal what she thought. "You shall see me, or 
hear from me, this evening," she said to Anne. Geoffrey attempted to repeat 
his unanswered question. His mother looked at him. His eyes instantly 
dropped before hers. She gravely bent her head to Anne, and drew her veil. 
Her son followed her out in silence to the gate. 
 
Anne returned to her room, sustained by the first sense of relief which she 
had felt since the morning. "His mother is alarmed," she said to herself. "A 
change will come." 
 
A change was to come--with the coming night. 
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CHAPTER THE FIFTY-FIRST. - THE PROPOSAL. 
 
TOWARD sunset, Lady Holchester's carriage drew up before the gate of the 
cottage. 
 
Three persons occupied the carriage: Lady Holchester, her eldest son (now 
Lord Holchester), and Sir Patrick Lundie. 
 
"Will you wait in the carriage, Sir Patrick?" said Julius. "Or will you come 
in?" 
 
"I will wait. If I can be of the least use to her,, send for me instantly. In the 
mean time don't forget to make the stipulation which I have suggested. It is 
the one certain way of putting your brother's real feeling in this matter to 
the test." 
 
The servant had rung the bell without producing any result. He rang again. 
Lady Holchester put a question to Sir Patrick. 
 
"If I have an opportunity of speaking to my son's wife alone," she said, "have 
you any message to give?" 
 
Sir Patrick produced a little note. 
 
"May I appeal to your ladyship's kindness to give her this?" The gate was 
opened by the servant-girl, as Lady Holchester took the note. "Remember," 
reiterated Sir Patrick, earnestly "if I can be of the smallest service to her--
don't think of my position with Mr. Delamayn. Send for me at once." 
 
Julius and his mother were conducted into the drawing-room. The girl 
informed them that her master had gone up stairs to lie down, and that he 
would be with them immediately. 
 
Both mother and son were too anxious to speak. Julius wandered uneasily 
about the room. Some books attracted his notice on a table in the corner--
four dirty, greasy volumes, with a slip of paper projecting from the leaves of 
one of them, and containing this inscription, "With Mr. Perry's respects." 
Julius opened the volume. It was the ghastly popular record of Criminal 
Trials in England, called the Newgate Calendar. Julius showed it to his 
mother. 
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"Geoffrey's taste in literature!" he said, with a faint smile. 
 
Lady Holchester signed to him to put the book back. 
 
"You have seen Geoffrey's wife already--have you not?" she asked. 
 
There was no contempt now in her tone when she referred to Anne. The 
impression produced on her by her visit to the cottage, earlier in the day, 
associated Geoffrey's wife with family anxieties of no trivial kind. She might 
still (for Mrs. Glenarm's sake) be a woman to be disliked--but she was no 
longer a woman to be despised. 
 
"I saw her when she came to Swanhaven," said Julius. "I agree with Sir 
Patrick in thinking her a very interesting person." 
 
"What did Sir Patrick say to you about Geoffrey this afternoon--while I was 
out of the room?" 
 
"Only what he said to you. He thought their position toward each other here 
a very deplorable one. He considered that the reasons were serious for our 
interfering immediately." 
 
"Sir Patrick's own opinion, Julius, goes farther than that." 
 
"He has not acknowledged it, that I know of." 
 
"How can he acknowledge it--to us?" 
 
The door opened, and Geoffrey entered the room. 
 
Julius eyed him closely as they shook hands. His eyes were bloodshot; his 
face was flushed; his utterance was thick--the look of him was the look of a 
man who had been drinking hard. 
 
"Well?" he said to his mother. "What brings you back?" 
 
"Julius has a proposal to make to you," Lady Holchester answered. "I 
approve of it; and I have come with him." 
 
Geoffrey turned to his brother. 
 
"What can a rich man like you want with a poor devil like me?" he asked. 
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"I want to do you justice, Geoffrey--if you will help me, by meeting me half-
way. Our mother has told you about the will?" 
 
"I'm not down for a half-penny in the will. I expected as much. Go on." 
 
"You are wrong--you are down in it. There is liberal provision made for you 
in a codicil. Unhappily, my father died without signing it. It is needless to 
say that I consider it binding on me for all that. I am ready to do for you 
what your father would have done for you. And I only ask for one concession 
in return." 
 
"What may that be?" 
 
"You are living here very unhappily, Geoffrey, with your wife." 
 
"Who says so? I don't, for one." 
 
Julius laid his hand kindly on his brother's arm. 
 
"Don't trifle with such a serious matter as this," he said. "Your marriage is, 
in every sense of the word, a misfortune--not only to you but to your wife. It 
is impossible that you can live together. I have come here to ask you to 
consent to a separation. Do that--and the provision made for you in the 
unsigned codicil is yours. What do you say?" 
 
Geoffrey shook his brother's hand off his arm. 
 
"I say--No!" he answered. 
 
Lady Holchester interfered for the first time. 
 
"Your brother's generous offer deserves a better answer than that," she said. 
 
"My answer," reiterated Geoffrey, "is--No!" 
 
He sat between them with his clenched fists resting on his knees--absolutely 
impenetrable to any thing that either of them could say. 
 
"In your situation," said Julius, "a refusal is sheer madness. I won't accept 
it." 
 
"Do as you like about that. My mind's made up. I won't let my wife be taken 
away from me. Here she stays." 
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The brutal tone in which he had made that reply roused Lady Holchester's 
indignation. 
 
"Take care!" she said. "You are not only behaving with the grossest 
ingratitude toward your brother--you are forcing a suspicion into your 
mother's mind. You have some motive that you are hiding from us." 
 
He turned on his mother with a sudden ferocity which made Julius spring to 
his feet. The next instant his eyes were on the ground, and the devil that 
possessed him was quiet again. 
 
"Some motive I'm hiding from you?" he repeated, with his head down, and 
his utterance thicker than ever. "I'm ready to have my motive posted all over 
London, if you like. I'm fond of her." 
 
He looked up as he said the last words. Lady Holchester turned away her 
head--recoiling from her own son. So overwhelming was the shock inflicted 
on her that even the strongly rooted prejudice which Mrs. Glenarm had 
implanted in her mind yielded to it. At that moment she absolutely pitied 
Anne! 
 
"Poor creature!" said Lady Holchester. 
 
He took instant offense at those two words. "I won't have my wife pitied by 
any body." With that reply, he dashed into the passage; and called out, 
"Anne! come down!" 
 
Her soft voice answered; her light footfall was heard on the stairs. She came 
into the room. Julius advanced, took her hand, and held it kindly in his. 
"We are having a little family discussion," he said, trying to give her 
confidence. "And Geoffrey is getting hot over it, as usual." 
 
Geoffrey appealed sternly to his mother. 
 
"Look at her!" he said. "Is she starved? Is she in rags? Is she covered with 
bruises?" He turned to Anne. "They have come here to propose a separation. 
They both believe I hate you. I don't hate you. I'm a good Christian. I owe it 
to you that I'm cut out of my father's will. I forgive you that. I owe it to you 
that I've lost the chance of marrying a woman with ten thousand a year. I 
forgive you that. I'm not a man who does things by halves. I said it should 
be my endeavor to make you a good husband. I said it was my wish to make 
it up. Well! I am as good as my word. And what's the consequence? I am 
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insulted. My mother comes here, and my brother comes here--and they offer 
me money to part from you. Money be hanged! I'll be beholden to nobody. I'll 
get my own living. Shame on the people who interfere between man and 
wife! Shame!--that's what I say--shame!" 
 
Anne looked, for an explanation, from her husband to her husband's 
mother. 
 
"Have you proposed a separation between us?" she asked. 
 
"Yes--on terms of the utmost advantage to my son; arranged with every 
possible consideration toward you. Is there any objection on your side?" 
 
"Oh, Lady Holchester! is it necessary to ask me? What does he say?" 
 
"He has refused." 
 
"Refused!" 
 
"Yes," said Geoffrey. "I don't go back from my word; I stick to what I said this 
morning. It's my endeavor to make you a good husband. It's my wish to 
make it up." He paused, and then added his last reason: "I'm fond of you." 
 
Their eyes met as he said it to her. Julius felt Anne's hand suddenly tighten 
round his. The desperate grasp of the frail cold fingers, the imploring terror 
in the gentle sensitive face as it slowly turned his way, said to him as if in 
words, "Don't leave me friendless to-night!" 
 
"If you both stop here till domesday," said Geoffrey, "you'll get nothing more 
out of me. You have had my reply." 
 
With that, he seated himself doggedly in a corner of the room; waiting--
ostentatiously waiting--for his mother and his brother to take their leave. 
The position was serious. To argue the matter with him that night was 
hopeless. To invite Sir Patrick's interference would only be to provoke his 
savage temper to a new outbreak. On the other hand, to leave the helpless 
woman, after what had passed, without another effort to befriend her, was, 
in her situation, an act of downright inhumanity, and nothing less. Julius 
took the one way out of the difficulty that was left--the one way worthy of 
him as a compassionate and an honorable man. 
 
"We will drop it for to-night, Geoffrey," he said. "But I am not the less 
resolved, in spite of all that you have said, to return to the subject to-
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morrow. It would save me some inconvenience--a second journey here from 
town, and then going back again to my engagements--if I staid with you to-
night. Can you give me a bed?" 
 
A look flashed on him from Anne, which thanked him as no words could 
have thanked him. 
 
"Give you a bed?" repeated Geoffrey. He checked himself, on the point of 
refusing. His mother was watching him; his wife was watching him--and his 
wife knew that the room above them was a room to spare. "All right!" he 
resumed, in another tone, with his eye on his mother. "There's my empty 
room up stairs. Have it, if you like. You won't find I've changed my mind to-
morrow--but that's your look-out. Stop here, if the fancy takes you. I've no 
objection. It don't matter to Me.--Will you trust his lordship under my roof?" 
he added, addressing his mother. "I might have some motive that I'm hiding 
from you, you know!" Without waiting for an answer, he turned to Anne. "Go 
and tell old Dummy to put the sheets on the bed. Say there's a live lord in 
the house--she's to send in something devilish good for supper!" He burst 
fiercely into a forced laugh. Lady Holchester rose at the moment when Anne 
was leaving the room. "I shall not be here when you return," she said. "Let 
me bid you good-night." 
 
She shook hands with Anne--giving her Sir Patrick's note, unseen, at the 
same moment. Anne left the room. Without addressing another word to her 
second son, Lady Holchester beckoned to Julius to give her his arm. "You 
have acted nobly toward your brother," she said to him. "My one comfort 
and my one hope, Julius, are in you." They went out together to the gate, 
Geoffrey following them with the key in his hand. "Don't be too anxious," 
Julius whispered to his mother. "I will keep the drink out of his way to-
night--and I will bring you a better account of him to-morrow. Explain every 
thing to Sir Patrick as you go home." 
 
He handed Lady Holchester into the carriage; and re-entered, leaving 
Geoffrey to lock the gate. The brothers returned in silence to the cottage. 
Julius had concealed it from his mother--but he was seriously uneasy in 
secret. Naturally prone to look at all things on their brighter side, he could 
place no hopeful interpretation on what Geoffrey had said and done that 
night. The conviction that he was deliberately acting a part, in his present 
relations with his wife, for some abominable purpose of his own, had rooted 
itself firmly in Julius. For the first time in his experience of his brother, the 
pecuniary consideration was not the uppermost consideration in Geoffrey's 
mind. They went back into the drawing-room. "What will you have to drink?" 
said Geoffrey. 
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"Nothing." 
 
"You won't keep me company over a drop of brandy-and-water?" 
 
"No. You have had enough brandy-and-water." 
 
After a moment of frowning self-consideration in the glass, Geoffrey abruptly 
agreed with Julius "I look like it," he said. "I'll soon put that right." He 
disappeared, and returned with a wet towel tied round his head. "What will 
you do while the women are getting your bed ready? Liberty Hall here. I've 
taken to cultivating my mind---I'm a reformed character, you know, now I'm 
a married man. You do what you like. I shall read." 
 
He turned to the side-table, and, producing the volumes of the Newgate 
Calendar, gave one to his brother. Julius handed it back again. 
 
"You won't cultivate your mind," he said, "with such a book as that. Vile 
actions recorded in vile English, make vile reading, Geoffrey, in every sense 
of the word." 
 
"It will do for me. I don't know good English when I see it." 
 
With that frank acknowledgment--to which the great majority of his 
companions at school and college might have subscribed without doing the 
slightest injustice to the present state of English education--Geoffrey drew 
his chair to the table, and opened one of the volumes of his record of crime. 
 
The evening newspaper was lying on the sofa. Julius took it up, and seated 
himself opposite to his brother. He noticed, with some surprise, that 
Geoffrey appeared to have a special object in consulting his book. Instead of 
beginning at the first page, he ran the leaves through his fingers, and turned 
them down at certain places, before he entered on his reading. If Julius had 
looked over his brother's shoulder, instead of only looking at him across the 
table, he would have seen that Geoffrey passed by all the lighter crimes 
reported in the Calendar, and marked for his own private reading the cases 
of murder only. 
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CHAPTER THE FIFTY-SECOND. - THE APPARITION. 
 
THE night had advanced. It was close on twelve o'clock when Anne heard 
the servant's voice, outside her bedroom door, asking leave to speak with 
her for a moment. 
 
"What is it?" 
 
"The gentleman down stairs wishes to see you, ma'am." 
 
"Do you mean Mr. Delamayn's brother?" 
 
"Yes." 
 
"Where is Mr. Delamayn?" 
 
"Out in the garden, ma'am." 
 
Anne went down stairs, and found Julius alone in the drawing-room. 
 
"I am sorry to disturb you," he said. "I am afraid Geoffrey is ill. The landlady 
has gone to bed, I am told--and I don't know where to apply for medical 
assistance. Do you know of any doctor in the neighborhood?" 
 
Anne, like Julius, was a perfect stranger to the neighborhood. She suggested 
making inquiry of the servant. On speaking to the girl, it turned out that she 
knew of a medical man, living within ten minutes' walk of the cottage. She 
could give plain directions enabling any person to find the place--but she 
was afraid, at that hour of the night and in that lonely neighborhood, to go 
out by herself. 
 
"Is he seriously ill?" Anne asked. 
 
"He is in such a state of nervous irritability," said Julius, "that he can't 
remain still for two moments together in the same place. It began with 
incessant restlessness while he was reading here. I persuaded him to go to 
bed. He couldn't lie still for an instant--he came down again, burning with 
fever, and more restless than ever. He is out in the garden in spite of every 
thing I could do to prevent him; trying, as he says, to 'run it off.' It appears 
to be serious to me.. Come and judge for yourself." 
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He led Anne into the next room; and, opening the shutter, pointed to the 
garden. 
 
The clouds had cleared off; the night was fine. The clear starlight showed 
Geoffrey, stripped to his shirt and drawers, running round and round the 
garden. He apparently believed himself to be contending at the Fulham foot-
race. At times, as the white figure circled round and round in the star-light, 
they heard him cheering for "the South." The slackening thump of his feet 
on the ground, the heavier and heavier gasps in which he drew his breath, 
as he passed the window, gave warning that his strength was failing him. 
Exhaustion, if it led to no worse consequences, would force him to return to 
the house. In the state of his brain at that moment who could say what the 
result might be, if medical help was not called in? 
 
"I will go for the doctor," said Julius, "if you don't mind my leaving you." 
 
It was impossible for Anne to set any apprehensions of her own against the 
plain necessity for summoning assistance. They found the key of the gate in 
the pocket of Geoffrey's coat up stairs. Anne went with Julius to let him out. 
"How can I thank you!" she said, gratefully. "What should I have done 
without you!" 
 
"I won't be a moment longer than I can help," he answered, and left her. 
 
She secured the gate again, and went back to the cottage. The servant met 
her at the door, and proposed calling up Hester Dethridge. 
 
"We don't know what the master may do while his brother's away," said the 
girl. "And one more of us isn't one too many, when we are only women in the 
house." 
 
"You are quite right," said Anne. "Wake your mistress." 
 
After ascending the stairs, they looked out into the garden, through the 
window at the end of the passage on the upper floor. He was still going 
round and round, but very slowly: his pace was fast slackening to a walk. 
 
Anne went back to her room, and waited near the open door--ready to close 
and fasten it instantly if any thing occurred to alarm her. "How changed I 
am!" she thought to herself. "Every thing frightens me, now." 
 
The inference was the natural one--but not the true one. The change was 
not in herself, but in the situation in which she was placed. Her position 
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during the investigation at Lady Lundie's house had tried her moral courage 
only. It had exacted from her one of those noble efforts of self-sacrifice which 
the hidden forces in a woman's nature are essentially capable of making. 
Her position at the cottage tried her physical courage: it called on her to rise 
superior to the sense of actual bodily danger--while that danger was lurking 
in the dark. There, the woman's nature sank under the stress laid on it--
there, her courage could strike no root in the strength of her love--there, the 
animal instincts were the instincts appealed to; and the firmness wanted 
was the firmness of a man. 
 
Hester Dethridge's door opened. She walked straight into Anne's room. 
 
The yellow clay-cold color of her face showed a faint flush of warmth; its 
deathlike stillness was stirred by a touch of life. The stony eyes, fixed as ever 
in their gaze, shone strangely with a dim inner lustre. Her gray hair, so 
neatly arranged at other times, was in disorder under her cap. All her 
movements were quicker than usual. Something had roused the stagnant 
vitality in the woman--it was working in her mind; it was forcing itself 
outward into her face. The servants at Windygates, in past times, had seen 
these signs, and had known them for a warning to leave Hester Dethridge to 
herself. 
 
Anne asked her if she had heard what had happened. 
 
She bowed her head. 
 
"I hope you don't mind being disturbed?" 
 
She wrote on her slate: "I'm glad to be disturbed. I have been dreaming bad 
dreams. It's good for me to be wakened, when sleep takes me backward in 
my life. What's wrong with you? Frightened?" 
 
"Yes." 
 
She wrote again, and pointed toward the garden with one hand, while she 
held the slate up with the other: "Frightened of him?" 
 
"Terribly frightened." 
 
She wrote for the third time, and offered the slate to Anne with a ghastly 
smile: "I have been through it all. I know. You're only at the beginning now. 
He'll put the wrinkles in your face, and the gray in your hair. There will 
come a time when you'll wish yourself dead and buried. You will live through 
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it, for all that. Look at Me." 
 
As she read the last three words, Anne heard the garden door below opened 
and banged to again. She caught Hester Dethridge by the arm, and listened. 
The tramp of Geoffrey's feet, staggering heavily in the passage, gave token of 
his approach to the stairs. He was talking to himself, still possessed by the 
delusion that he was at the foot-race. "Five to four on Delamayn. Delamayn's 
won. Three cheers for the South, and one cheer more. Devilish long race. 
Night already! Perry! where's Perry?" 
 
He advanced, staggering from side to side of the passage. The stairs below 
creaked as he set his foot on them. Hester Dethridge dragged herself free 
from Anne, advanced, with her candle in her hand, and threw open 
Geoffrey's bedroom door; returned to the head of the stairs; and stood there, 
firm as a rock, waiting for him. He looked up, as he set his foot on the next 
stair, and met the view of Hester's face, brightly illuminated by the candle, 
looking down at him. On the instant he stopped, rooted to the place on 
which he stood. "Ghost! witch! devil!" he cried out, "take your eyes off me!" 
He shook his fist at her furiously, with an oath--sprang back into the hall--
and shut himself into the dining-room from the sight of her. The panic 
which had seized him once already in the kitchen-garden at Windygates, 
under the eyes of the dumb cook, had fastened its hold on him once more. 
Frightened--absolutely frightened--of Hester Dethridge! 
 
The gate bell rang. Julius had returned with the doctor. 
 
Anne gave the key to the girl to let them in. Hester wrote on her slate, as 
composedly as if nothing had happened: "They'll find me in the kitchen, if 
they want me. I sha'n't go back to my bedroom. My bedroom's full of bad 
dreams." She descended the stairs. Anne waited in the upper passage, 
looking over into the hall below. "Your brother is in the drawing-room," she 
called down to Julius. "The landlady is in the kitchen, if you want her." She 
returned to her room, and waited for what might happen next. 
 
After a brief interval she heard the drawing-room door open, and the voices 
of the men out side. There seemed to be some difficulty in persuading 
Geoffrey to ascend the stairs; he persisted in declaring that Hester Dethridge 
was waiting for him at the top of them. After a little they persuaded him that 
the way was free. Anne heard them ascend the stairs and close his bedroom 
door. 
 
Another and a longer interval passed before the door opened again. The 
doctor was going away. He said his parting words to Julius in the passage. 
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"Look in at him from time to time through the night, and give him another 
dose of the sedative mixture if he wakes. There is nothing to b e alarmed 
about in the restlessness and the fever. They are only the outward 
manifestations of some serious mischief hidden under them. Send for the 
medical man who has last attended him. Knowledge of the patient's 
constitution is very important knowledge in this case." 
 
As Julius returned from letting the doctor out, Anne met him in the hall. 
She was at once struck by the worn look in his face, and by the fatigue 
which expressed itself in all his movements. 
 
"You want rest," she said. "Pray go to your room. I have heard what the 
doctor said to you. Leave it to the landlady and to me to sit up." 
 
Julius owned that he had been traveling from Scotland during the previous 
night. But he was unwilling to abandon the responsibility of watching his 
brother. "You are not strong enough, I am sure, to take my place," he said, 
kindly. "And Geoffrey has some unreasoning horror of the landlady which 
makes it very undesirable that he should see her again, in his present state. 
I will go up to my room, and rest on the bed. If you hear any thing you have 
only to come and call me." 
 
An hour more passed. 
 
Anne went to Geoffrey's door and listened. He was stirring in his bed, and 
muttering to himself. She went on to the door of the next room, which Julius 
had left partly open. Fatigue had overpowered him; she heard, within, the 
quiet breathing of a man in a sound sleep. Anne turned back again resolved 
not to disturb him. 
 
At the head of the stairs she hesitated--not knowing what to do. Her horror 
of entering Geoffrey's room, by herself, was insurmountable. But who else 
was to do it? The girl had gone to bed. The reason which Julius had given 
for not employing the assistance of Hester Dethridge was unanswerable. She 
listened again at Geoffrey's door. No sound was now audible in the room to a 
person in the passage outside. Would it be well to look in, and make sure 
that he had only fallen asleep again? She hesitated once more--she was still 
hesitating, when Hester Dethridge appeared from the kitchen. 
 
She joined Anne at the top of the stairs--looked at her--and wrote a line on 
her slate: "Frightened to go in? Leave it to Me." 
 
The silence in the room justified the inference that he was asleep. If Hester 
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looked in, Hester could do no harm now. Anne accepted the proposal. 
 
"If you find any thing wrong," she said, "don't disturb his brother. Come to 
me first." 
 
With that caution she withdrew. It was then nearly two in the morning. She, 
like Julius, was sinking from fatigue. After waiting a little, and hearing 
nothing, she threw herself on the sofa in her room. If any thing happened, a 
knock at the door would rouse her instantly. 
 
 
 
In the mean while Hester Dethridge opened Geoffrey's bedroom door and 
went in. 
 
The movements and the mutterings which Anne had heard, had been 
movements and mutterings in his sleep. The doctor's composing draught, 
partially disturbed in its operation for the moment only, had recovered its 
sedative influence on his brain. Geoffrey was in a deep and quiet sleep. 
 
Hester stood near the door, looking at him. She moved to go out again--
stopped--and fixed her eyes suddenly on one of the inner corners of the 
room. 
 
The same sinister change which had passed over her once already in 
Geoffrey's presence, when they met in the kitchen-garden at Windygates, 
now passed over her again. Her closed lips dropped apart. Her eyes slowly 
dilated--moved, inch by inch from the corner, following something along the 
empty wall, in the direction of the bed--stopped at the head of the bed, 
exactly above Geoffrey's sleeping face--stared, rigid and glittering, as if they 
saw a sight of horror close over it. He sighed faintly in his sleep. The sound, 
slight as it was, broke the spell that held her. She slowly lifted her withered 
hands, and wrung them above her head; fled back across the passage; and, 
rushing into her room, sank on her knees at the bedside. 
 
Now, in the dead of night, a strange thing happened. Now, in the silence and 
the darkness, a hideous secret was revealed. 
 
In the sanctuary of her own room--with all the other inmates of the house 
sleeping round her--the dumb woman threw off the mysterious and terrible 
disguise under which she deliberately isolated herself among her fellow-
creatures in the hours of the day. Hester Dethridge spoke. In low, thick, 
smothered accents--in a wild litany of her own--she prayed. She called upon 
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the mercy of God for deliverance from herself; for deliverance from the 
possession of the Devil; for blindness to fall on her, for death to strike her, 
so that she might never see that unnamed Horror more! Sobs shook the 
whole frame of the stony woman whom nothing human moved at other 
times. Tears poured over those clay-cold cheeks. One by one, the frantic 
words of her prayer died away on her lips. Fierce shuddering fits shook her 
from head to foot. She started up from her knees in the darkness. Light! 
light! light! The unnamed Horror was behind her in his room. The unnamed 
Horror was looking at her through his open door. She found the match-box, 
and lit the candle on her table--lit the two other candles set for ornament 
only on the mantle piece--and looked all round the brightly lighted little 
room. "Aha!" she said to herself, wiping the cold sweat of her agony from her 
face. "Candles to other people. God's light to me. Nothing to be seen! nothing 
to be seen!" Taking one of the candles in her hand, she crossed the passage, 
with her head down, turned her back on Geoffrey's open door, closed it 
quickly and softly, stretching out her hand behind her, and retreated again 
to her own room. She fastened the door, and took an ink-bottle and a pen 
from the mantle-piece. After considering for a moment, she hung a 
handkerchief over the keyhole, and laid an old shawl longwise at the bottom 
of the door, so as to hide the light in her room from the observation of any 
one in the house who might wake and come that way. This done, she opened 
the upper part of her dress, and, slipping her fingers into a secret pocket 
hidden in the inner side of her stays, produced from it some neatly folded 
leaves of thin paper. Spread out on the table, the leaves revealed 
themselves--all but the last--as closely covered with writing, in her own 
hand. 
 
The first leaf was headed by this inscription: "My Confession. To be put into 
my coffin, and to be buried with me when I die." 
 
She turned the manuscript over, so as to get at the last page. The greater 
part of it was left blank. A few lines of writing, at the top, bore the date of 
the day of the week and month on which Lady Lundie had dismissed her 
from her situation at Windygates. The entry was expressed in these terms: 
 
"I have seen IT again to-day. The first time for two months past. In the 
kitchen-garden. Standing behind the young gentleman whose name is 
Delamayn. Resist the Devil, and he will flee from you. I have resisted. By 
prayer. By meditation in solitude. By reading good books. I have left my 
place. I have lost sight of the young gentleman for good. Who will IT stand 
behind? and point to next? Lord have mercy upon me! Christ have mercy 
upon me!" 
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Under this she now added the following lines, first carefully prefixing the 
date: 
 
"I have seen IT again to-night. I notice one awful change. IT has appeared 
twice behind the same person. This has never happened before. This makes 
the temptation more terrible than ever. To-night, in his bedroom, between 
the bed-head and the wall, I have seen IT behind young Mr. Delamayn 
again. The head just above his face, and the finger pointing downward at his 
throat. Twice behind this one man. And never twice behind any other living 
creature till now. If I see IT a third time behind him--Lord deliver me! Christ 
deliver me! I daren't think of it. He shall leave my cottage to-morrow. I would 
fain have drawn back from the bargain, when the stranger took the lodgings 
for his friend, and the friend proved to be Mr. Delamayn. I didn't like it, even 
then. After the warning to-night, my mind is made up. He shall go. He may 
have his money back, if he likes. He shall go. (Memorandum: Felt the 
temptation whispering this time, and the terror tearing at me all the while, 
as I have never felt them yet. Resisted, as before, by prayer. Am now going 
down stairs to meditate against it in solitude--to fortify myself against it by 
good books. Lord be merciful to me a sinner!)" 
 
In those words she closed the entry, and put the manuscript back in the 
secret pocket in her stays. 
 
She went down to the little room looking on the garden, which had once 
been her brother's study. There she lit a lamp, and took some books from a 
shelf that hung against the wall. The books were the Bible, a volume of 
Methodist sermons, and a set of collected Memoirs of Methodist saints. 
Ranging these last carefully round her, in an order of her own, Hester 
Dethridge sat down with the Bible on her lap to watch out the night. 
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CHAPTER THE FIFTY-THIRD. 
 
WHAT had happened in the hours of darkness? 
 
This was Anne's first thought, when the sunlight poured in at her window, 
and woke her the next morning. 
 
She made immediate inquiry of the servant. The girl could only speak for 
herself. Nothing had occurred to disturb her after she had gone to bed. Her 
master was still, she believed, in his room. Mrs. Dethridge was at her work 
in the kitchen. 
 
Anne went to the kitchen. Hester Dethridge was at her usual occupation at 
that time--preparing the breakfast. The slight signs of animation which 
Anne had noticed in her when they last met appeared no more. The dull look 
was back again in her stony eyes; the lifeless torpor possessed all her 
movements. Asked if any thing had happened in the night, she slowly shook 
her stolid head, slowly made the sign with her hand which signified, 
"Nothing." 
 
Leaving the kitchen, Anne saw Julius in the front garden. She went out and 
joined him. 
 
"I believe I have to thank your consideration for me for some hours of rest," 
he said. "It was five in the morning when I woke. I hope you had no reason 
to regret having left me to sleep? I went into Geoffrey's room, and found him 
stirring. A second dose of the mixture composed him again. The fever has 
gone. He looks weaker and paler, but in other respects like himself. We will 
return directly to the question of his health. I have something to say to you, 
first, about a change which may be coming in your life here." 
 
"Has he consented to the separation?" 
 
"No. He is as obstinate about it as ever. I have placed the matter before him 
in every possible light. He still refuses, positively refuses, a provision which 
would make him an independent man for life." 
 
"Is it the provision he might have had, Lord Holchester, if--?" 
 
"If he had married Mrs. Glenarm? No. It is impossible, consistently with my 
duty to my mother, and with what I owe to the position in which my father's 
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death has placed me, that I can offer him such a fortune as Mrs. Glenarm's. 
Still, it is a handsome income which he is mad enough to refuse. I shall 
persist in pressing it on him. He must and shall take it." 
 
Anne felt no reviving hope roused in her by his last words. She turned to 
another subject. 
 
"You had something to tell me," she said. "You spoke of a change." 
 
"True. The landlady here is a very strange person; and she has done a very 
strange thing. She has given Geoffrey notice to quit these lodgings." 
 
"Notice to quit?" Anne repeated, in amazement. 
 
"Yes. In a formal letter. She handed it to me open, as soon as I was up this 
morning. It was impossible to get any explanation from her. The poor dumb 
creature simply wrote on her slate: 'He may have his money back, if he likes: 
he shall go!' Greatly to my surprise (for the woman inspires him with the 
strongest aversion) Geoffrey refuses to go until his term is up. I have made 
the peace between them for to-day. Mrs. Dethridge very reluctantly, 
consents to give him four-and-twenty hours. And there the matter rests at 
present." 
 
"What can her motive be?" said Anne. 
 
"It's useless to inquire. Her mind is evidently off its balance. One thing is 
clear, Geoffrey shall not keep you here much longer. The coming change will 
remove you from this dismal place--which is one thing gained. And it is 
quite possible that new scenes and new surroundings may have their 
influence on Geoffrey for good. His conduct--otherwise quite 
incomprehensible--may be the result of some latent nervous irritation which 
medical help might reach. I don't attempt to disguise from myself or from 
you, that your position here is a most deplorable one. But before we despair 
of the future, let us at least inquire whether there is any explanation of my 
brother's present behavior to be found in the present state of my brother's 
health. I have been considering what the doctor said to me last night. The 
first thing to do is to get the best medical advice on Geoffrey's case which is 
to be had. What do you think?" 
 
"I daren't tell you what I think, Lord Holchester. I will try--it is a very small 
return to make for your kindness--I will try to see my position with your 
eyes, not with mine. The best medical advice that you can obtain is the 
advice of Mr. Speedwell. It was he who first made the discovery that your 
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brother was in broken health." 
 
"The very man for our purpose! I will send him here to-day or to-morrow. Is 
there any thing else I can do for you? I shall see Sir Patrick as soon as I get 
to town. Have you any message for him?" 
 
Anne hesitated. Looking attentively at her, Julius noticed that she changed 
color when he mentioned Sir Patrick's name. 
 
"Will you say that I gratefully thank him for the letter which Lady Holchester 
was so good us to give me last night," she replied. "And will you entreat him, 
from me, not to expose himself, on my account, to--" she hesitated, and 
finished the sentence with her eyes on the ground--"to what might happen, 
if he came here and insisted on seeing me." 
 
"Does he propose to do that?" 
 
She hesitated again. The little nervous contraction of her lips at one side of 
the mouth became more marked than usual. "He writes that his anxiety is 
unendurable, and that he is resolved to see me," she answered softly. 
 
"He is likely to hold to his resolution, I think," said Julius. "When I saw him 
yesterday, Sir Patrick spoke of you in terms of admiration--" 
 
He stopped. The bright tears were glittering on Anne's eyelashes; one of her 
hands was toying nervously with something hidden (possibly Sir Patrick's 
letter) in the bosom of her dress. "I thank him with my whole heart," she 
said, in low, faltering tones. "But it is best that he should not come here." 
 
"Would you like to write to him?" 
 
"I think I should prefer your giving him my message." 
 
Julius understood that the subject was to proceed no further. Sir Patrick's 
letter had produced some impression on her, which the sensitive nature of 
the woman seemed to shrink from acknowledging, even to herself. They 
turned back to enter the cottage. At the door they were met by a surprise. 
Hester Dethridge, with her bonnet on--dressed, at that hour of the morning, 
to go out! 
 
"Are you going to market already?" Anne asked. 
 
Hester shook her head. 
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"When are you coming back?" 
 
Hester wrote on her slate: "Not till the night-time." 
 
Without another word of explanation she pulled her veil down over her face, 
and made for the gate. The key had been left in the dining-room by Julius, 
after he had let the doctor out. Hester had it in her hand. She opened he 
gate and closed the door after her, leaving the key in the lock. At the 
moment when the door banged to Geoffrey appeared in the passage. 
 
"Where's the key?" he asked. "Who's gone out?" 
 
His brother answered the question. He looked backward and forward 
suspiciously between Julius and Anne. "What does she go out for at his 
time?" he said. "Has she left the house to avoid Me?" 
 
Julius thought this the likely explanation. Geoffrey went down sulkily to the 
gate to lock it, and returned to them, with the key in his pocket. 
 
"I'm obliged to be careful of the gate," he said. "The neighborhood swarms 
with beggars and tramps. If you want to go out," he added, turning pointedly 
to Anne, "I'm at your service, as a good husband ought to be." 
 
After a hurried breakfast Julius took his departure. "I don't accept your 
refusal," he said to his brother, before Anne. "You will see me here again." 
Geoffrey obstinately repeated the refusal. "If you come here every day of your 
life," he said, "it will be just the same." 
 
The gate closed on Julius. Anne returned again to the solitude of her own 
chamber. Geoffrey entered the drawing-room, placed the volumes of the 
Newgate Calendar on the table before him, and resumed the reading which 
he had been unable to continue on the evening before. 
 
Hour after hour he doggedly plodded through one case of murder after 
another. He had read one good half of the horrid chronicle of crime before 
his power of fixing his attention began to fail him. Then he lit his pipe, and 
went out to think over it in the garden. However the atrocities of which he 
had been reading might differ in other respects, there was one terrible point 
of resemblance, which he had not anticipated, and in which every one of the 
cases agreed. Sooner or later, there was the dead body always certain to be 
found; always bearing its dumb witness, in the traces of poison or in the 
marks of violence, to the crime committed on it. 
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He walked to and fro slowly, still pondering over the problem which had first 
found its way into his mind when he had stopped in the front garden and 
had looked up at Anne's window in the dark. "How?" That had been the one 
question before him, from the time when the lawyer had annihilated his 
hopes of a divorce. It remained the one question still. There was no answer 
to it in his own brain; there was no answer to it in the book which he had 
been consulting. Every thing was in his favor if he could only find out "how." 
He had got his hated wife up stairs at his mercy--thanks to his refusal of the 
money which Julius had offered to him. He was living in a place absolutely 
secluded from public observation on all sides of it--thanks to his resolution 
to remain at the cottage, even after his landlady had insulted him by 
sending him a notice to quit. Every thing had been prepared, every thing 
had been sacrificed, to the fulfillment of one purpose--and how to attain that 
purpose was still the same impenetrable mystery to him which it had been 
from the first! 
 
What was the other alternative? To accept the proposal which Julius had 
made. In other words, to give up his vengeance on Anne, and to turn his 
back on the splendid future which Mrs. Glenarm's devotion still offered to 
him. 
 
Never! He would go back to the books. He was not at the end of them. The 
slightest hint in the pages which were still to be read might set his sluggish 
brain working in the right direction. The way to be rid of her, without 
exciting the suspicion of any living creature, in the house or out of it, was a 
way that might be found yet. 
 
 
 
Could a man, in his position of life, reason in this brutal manner? could he 
act in this merciless way? Surely the thought of what he was about to do 
must have troubled him this time! 
 
Pause for a moment--and look back at him in the past. 
 
Did he feel any remorse when he was plotting the betrayal of Arnold in the 
garden at Windygates? The sense which feels remorse had not been put into 
him. What he is now is the legitimate consequence of what he was then. A 
far more serious temptation is now urging him to commit a far more serious 
crime. How is he to resist? Will his skill in rowing (as Sir Patrick once put it), 
his swiftness in running, his admirable capacity and endurance in other 
physical exercises, help him to win a purely moral victory over his own 
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selfishness and his own cruelty? No! The moral and mental neglect of 
himself, which the material tone of public feeling about him has tacitly 
encouraged, has left him at the mercy of the worst instincts in his nature--of 
all that is most vile and of all that is most dangerous in the composition of 
the natural man. With the mass of his fellows, no harm out of the common 
has come of this, because no temptation out of the common has passed 
their way. But with him, the case is reversed. A temptation out of the 
common has passed his way. How does it find him prepared to meet it? It 
finds him, literally and exactly, what his training has left him, in the 
presence of any temptation small or great--a defenseless man. 
 
 
 
Geoffrey returned to the cottage. The servant stopped him in the passage, to 
ask at what time he wished to dine. Instead of answering, he inquired 
angrily for Mrs. Dethridge. Mrs. Dethridge not come back. 
 
It was now late in the afternoon, and she had been out since the early 
morning. This had never happened before. Vague suspicions of her, one 
more monstrous than another, began to rise in Geoffrey's mind. Between the 
drink and the fever, he had been (as Julius had told him) wandering in his 
mind during a part of the night. Had he let any thing out in that condition? 
Had Hester heard it? And was it, by any chance, at the bottom of her long 
absence and her notice to quit? He determined--without letting her see that 
he suspected her--to clear up that doubt as soon as his landlady returned to 
the house. 
 
The evening came. It was past nine o'clock before there was a ring at the 
bell. The servant came to ask for the key. Geoffrey rose to go to the gate 
himself--and changed his mind before he left the room. Her suspicions 
might be roused (supposing it to be Hester who was waiting for admission) if 
he opened the gate to her when the servant was there to do it. He gave the 
girl the key, and kept out of sight. 
 
* * * * * 
 
"Dead tired!"--the servant said to herself, seeing her mistress by the light of 
the lamp over the gate. 
 
"Dead tired!"--Geoffrey said to himself, observing Hester suspiciously as she 
passed him in the passage on her way up stairs to take off her bonnet in her 
own room. 
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"Dead tired!"--Anne said to herself, meeting Hester on the upper floor, and 
receiving from her a letter in Blanche's handwriting, delivered to the 
mistress of the cottage by the postman, who had met her at her own gate. 
 
Having given the letter to Anne, Hester Dethridge withdrew to her bedroom. 
 
Geoffrey closed the door of the drawing-room, in which the candles were 
burning, and went into the dining-room, in which there was no light. 
Leaving the door ajar, he waited to intercept his landlady on her way back to 
her supper in the kitchen. 
 
Hester wearily secured her door, wearily lit the candles, wearily put the pen 
and ink on the table. For some minutes after this she was compelled to sit 
down, and rally her strength and fetch her breath. After a little she was able 
to remove her upper clothing. This done she took the manuscript inscribed, 
"My Confession," out of the secret pocket of her stays--turned to the last leaf 
as before--and wrote another entry, under the entry made on the previous 
night. 
 
"This morning I gave him notice to quit, and offered him his money back if 
he wanted it. He refuses to go. He shall go to-morrow, or I will burn the 
place over his head. All through to-day I have avoided him by keeping out of 
the house. No rest to ease my mind, and no sleep to close my eyes. I humbly 
bear my cross as long as my strength will let me." 
 
At those words the pen dropped from her fingers. Her head nodded on her 
breast. She roused herself with a start. Sleep was the enemy she dreaded: 
sleep brought dreams. 
 
She unfastened the window-shutters and looked out at the night. The 
peaceful moonlight was shining over the garden. The clear depths of the 
night sky were soothing and beautiful to look at. What! Fading already? 
clouds? darkness? No! Nearly asleep once more. She roused herself again, 
with a start. There was the moonlight, and there was the garden as bright 
under it as ever. 
 
Dreams or no dreams, it was useless to fight longer against the weariness 
that overpowered her. She closed the shutters, and went back to the bed; 
and put her Confession in its customary place at night, under her pillow. 
 
She looked round the room--and shuddered. Every corner of it was filled 
with the terrible memories of the past night. She might wake from the 
torture of the dreams to find the terror of the Apparition watching at her 
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bedside. Was there no remedy? no blessed safeguard under which she might 
tranquilly resign herself to sleep? A thought crossed her mind. The good 
book--the Bible. If she slept with the Bible under her pillow, there was hope 
in the good book--the hope of sleeping in peace. 
 
It was not worth while to put on the gown and the stays which she had 
taken off. Her shawl would cover her. It was equally needless to take the 
candle. The lower shutters would not be closed at that hour; and if they 
were, she could lay her hand on the Bible, in its place on the parlor book-
shelf, in the dark. 
 
She removed the Confession from under the pillow. Not even for a minute 
could she prevail on herself to leave it in one room while she was away from 
it in another. With the manuscript folded up, and hidden in her hand, she 
slowly descended the stairs again. Her knees trembled under her. She was 
obliged to hold by the banister, with the hand that was free. 
 
Geoffrey observed her from the dining-room, on her way down the stairs. He 
waited to see what she did, before he showed himself, and spoke to her. 
Instead of going on into the kitchen, she stopped short, and entered the 
parlor. Another suspicious circumstance! What did she want in the parlor, 
without a candle, at that time of night? 
 
She went to the book-case--her dark figure plainly visible in the moonlight 
that flooded the little room. She staggered and put her hand to her head; 
giddy, to all appearance, from extreme fatigue. She recovered herself, and 
took a book from the shelf. She leaned against the wall after she had 
possessed herself of the book. Too weary, as it seemed, to get up stairs again 
without a little rest. Her arm-chair was near her. Better rest, for a moment 
or two, to be had in that than could be got by leaning against the wall. She 
sat down heavily in the chair, with the book on her lap. One of her arms 
hung over the arm of the chair, with the hand closed, apparently holding 
something. 
 
Her head nodded on her breast--recovered itself--and sank gently on the 
cushion at the back of the chair. Asleep? Fast asleep. 
 
In less than a minute the muscles of the closed hand that hung over the 
arm of the chair slowly relaxed. Something white slipped out of her hand, 
and lay in the moonlight on the floor. 
 
Geoffrey took off his heavy shoes, and entered the room noiselessly in his 
stockings. He picked up the white thing on the floor. It proved to be a 



www.freeclassicebooks.com 

579 

collection of several sheets of thin paper, neatly folded together, and closely 
covered with writing. 
 
Writing? As long as she was awake she had kept it hidden in her hand. Why 
hide it? 
 
Had he let out any thing to compromise himself when he was light-headed 
with the fever the night before? and had she taken it down in writing to 
produce against him? Possessed by guilty distrust, even that monstrous 
doubt assumed a look of probability to Geoffrey's mind. He left the parlor as 
noiselessly as he had entered it, and made for the candle-light in the 
drawing-room, determined to examine the manuscript in his hand. 
 
After carefully smoothing out the folded leaves on the table, he turned to the 
first page, and read these lines. 
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CHAPTER THE FIFTY-FOURTH. - THE MANUSCRIPT. 
 
1. 
 
"MY Confession: To be put into my coffin; and to be buried with me when I 
die. 
 
"This is the history of what I did in the time of my married life. Here--known 
to no other mortal creature, confessed to my Creator alone--is the truth. 
 
"At the great day of the Resurrection, we shall all rise again in our bodies as 
we have lived. When I am called before the Judgment Seat I shall have this 
in my hand. 
 
"Oh, just and merciful Judge, Thou knowest what I have suffered. My trust 
is in Thee." 
 
2. 
 
"I am the eldest of a large family, born of pious parents. We belonged to the 
congregation of the Primitive Methodists. 
 
"My sisters were all married before me. I remained for some years the only 
one at home. At the latter part of the time my mother's health failed; and I 
managed the house in her place. Our spiritual pastor, good Mr. Bapchild, 
used often to dine with us, on Sundays, between the services. He approved 
of my management of the house, and, in particular, of my cooking. This was 
not pleasant to my mother, who felt a jealousy of my being, as it were, set 
over her in her place. My unhappiness at home began in this way. My 
mother's temper got worse as her health got worse. My father was much 
away from us, traveling for his business. I had to bear it all. About this time 
I began to think it would be well for me if I could marry as my sisters had 
done; and have good Mr. Bapchild to dinner, between the services, in a 
house of my own. 
 
"In this frame of mind I made acquaintance with a young man who attended 
service at our chapel. 
 
"His name was Joel Dethridge. He had a beautiful voice. When we sang 
hymns, he sang off the same book with me. By trade he was a paper-hanger. 
We had much serious talk together. I walked with him on Sundays. He was 
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a good ten years younger than I was; and, being only a journeyman, his 
worldly station was below mine. My mother found out the liking that had 
grown up between us. She told my father the next time he was at home. Also 
my married sisters and my brothers. They all joined together to stop things 
from going further between me and Joel Dethridge. I had a hard time of it. 
Mr. Bapchild expressed himself as feeling much grieved at the turn things 
were taking. He introduced me into a sermon--not by name, but I knew who 
it was meant for. Perhaps I might have given way if they had not done one 
thing. They made inquiries of my young man's enemies, and brought wicked 
stories of him to me behind his back. This, after we had sung off the same 
hymn-book, and walked together, and agreed one with the other on religious 
subjects, was too much to bear. I was of age to judge for myself. And I 
married Joel Dethridge." 
 
3. 
 
"My relations all turned their backs on me. Not one of them was present at 
my marriage; my brother Reuben, in particular, who led the rest, saying that 
they had done with me from that time forth. Mr. Bapchild was much moved; 
shed tears, and said he would pray for me. 
 
"I was married in London by a pastor who was a stranger; and we settled in 
London with fair prospects. I had a little fortune of my own--my share of 
some money left to us girls by our aunt Hester, whom I was named after. It 
was three hundred pounds. Nearly one hundred of this I spent in buying 
furniture to fit up the little house we took to live in. The rest I gave to my 
husband to put into the bank against the time when he wanted it to set up 
in business for himself. 
 
"For three months, more or less, we got on nicely--except in one particular. 
My husband never stirred in the matter of starting in business for himself. 
 
"He was once or twice cross with me when I said it seemed a pity to be 
spending the money in the bank (which might be afterward wanted) instead 
of earning more in business. Good Mr. Bapchild, happening about this time 
to be in London, staid over Sunday, and came to dine with us between the 
services. He had tried to make my peace with my relations--but he had not 
succeeded. At my request he spoke to my husband about the necessity of 
exerting himself. My husband took it ill. I then saw him seriously out of 
temper for the first time. Good Mr. Bapchild said no more. He appeared to 
be alarmed at what had happened, and he took his leave early. 
 
"Shortly afterward my husband went out. I got tea ready for him--but he 
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never came back. I got supper ready for him--but he never came back. It 
was past twelve at night before I saw him again. I was very much startled by 
the state he came home in. He didn't speak like himself, or look like himself: 
he didn't seem to know me--wandered in his mind, and fell all in a lump like 
on our bed. I ran out and fetched the doctor to him. 
 
"The doctor pulled him up to the light, and looked at him; smelled his 
breath, and dropped him down again on the bed; turned about, and stared 
at me. 'What's the matter, Sir?' I says. 'Do you mean to tell me you don't 
know?' says the doctor. 'No, Sir,' says I. 'Why what sort of a woman are you,' 
says he, 'not to know a drunken man when you see him!' With that he went 
away, and left me standing by the bedside, all in a tremble from head to 
foot. 
 
"This was how I first found out that I was the wife of a drunken man." 
 
4. 
 
"I have omitted to say any thing about my husband's family. 
 
"While we were keeping company together he told me he was an orphan--
with an uncle and aunt in Canada, and an only brother settled in Scotland. 
Before we were married he gave me a letter from this brother. It was to say 
that he was sorry he was not able to come to England, and be present at my 
marriage, and to wish me joy and the rest of it. Good Mr. Bapchild (to whom, 
in my distress, I wrote word privately of what had happened) wrote back in 
return, telling me to wait a little, and see whether my husband did it again. 
 
"I had not long to wait. He was in liquor again the next day, and the next. 
Hearing this, Mr. Bapchild instructed me to send him the letter from my 
husband's brother. He reminded me of some of the stories about my 
husband which I had refused to believe in the time before I was married; 
and he said it might be well to make inquiries. 
 
"The end of the inquiries was this. The brother, at that very time, was placed 
privately (by his own request) under a doctor's care to get broken of habits of 
drinking. The craving for strong liquor (the doctor wrote) was in the family. 
They would be sober sometimes for months together, drinking nothing 
stronger than tea. Then the fit would seize them; and they would drink, 
drink, drink, for days together, like the mad and miserable wretches that 
they were. 
 
"This was the husband I was married to. And I had offended all my relations, 
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and estranged them from me, for his sake. Here was surely a sad prospect 
for a woman after only a few months of wedded life! 
 
"In a year's time the money in the bank was gone; and my husband was out 
of employment. He always got work--being a first-rate hand when he was 
sober--and always lost it again when the drinking-fit seized him. I was loth 
to leave our nice little house, and part with my pretty furniture; and I 
proposed to him to let me try for employment, by the day, as cook, and so 
keep things going while he was looking out again for work. He was sober 
and penitent at the time; and he agreed to what I proposed. And, more than 
that, he took the Total Abstinence Pledge, and promised to turn over a new 
leaf. Matters, as I thought, began to look fairly again. We had nobody but 
our two selves to think of. I had borne no child, and had no prospect of 
bearing one. Unlike most women, I thought this a mercy instead of a 
misfortune. In my situation (as I soon grew to know) my becoming a mother 
would only have proved to be an aggravation of my hard lot. 
 
"The sort of employment I wanted was not to be got in a day. Good Mr. 
Bapchild gave me a character; and our landlord, a worthy man (belonging, I 
am sorry to say, to the Popish Church), spoke for me to the steward of a 
club. Still, it took time to persuade people that I was the thorough good cook 
I claimed to be. Nigh on a fortnight had passed before I got the chance I had 
been looking out for. I went home in good spirits (for me) to report what had 
happened, and found the brokers in the house carrying off the furniture 
which I had bought with my own money for sale by auction. I asked them 
how they dared touch it without my leave. They answered, civilly enough I 
must own, that they were acting under my husband's orders; and they went 
on removing it before my own eyes, to the cart outside. I ran up stairs, and 
found my husband on the landing. He was in liquor again. It is useless to 
say what passed between us. I shall only mention that this was the first 
occasion on which he lifted his fist, and struck me." 
 
5. 
 
"Having a spirit of my own, I was resolved not to endure it. I ran out to the 
Police Court, hard by. 
 
"My money had not only bought the furniture--it had kept the house going 
as well; paying the taxes which the Queen and the Parliament asked for 
among other things. I now went to the magistrate to see what the Queen and 
the Parliament, in return for the taxes, would do for me. 
 
"'Is your furniture settled on yourself?' he says, when I told him what had 
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happened. 
 
"I didn't understand what he meant. He turned to some person who was 
sitting on the bench with him. 'This is a hard case,' he says. 'Poor people in 
this condition of life don't even know what a marriage settlement means. 
And, if they did, how many of them could afford to pay the lawyer's 
charges?' Upon that he turned to me. 'Yours is a common case,' he said. 'In 
the present state of the law I can do nothing for you.' 
 
"It was impossible to believe that. Common or not, I put my case to him over 
again. 
 
"'I have bought the furniture with my own money, Sir,' I says. 'It's mine, 
honestly come by, with bill and receipt to prove it. They are taking it away 
from me by force, to sell it against my will. Don't tell me that's the law. This 
is a Christian country. It can't be.' 
 
"'My good creature,' says he, 'you are a married woman. The law doesn't 
allow a married woman to call any thing her own--unless she has previously 
(with a lawyer's help) made a bargain to that effect with her husband before 
marrying him. You have made no bargain. Your husband has a right to sell 
your furniture if he likes. I am sorry for you; I can't hinder him.' 
 
"I was obstinate about it. 'Please to answer me this, Sir,' I says. 'I've been 
told by wiser heads than mine that we all pay our taxes to keep the Queen 
and the Parliament going; and that the Queen and the Parliament make 
laws to protect us in return. I have paid my taxes. Why, if you please, is 
there no law to protect me in return?' 
 
"'I can't enter into that,' says he. 'I must take the law as I find it; and so 
must you. I see a mark there on the side of your face. Has your husband 
been beating you? If he has, summon him here I can punish him for that.' 
 
"'How can you punish him, Sir?' says I. 
 
"'I can fine him,' says he. 'Or I can send him to prison.' 
 
"'As to the fine,' says I, 'he can pay that out of the money he gets by selling 
my furniture. As to the prison, while he's in it, what's to become of me, with 
my money spent by him, and my possessions gone; and when he's out of it, 
what's to become of me again, with a husband whom I have been the means 
of punishing, and who comes home to his wife knowing it? It's bad enough 
as it is, Sir,' says I. 'There's more that's bruised in me than what shows in 
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my face. I wish you good-morning.'" 
 
6. 
 
"When I got back the furniture was gone, and my husband was gone. There 
was nobody but the landlord in the empty house. He said all that could be 
said--kindly enough toward me, so far as I was concerned. When he was 
gone I locked my trunk, and got away in a cab after dark, and found a 
lodging to lay my head in. If ever there was a lonely, broken-hearted 
creature in the world, I was that creature that night. 
 
"There was but one chance of earning my bread--to go to the employment 
offered me (under a man cook, at a club). And there was but one hope--the 
hope that I had lost sight of my husband forever. 
 
"I went to my work--and prospered in it--and earned my first quarter's 
wages. But it's not good for a woman to be situated as I was; friendless and 
alone, with her things that she took a pride in sold away from her, and with 
nothing to look forward to in her life to come. I was regular in my 
attendance at chapel; but I think my heart began to get hardened, and my 
mind to be overcast in secret with its own thoughts about this time. There 
was a change coming. Two or three days after I had earned the wages just 
mentioned my husband found me out. The furniture-money was all spent. 
He made a disturbance at the club, I was only able to quiet him by giving 
him all the money I could spare from my own necessities. The scandal was 
brought before the committee. They said, if the circumstance occurred 
again, they should be obliged to part with me. In a fortnight the 
circumstance occurred again. It's useless to dwell on it. They all said they 
were sorry for me. I lost the place. My husband went back with me to my 
lodgings. The next morning I caught him taking my purse, with the few 
shillings I had in it, out of my trunk, which he had broken open. We 
quarreled. And he struck me again--this time knocking me down. 
 
"I went once more to the police court, and told my story--to another 
magistrate this time. My only petition was to have my husband kept away 
from me. 'I don't want to be a burden on others' (I says) 'I don't want to do 
any thing but what's right. I don't even complain of having been very cruelly 
used. All I ask is to be let to earn an honest living. Will the law protect me in 
the effort to do that?' 
 
"The answer, in substance, was that the law might protect me, provided I 
had money to spend in asking some higher court to grant me a separation. 
After allowing my husband to rob me openly of the only property I 
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possessed--namely, my furniture--the law turned round on me when I called 
upon it in my distress, and held out its hand to be paid. I had just three and 
sixpence left in the world--and the prospect, if I earned more, of my 
husband coming (with permission of the law) and taking it away from me. 
There was only one chance--namely, to get time to turn round in, and to 
escape him again. I got a month's freedom from him, by charging him with 
knocking me down. The magistrate (happening to be young, and new to his 
business) sent him to prison, instead of fining him. This gave me time to get 
a character from the club, as well as a special testimonial from good Mr. 
Bapchild. With the help of these, I obtained a place in a private family--a 
place in the country, this time. 
 
"I found myself now in a haven of peace. I was among worthy kind-hearted 
people, who felt for my distresses, and treated me most indulgently. Indeed, 
through all my troubles, I must say I have found one thing hold good. In my 
experience, I have observed that people are oftener quick than not to feel a 
human compassion for others in distress. Also, that they mostly see plain 
enough what's hard and cruel and unfair on them in the governing of the 
country which they help to keep going. But once ask them to get on from 
sitting down and grumbling about it, to rising up and setting it right, and 
what do you find them? As helpless as a flock of sheep--that's what you find 
them. 
 
"More than six months passed, and I saved a little money again. 
 
"One night, just as we were going to bed, there was a loud ring at the bell. 
The footman answered the door--and I heard my husband's voice in the hall. 
He had traced me, with the help of a man he knew in the police; and he had 
come to claim his rights. I offered him all the little money I had, to let me be. 
My good master spoke to him. It was all useless. He was obstinate and 
savage. If--instead of my running off from him--it had been all the other way 
and he had run off from me, something might have been done (as I 
understood) to protect me. But he stuck to his wife. As long as I could make 
a farthing, he stuck to his wife. Being married to him, I had no right to have 
left him; I was bound to go with my husband; there was no escape for me. I 
bade them good-by. And I have never forgotten their kindness to me from 
that day to this. 
 
"My husband took me back to London. 
 
"As long as the money lasted, the drinking went on. When it was gone, I was 
beaten again. Where was the remedy? There was no remedy, but to try and 
escape him once more. Why didn't I have him locked up? What was the good 
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of having him locked up? In a few weeks he would be out of prison; sober 
and penitent, and promising amendment--and then when the fit took him, 
there he would be, the same furious savage that he had been often and often 
before. My heart got hard under the hopelessness of it; and dark thoughts 
beset me, mostly at night. About this time I began to say to myself, 'There's 
no deliverance from this, but in death--his death or mine.' 
 
"Once or twice I went down to the bridges after dark and looked over at the 
river. No. I wasn't the sort of woman who ends her own wretchedness in that 
way. Your blood must be in a fever, and your head in a flame--at least I 
fancy so--you must be hurried into it, like, to go and make away with 
yourself. My troubles never took that effect on me. I always turned cold 
under them instead of hot. Bad for me, I dare say; but what you are--you 
are. Can the Ethiopian change his skin, or the leopard his spots? 
 
"I got away from him once more, and found good employment once more. It 
don't matter how, and it don't matter where. My story is always the same 
thing, over and over again. Best get to the end. 
 
"There was one change, however, this time. My employment was not in a 
private family. I was also allowed to teach cookery to young women, in my 
leisure hours. What with this, and what with a longer time passing on the 
present occasion before my husband found me out, I was as comfortably off 
as in my position I could hope to be. When my work was done, I went away 
at night to sleep in a lodging of my own. It was only a bedroom; and I 
furnished it myself--partly for the sake of economy (the rent being not half 
as much as for a furnished room); and partly for the sake of cleanliness. 
Through all my troubles I always liked things neat about me--neat and 
shapely and good. 
 
"Well, it's needless to say how it ended. He found me out again--this time by 
a chance meeting with me in the street. 
 
"He was in rags, and half starved. But that didn't matter now. All he had to 
do was to put his hand into my pocket and take what he wanted. There is no 
limit, in England, to what a bad husband may do--as long as he sticks to his 
wife. On the present occasion, he was cunning enough to see that he would 
be the loser if he disturbed me in my employment. For a while things went 
on as smoothly as they could. I made a pretense that the work was harder 
than usual; and I got leave (loathing the sight of him, I honestly own) to 
sleep at the place where I was employed. This was not for long. The fit took 
him again, in due course; and he came and made a disturbance. As before, 
this was not to be borne by decent people. As before, they were sorry to part 
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with me. As before, I lost my place. 
 
"Another woman would have gone mad under it. I fancy it just missed, by a 
hair's breadth, maddening Me. 
 
"When I looked at him that night, deep in his drunken sleep, I thought of 
Jael and Sisera (see the book of Judges; chapter 4th; verses 17 to 21). It 
says, she 'took a nail of the tent, and took a hammer in her hand, and went 
softly unto him, and smote the nail into his temples, and fastened it into the 
ground: for he was fast asleep and weary. So he died.' She did this deed to 
deliver her nation from Sisera. If there had been a hammer and a nail in the 
room that night, I think I should have been Jael--with this difference, that I 
should have done it to deliver myself. 
 
"With the morning this passed off, for the time. I went and spoke to a 
lawyer. 
 
"Most people, in my place, would have had enough of the law already. But I 
was one of the sort who drain the cup to the dregs. What I said to him was, 
in substance, this. 'I come to ask your advice about a madman. Mad people, 
as I understand it, are people who have lost control over their own minds. 
Sometimes this leads them to entertaining delusions; and sometimes it leads 
them to committing actions hurtful to others or to themselves. My husband 
has lost all control over his own craving for strong drink. He requires to be 
kept from liquor, as other madmen require to be kept from attempting their 
own lives, or the lives of those about them. It's a frenzy beyond his own 
control, with him--just as it's a frenzy beyond their own control, with them. 
There are Asylums for mad people, all over the country, at the public 
disposal, on certain conditions. If I fulfill those conditions, will the law 
deliver me from the misery of being married to a madman, whose madness 
is drink?'--'No,' says the lawyer. 'The law of England declines to consider an 
incurable drunkard as a fit object for restraint, the law of England leaves the 
husbands and wives of such people in a perfectly helpless situation, to deal 
with their own misery as they best can.' 
 
"I made my acknowledgments to the gentleman and left him. The last 
chance was this chance--and this had failed me." 
 
7. 
 
"The thought that had once found its way into my mind already, now found 
its way back again, and never altogether left me from that time forth. No 
deliverance for me but in death--his death, or mine. 
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"I had it before me night and day; in chapel and out of chapel just the same. 
I read the story of Jael and Sisera so often that the Bible got to open of itself 
at that place. 
 
"The laws of my country, which ought to have protected me as an honest 
woman, left me helpless. In place of the laws I had no friend near to open 
my heart to. I was shut up in myself. And I was married to that man. 
Consider me as a human creature, and say, Was this not trying my 
humanity very hardly? 
 
"I wrote to good Mr. Bapchild. Not going into particulars; only telling him I 
was beset by temptation, and begging him to come and help me. He was 
confined to his bed by illness; he could only write me a letter of good advice. 
To profit by good advice people must have a glimpse of happiness to look 
forward to as a reward for exerting themselves. Religion itself is obliged to 
hold out a reward, and to say to us poor mortals, Be good, and you shall go 
to Heaven. I had no glimpse of happiness. I was thankful (in a dull sort of 
way) to good Mr. Bapchild--and there it ended. 
 
"The time had been when a word from my old pastor would have put me in 
the right way again. I began to feel scared by myself. If the next ill usage I 
received from Joel Dethridge found me an unchanged woman, it was borne 
in strongly on my mind that I should be as likely as not to get my 
deliverance from him by my own hand. 
 
"Goaded to it, by the fear of this, I humbled myself before my relations for 
the first time. I wrote to beg their pardon; to own that they had proved to be 
right in their opinion of my husband; and to entreat them to be friends with 
me again, so far as to let me visit them from time to time. My notion was, 
that it might soften my heart if I could see the old place, and talk the old 
talk, and look again at the well-remembered faces. I am almost ashamed to 
own it--but, if I had had any thing to give, I would have parted with it all, to 
be allowed to go back into mother's kitchen and cook the Sunday dinner for 
them once more. 
 
"But this was not to be. Not long before my letter was received mother had 
died. They laid it all at my door. She had been ailing for years past, and the 
doctors had said it was hopeless from the first--but they laid it all at my 
door. One of my sisters wrote to say that much, in as few words as could 
possibly suffice for saying it. My father never answered my letter at all." 
 
8. 
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"Magistrates and lawyers; relations and friends; endurance of injuries, 
patience, hope, and honest work--I had tried all these, and tried them 
vainly. Look round me where I might, the prospect was closed on all sides. 
 
"At this time my husband had got a little work to do. He came home out of 
temper one night, and I gave him a warning. 'Don't try me too far, Joel, for 
your own sake,' was all I said. It was one of his sober days; and, for the first 
time, a word from me seemed to have an effect on him. He looked hard at 
me for a minute or so. And then he went and sat down in a corner, and held 
his peace. 
 
"This was on a Tuesday in the week. On the Saturday he got paid, and the 
drinking fit took him again. 
 
"On Friday in the next week I happened to come back late--having had a 
good stroke of work to do that day, in the way of cooking a public dinner for 
a tavern-keeper who knew me. I found my husband gone, and the bedroom 
stripped of the furniture which I had put into it. For the second time he had 
robbed me of my own property, and had turned it into money to be spent in 
drink. 
 
"I didn't say a word. I stood and looked round the empty room. What was 
going on in me I hardly knew myself at the time, and can't describe now. All 
I remember is, that, after a little, I turned about to leave the house. I knew 
the places where thy husband was likely to be found; and the devil 
possessed me to go and find him. The landlady came out into the passage 
and tried to stop me. She was a bigger and a stronger woman than I was. 
But I shook her off like a child. Thinking over it now, I believe she was in no 
condition to put out her strength. The sight of me frightened her. 
 
"I found him. I said--well, I said what a woman beside herself with fury 
would be likely to say. It's needless to tell how it ended. He knocked me 
down. 
 
"After that, there is a spot of darkness like in my memory. The next thing I 
can call to mind, is coming back to my senses after some days. Three of my 
teeth were knocked out--but that was not the worst of it. My head had 
struck against something in falling, and some part of me (a nerve, I think 
they said) was injured in such a way as to affect my speech. I don't mean 
that I was downright dumb--I only mean that, all of a sudden, it had become 
a labor to me to speak. A long word was as serious an obstacle as if I was a 
child again. They took me to the hospital. When the medical gentlemen 
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heard what it was, the medical gentlemen came crowding round me. I 
appeared to lay hold of their interest, just as a story-book lays hold of the 
interest of other people. The upshot of it was, that I might end in being 
dumb, or I might get my speech again--the chances were about equal. Only 
two things were needful. One of them was that I should live on good 
nourishing diet. The other was, that I should keep my mind easy. 
 
"About the diet it was not possible to decide. My getting good nourishing 
food and drink depended on my getting money to buy the same. As to my 
mind, there was no difficulty about that. If my husband came back to me, 
my mind was made up to kill him. 
 
"Horrid--I am well aware this is horrid. Nobody else, in my place, would have 
ended as wickedly as that. All the other women in the world, tried as I was, 
would have risen superior to the trial." 
 
9. 
 
"I have said that people (excepting my husband and my relations) were 
almost always good to me. 
 
"The landlord of the house which we had taken when we were married heard 
of my sad case. He gave me one of his empty houses to look after, and a 
little weekly allowance for doing it. Some of the furniture in the upper 
rooms, not being wanted by the last tenant, was left to be taken at a 
valuation if the next tenant needed it. Two of the servants' bedrooms (in the 
attics), one next to the other, had all that was wanted in them. So I had a 
roof to cover me, and a choice of beds to lie on, and money to get me food. 
All well again--but all too late. If that house could speak, what tales that 
house would have to tell of me! 
 
"I had been told by the doctors to exercise my speech. Being all alone, with 
nobody to speak to, except when the landlord dropped in, or when the 
servant next door said, 'Nice day, ain't it?' or, 'Don't you feel lonely?' or such 
like, I bought the newspaper, and read it out loud to myself to exercise my 
speech in that way. One day I came upon a bit about the wives of drunken 
husbands. It was a report of something said on that subject by a London 
coroner, who had held inquests on dead husbands (in the lower ranks of 
life), and who had his reasons for suspecting the wives. Examination of the 
body (he said) didn't prove it; and witnesses didn't prove it; but he thought 
it, nevertheless, quite possible, in some cases, that, when the woman could 
bear it no longer, she sometimes took a damp towel, and waited till the 
husband (drugged with his own liquor) was sunk in his sleep, and then put 
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the towel over his nose and mouth, and ended it that way without any body 
being the wiser. I laid down the newspaper; and fell into thinking. My mind 
was, by this time, in a prophetic way. I said to myself 'I haven't happened on 
this for nothing: this means that I shall see my husband again.' 
 
"It was then just after my dinner-time--two o'clock. That same night, at the 
moment when I had put out my candle, and laid me down in bed, I heard a 
knock at the street door. Before I had lit my candle I says to myself, 'Here he 
is.' 
 
"I huddled on a few things, and struck a light, and went down stairs. I called 
out through the door, 'Who's there?' And his voice answered, 'Let me in.' 
 
"I sat down on a chair in the passage, and shook all over like a person 
struck with palsy. Not from the fear of him--but from my mind being in the 
prophetic way. I knew I was going to be driven to it at last. Try as I might to 
keep from doing it, my mind told me I was to do it now. I sat shaking on the 
chair in the passage; I on one side of the door, and he on the other. 
 
"He knocked again, and again, and again. I knew it was useless to try--and 
yet I resolved to try. I determined not to let him in till I was forced to it. I 
determined to let him alarm the neighborhood, and to see if the 
neighborhood would step between us. I went up stairs and waited at the 
open staircase window over the door. 
 
"The policeman came up, and the neighbors came out. They were all for 
giving him into custody. The policeman laid hands on him. He had but one 
word to say; he had only to point up to me at the window, and to tell them I 
was his wife. The neighbors went indoors again. The policeman dropped 
hold of his arm. It was I who was in the wrong, and not he. I was bound to 
let my husband in. I went down stairs again, and let him in. 
 
"Nothing passed between us that night. I threw open the door of the 
bedroom next to mine, and went and locked myself into my own room. He 
was dead beat with roaming the streets, without a penny in his pocket, all 
day long. The bed to lie on was all he wanted for that night. 
 
"The next morning I tried again--tried to turn back on the way that I was 
doomed to go; knowing beforehand that it would be of no use. I offered him 
three parts of my poor weekly earnings, to be paid to him regularly at the 
landlord's office, if he would only keep away from me, and from the house. 
He laughed in my face. As my husband, he could take all my earnings if he 
chose. And as for leaving the house, the house offered him free quarters to 
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live in as long as I was employed to look after it. The landlord couldn't part 
man and wife. 
 
"I said no more. Later in the day the landlord came. He said if we could 
make it out to live together peaceably he had neither the right nor the wish 
to interfere. If we made any disturbances, then he should be obliged to 
provide himself with some other woman to look after the house. I had 
nowhere else to go, and no other employment to undertake. If, in spite of 
that, I had put on my bonnet and walked out, my husband would have 
walked out after me. And all decent people would have patted him on the 
back, and said, 'Quite right, good man--quite right.' 
 
"So there he was by his own act, and with the approval of others, in the 
same house with me. 
 
"I made no remark to him or to the landlord. Nothing roused me now. I knew 
what was coming; I waited for the end. There was some change visible in me 
to others, as I suppose, though not noticeable by myself, which first 
surprised my husband and then daunted him. When the next night came I 
heard him lock the door softly in his own room. It didn't matter to me. When 
the time was ripe ten thousand locks wouldn't lock out what was to come. 
 
"The next day, bringing my weekly payment, brought me a step nearer on 
the way to the end. Getting the money, he could get the drink. This time he 
began cunningly--in other words, he began his drinking by slow degrees. 
The landlord (bent, honest man, on trying to keep the peace between us) 
had given him some odd jobs to do, in the way of small repairs, here and 
there about the house. 'You owe this,' he says, 'to my desire to do a good 
turn to your poor wife. I am helping you for her sake. Show yourself worthy 
to be helped, if you can.' 
 
"He said, as usual, that he was going to turn over a new leaf. Too late! The 
time had gone by. He was doomed, and I was doomed. It didn't matter what 
he said now. It didn't matter when he locked his door again the last thing at 
night. 
 
"The next day was Sunday. Nothing happened. I went to chapel. Mere habit. 
It did me no good. He got on a little with the drinking--but still cunningly, by 
slow degrees. I knew by experience that this meant a long fit, and a bad one, 
to come. 
 
"Monday, there were the odd jobs about the house to be begun. He was by 
this time just sober enough to do his work, and just tipsy enough to take a 
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spiteful pleasure in persecuting his wife. He went out and got the things he 
wanted, and came back and called for me. A skilled workman like he was 
(he said) wanted a journeyman under him. There were things which it was 
beneath a skilled workman to do for himself. He was not going to call in a 
man or a boy, and then have to pay them. He was going to get it done for 
nothing, and he meant to make a journeyman of me. Half tipsy and half 
sober, he went on talking like that, and laying out his things, all quite right, 
as he wanted them. When they were ready he straightened himself up, and 
he gave me his orders what I was to do. 
 
"I obeyed him to the best of my ability. Whatever he said, and whatever he 
did, I knew he was going as straight as man could go to his own death by 
my hands. 
 
"The rats and mice were all over the house, and the place generally was out 
of repair. He ought to have begun on the kitchen-floor; but (having sentence 
pronounced against him) he began in the empty parlors on the ground-floor. 
 
"These parlors were separated by what is called a 'lath-and-plaster wall.' The 
rats had damaged it. At one part they had gnawed through and spoiled the 
paper, at another part they had not got so far. The landlord's orders were to 
spare the paper, because he had some by him to match it. My husband 
began at a place where the paper was whole. Under his directions I mixed 
up--I won't say what. With the help of it he got the paper loose from the wall, 
without injuring it in any way, in a long hanging strip. Under it was the 
plaster and the laths, gnawed away in places by the rats. Though strictly a 
paperhanger by trade, he could be plasterer too when he liked. I saw how he 
cut away the rotten laths and ripped off the plaster; and (under his 
directions again) I mixed up the new plaster he wanted, and handed him the 
new laths, and saw how he set them. I won't say a word about how this was 
done either. 
 
"I have a reason for keeping silence here, which is, to my mind, a very 
dreadful one. In every thing that my husband made me do that day he was 
showing me (blindfold) the way to kill him, so that no living soul, in the 
police or out of it, could suspect me of the deed. 
 
"We finished the job on the wall just before dark. I went to my cup of tea, 
and he went to his bottle of gin. 
 
"I left him, drinking hard, to put our two bedrooms tidy for the night. The 
place that his bed happened to be set in (which I had never remarked 
particularly before) seemed, in a manner of speaking, to force itself on my 
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notice now. 
 
"The head of the bedstead was set against the wall which divided his room 
from mine. From looking at the bedstead I got to looking at the wall next. 
Then to wondering what it was made of. Then to rapping against it with my 
knuckles. The sound told me there was nothing but lath and plaster under 
the paper. It was the same as the wall we had been at work on down stairs. 
We had cleared our way so far through this last--in certain places where the 
repairs were most needed--that we had to be careful not to burst through 
the paper in the room on the other side. I found myself calling to mind the 
caution my husband had given me while we were at this part of the work, 
word for word as he had spoken it. 'Take care you don't find your hands in 
the next room.' That was what he had said down in the parlor. Up in his 
bedroom I kept on repeating it in my own mind--with my eyes all the while 
on the key, which he had moved to the inner side of the door to lock himself 
in--till the knowledge of what it meant burst on me like a flash of light. I 
looked at the wall, at the bedhead, at my own two hands--and I shivered as 
if it was winter time. 
 
"Hours must have passed like minutes while I was up stairs that night. I lost 
all count of time. When my husband came up from his drinking, he found 
me in his room." 
 
10. 
 
"I leave the rest untold, and pass on purposely to the next morning. 
 
"No mortal eyes but mine will ever see these lines. Still, there are things a 
woman can't write of even to herself. I shall only say this. I suffered the last 
and worst of many indignities at my husband's hands--at the very time 
when I first saw, set plainly before me, the way to take his life. He went out 
toward noon next day, to go his rounds among the public houses; my mind 
being then strung up to deliver myself from him, for good and all, when he 
came back at night. 
 
"The things we had used on the previous day were left in the parlor. I was all 
by myself in the house, free to put in practice the lesson he had taught me. I 
proved myself an apt scholar. Before the lamps were lit in the street I had 
my own way prepared (in my bedroom and in his) for laying my own hands 
on him--after he had locked himself up for the night. 
 
"I don't remember feeling either fear or doubt through all those hours. I sat 
down to my bit of supper with no better and no worse an appetite than 
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usual. The only change in me that I can call to mind was that I felt a 
singular longing to have somebody with me to keep me company. Having no 
friend to ask in, I went to the street door and stood looking at the people 
passing this way and that. 
 
"A stray dog, sniffing about, came up to me. Generally I dislike dogs and 
beasts of all kinds. I called this one in and gave him his supper. He had 
been taught (I suppose) to sit up on his hind-legs and beg for food; at any 
rate, that was his way of asking me for more. I laughed--it seems impossible 
when I look back at it now, but for all that it's true--I laughed till the tears 
ran down my cheeks, at the little beast on his haunches, with his ears 
pricked up and his head on one side and his mouth watering for the 
victuals. I wonder whether I was in my right senses? I don't know. 
 
"When the dog had got all he could get he whined to be let out to roam the 
streets again. 
 
"As I opened the door to let the creature go his ways, I saw my husband 
crossing the road to come in. 'Keep out' (I says to him); 'to-night, of all 
nights, keep out.' He was too drunk to heed me; he passed by, and 
blundered his way up stairs. I followed and listened. I heard him open his 
door, and bang it to, and lock it. I waited a bit, and went up another stair or 
two. I heard him drop down on to his bed. In a minute more he was fast 
asleep and snoring. 
 
"It had all happened as it was wanted to happen. In two minutes--without 
doing one single thing to bring suspicion on myself--I could have smothered 
him. I went into my own room. I took up the towel that I had laid ready. I 
was within an inch of it--when there came a rush of something up into my 
head. I can't say what it was. I can only say the horrors laid hold of me and 
hunted me then and there out of the house. 
 
"I put on my bonnet, and slipped the key of the street door into my pocket. It 
was only half past nine--or maybe a quarter to ten. If I had any one clear 
notion in my head, it was the notion of running away, and never allowing 
myself to set eyes on the house or the husband more. 
 
"I went up the street--and came back. I went down the street--and came 
back. I tried it a third time, and went round and round and round--and 
came back. It was not to be done The house held me chained to it like a dog 
to his kennel. I couldn't keep away from it. For the life of me, I couldn't keep 
away from it. 
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"A company of gay young men and women passed me, just as I was going to 
let myself in again. They were in a great hurry. 'Step out,' says one of the 
men; 'the theatre's close by, and we shall be just in time for the farce.' I 
turned about and followed them. Having been piously brought up, I had 
never been inside a theatre in my life. It struck me that I might get taken, as 
it were, out of myself, if I saw something that was quite strange to me, and 
heard something which would put new thoughts into my mind. 
 
"They went in to the pit; and I went in after them. 
 
"The thing they called the farce had begun. Men and women came on to the 
stage, turn and turn about, and talked, and went off again. Before long all 
the people about me in the pit were laughing and clapping their hands. The 
noise they made angered me. I don't know how to describe the state I was 
in. My eyes wouldn't serve me, and my ears wouldn't serve me, to see and to 
hear what the rest of them were seeing and hearing. There must have been 
something, I fancy, in my mind that got itself between me and what was 
going on upon the stage. The play looked fair enough on the surface; but 
there was danger and death at the bottom of it. The players were talking and 
laughing to deceive the people--with murder in their minds all the time. And 
nobody knew it but me--and my tongue was tied when I tried to tell the 
others. I got up, and ran out. The moment I was in the street my steps 
turned back of themselves on the way to the house. I called a cab, and told 
the man to drive (as far as a shilling would take me) the opposite way. He 
put me down--I don't know where. Across the street I saw an inscription in 
letters of flame over an open door. The man said it was a dancing-place. 
Dancing was as new to me as play-going. I had one more shilling left; and I 
paid to go in, and see what a sight of the dancing would do for me. The light 
from the ceiling poured down in this place as if it was all on fire. The 
crashing of the music was dreadful. The whirling round and round of men 
and women in each other's arms was quite maddening to see. I don't know 
what happened to me here. The great blaze of light from the ceiling turned 
blood-red on a sudden. The man standing in front of the musicians waving a 
stick took the likeness of Satan, as seen in the picture in our family Bible at 
home. The whirling men and women went round and round, with white 
faces like the faces of the dead, and bodies robed in winding-sheets. I 
screamed out with the terror of it; and some person took me by the arm and 
put me outside the door. The darkness did me good: it was comforting and 
delicious--like a cool hand laid on a hot head. I went walking on through it, 
without knowing where; composing my mind with the belief that I had lost 
my way, and that I should find myself miles distant from home when 
morning dawned. After some time I got too weary to go on; and I sat me 
down to rest on a door-step. I dozed a bit, and woke up. When I got on my 
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feet to go on again, I happened to turn my head toward the door of the 
house. The number on it was the same number an as ours. I looked again. 
And behold, it was our steps I had been resting on. The door was our door. 
 
"All my doubts and all my struggles dropped out of my mind when I made 
that discovery. There was no mistaking what this perpetual coming back to 
the house meant. Resist it as I might, it was to be. 
 
"I opened the street door and went up stairs, and heard him sleeping his 
heavy sleep, exactly as I had heard him when I went out. I sat down on my 
bed and took off my bonnet, quite quiet in myself, because I knew it was to 
be. I damped the towel, and put it ready, and took a turn in the room. 
 
"It was just the dawn of day. The sparrows were chirping among the trees in 
the square hard by. 
 
"I drew up my blind; the faint light spoke to me as if in words, 'Do it now, 
before I get brighter, and show too much.' 
 
"I listened. The friendly silence had a word for me too: 'Do it now, and trust 
the secret to Me.' 
 
"I waited till the church clock chimed before striking the hour. At the first 
stroke--without touching the lock of his door, without setting foot in his 
room--I had the towel over his face. Before the last stroke he had ceased 
struggling. When the hum of the bell through the morning silence was still 
and dead, he was still and dead with it." 
 
11. 
 
"The rest of this history is counted in my mind by four days--Wednesday, 
Thursday, Friday, Saturday. After that it all fades off like, and the new years 
come with a strange look, being the years of a new life. 
 
"What about the old life first? What did I feel, in the horrid quiet of the 
morning, when I had done it? 
 
"I don't know what I felt. I can't remember it, or I can't tell it, I don't know 
which. I can write the history of the four days, and that's all. 
 
"Wednesday.--I gave the alarm toward noon. Hours before, I had put things 
straight and fit to be seen. I had only to call for help, and to leave the people 
to do as they pleased. The neighbors came in, and then the police. They 
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knocked, uselessly, at his door. Then they broke it open, and found him 
dead in his bed. 
 
"Not the ghost of a suspicion of me entered the mind of any one. There was 
no fear of human justice finding me out: my one unutterable dread was 
dread of an Avenging Providence. 
 
"I had a short sleep that night, and a dream, in which I did the deed over 
again. For a time my mind was busy with thoughts of confessing to the 
police, and of giving myself up. If I had not belonged to a respectable family, 
I should have done it. From generation to generation there had been no 
stain on our good name. It would be death to my father, and disgrace to all 
my family, if I owned what I had done, and suffered for it on the public 
scaffold. I prayed to be guided; and I had a revelation, toward morning, of 
what to do. 
 
"I was commanded, in a vision, to open the Bible, and vow on it to set my 
guilty self apart among my innocent fellow-creatures from that day forth; to 
live among them a separate and silent life, to dedicate the use of my speech 
to the language of prayer only, offered up in the solitude of my own chamber 
when no human ear could hear me. Alone, in the morning, I saw the vision, 
and vowed the vow. No human ear has heard me from that time. No human 
ear will hear me, to the day of my death. 
 
"Thursday.--The people came to speak to me, as usual. They found me 
dumb. 
 
"What had happened to me in the past, when my head had been hurt, and 
my speech affected by it, gave a likelier look to my dumbness than it might 
have borne in the case of another person. They took me back again to the 
hospital. The doctors were divided in opinion. Some said the shock of what 
had taken place in the house, coming on the back of the other shock, might, 
for all they knew, have done the mischief. And others said, 'She got her 
speech again after the accident; there has been no new injury since that 
time; the woman is shamming dumb, for some purpose of her own.' I let 
them dispute it as they liked. All human talk was nothing now to me. I had 
set myself apart among my fellow-creatures; I had begun my separate and 
silent life. 
 
"Through all this time the sense of a coming punishment hanging over me 
never left my mind. I had nothing to dread from human justice. The 
judgment of an Avenging Providence--there was what I was waiting for. 
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"Friday--They held the inquest. He had been known for years past as an 
inveterate drunkard, he had been seen overnight going home in liquor; he 
had been found locked up in his room, with the key inside the door, and the 
latch of the window bolted also. No fire-place was in this garret; nothing was 
disturbed or altered: nobody by human possibility could have got in. The 
doctor reported that he had died of congestion of the lungs; and the jury 
gave their verdict accordingly." 
 
12. 
 
"Saturday.--Marked forever in my calendar as the memorable day on which 
the judgment descended on me. Toward three o'clock in the afternoon--in 
the broad sunlight, under the cloudless sky, with hundreds of innocent 
human creatures all around me--I, Hester Dethridge, saw, for the first time, 
the Appearance which is appointed to haunt me for the rest of my life. 
 
"I had had a terrible night. My mind felt much as it had felt on the evening 
when I had gone to the play. I went out to see what the air and the sunshine 
and the cool green of trees and grass would do for me. The nearest place in 
which I could find what I wanted was the Regent's Park. I went into one of 
the quiet walks in the middle of the park, where the horses and carriages 
are not allowed to go, and where old people can sun themselves, and 
children play, without danger. 
 
"I sat me down to rest on a bench. Among the children near me was a 
beautiful little boy, playing with a brand-new toy--a horse and wagon. While 
I was watching him busily plucking up the blades of grass and loading his 
wagon with them, I felt for the first time--what I have often and often felt 
since--a creeping chill come slowly over my flesh, and then a suspicion of 
something hidden near me, which would steal out and show itself if I looked 
that way. 
 
"There was a big tree hard by. I looked toward the tree, and waited to see the 
something hidden appear from behind it. 
 
"The Thing stole out, dark and shadowy in the pleasant sunlight. At first I 
saw only the dim figure of a woman. After a little it began to get plainer, 
brightening from within outward--brightening, brightening, brightening, till 
it set before me the vision of MY OWN SELF, repeated as if I was standing 
before a glass--the double of myself, looking at me with my own eyes. I saw 
it move over the grass. I saw it stop behind the beautiful little boy. I saw it 
stand and listen, as I had stood and listened at the dawn of morning, for the 
chiming of the bell before the clock struck the hour. When it heard the 
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stroke it pointed down to the boy with my own hand; and it said to me, with 
my own voice, 'Kill him.' 
 
"A time passed. I don't know whether it was a minute or an hour. The 
heavens and the earth disappeared from before me. I saw nothing but the 
double of myself, with the pointing hand. I felt nothing but the longing to kill 
the boy. 
 
"Then, as it seemed, the heavens and the earth rushed back upon me. I saw 
the people near staring in surprise at me, and wondering if I was in my right 
mind. 
 
"I got, by main force, to my feet; I looked, by main force, away from the 
beautiful boy; I escaped, by main force, from the sight of the Thing, back 
into the streets. I can only describe the overpowering strength of the 
temptation that tried me in one way. It was like tearing the life out of me to 
tear myself from killing the boy. And what it was on this occasion it has 
been ever since. No remedy against it but in that torturing effort, and no 
quenching the after-agony but by solitude and prayer. 
 
"The sense of a coming punishment had hung over me. And the punishment 
had come. I had waited for the judgment of an Avenging Providence. And the 
judgment was pronounced. With pious David I could now say, Thy fierce 
wrath goeth over me; thy terrors have cut me off." 
 
                          ***** 
 
Arrived at that point in the narrative, Geoffrey looked up from the 
manuscript for the first time. Some sound outside the room had disturbed 
him. Was it a sound in the passage? 
 
He listened. There was an interval of silence. He looked back again at the 
Confession, turning over the last leaves to count how much was left of it 
before it came to an end. 
 
After relating the circumstances under which the writer had returned to 
domestic service, the narrative was resumed no more. Its few remaining 
pages were occupied by a fragmentary journal. The brief entries referred to 
the various occasions on which Hester Dethridge had again and again seen 
the terrible apparition of herself, and had again and again resisted the 
homicidal frenzy roused in her by the hideous creation of her own 
distempered brain. In the effort which that resistance cost her lay the secret 
of her obstinate determination to insist on being freed from her work at 
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certain times, and to make it a condition with any mistress who employed 
her that she should be privileged to sleep in a room of her own at night. 
Having counted the pages thus filled, Geoffrey turned back to the place at 
which he had left off, to read the manuscript through to the end. 
 
As his eyes rested on the first line the noise in the passage--intermitted for a 
moment only--disturbed him again. 
 
This time there was no doubt of what the sound implied. He heard her 
hurried footsteps; he heard her dreadful cry. Hester Dethridge had woke in 
her chair in the pallor, and had discovered that the Confession was no 
longer in her own hands. 
 
He put the manuscript into the breast-pocket of his coat. On this occasion 
his reading had been of some use to him. Needless to go on further with it. 
Needless to return to the Newgate Calendar. The problem was solved. 
 
As he rose to his feet his heavy face brightened slowly with a terrible smile. 
While the woman's Confession was in his pocket the woman herself was in 
his power. "If she wants it back," he said, "she must get it on my terms." 
With that resolution, he opened the door, and met Hester Dethridge, face to 
face, in the passage. 
 
 CHAPTER THE FIFTY-FIFTH. 
 
THE SIGNS OF THE END. 
 
THE servant, appearing the next morning in Anne's room with the breakfast 
tray, closed the door with an air of mystery, and announced that strange 
things were going on in the house. 
 
"Did you hear nothing last night, ma'am," she asked, "down stairs in the 
passage?" 
 
"I thought I heard some voices whispering outside my room," Anne replied. 
"Has any thing happened?" 
 
Extricated from the confusion in which she involved it, the girl's narrative 
amounted in substance to this. She had been startled by the sudden 
appearance of her mistress in the passage, staring about her wildly, like a 
woman who had gone out of her senses. Almost at the same moment "the 
master" had flung open the drawing-room door. He had caught Mrs. 
Dethridge by the arm, had dragged her into the room, and had closed the 
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door again. After the two had remained shut up together for more than half 
an hour, Mrs. Dethridge had come out, as pale as ashes, and had gone up 
stairs trembling like a person in great terror. Some time later, when the 
servant was in bed, but not asleep, she had seen a light under her door, in 
the narrow wooden passage which separated Anne's bedroom from Hester's 
bedroom, and by which she obtained access to her own little sleeping-
chamber beyond. She had got out of bed; had looked through the keyhole; 
and had seen "the master" and Mrs. Dethridge standing together examining 
the walls of the passage. "The master" had laid his hand upon the wall, on 
the side of his wife's room, and had looked at Mrs. Dethridge. And Mrs. 
Dethridge had looked back at him, and had shaken her head. Upon that he 
had said in a whisper (still with his hand on the wooden wall), "Not to be 
done here?" And Mrs. Dethridge had shaken her head. He had considered a 
moment, and had whispered again, "The other room will do! won't it?" And 
Mrs. Dethridge had nodded her head--and so they had parted. That was the 
story of the night. Early in the morning, more strange things had happened. 
The master had gone out, with a large sealed packet in his hand, covered 
with many stamps; taking his own letter to the post, instead of sending the 
servant with it as usual. On his return, Mrs. Dethridge had gone out next, 
and had come back with something in a jar which she had locked up in her 
own sitting-room. Shortly afterward, a working-man had brought a bundle 
of laths, and some mortar and plaster of Paris, which had been carefully 
placed together in a corner of the scullery. Last, and most remarkable in the 
series of domestic events, the girl had received permission to go home and 
see her friends in the country, on that very day; having been previously 
informed, when she entered Mrs. Dethridge's service, that she was not to 
expect to have a holiday granted to her until after Christmas. Such were the 
strange things which had happened in the house since the previous night. 
What was the interpretation to be placed on them? 
 
The right interpretation was not easy to discover. 
 
Some of the events pointed apparently toward coming repairs or alterations 
in the cottage. But what Geoffrey could have to do with them (being at the 
time served with a notice to quit), and why Hester Dethridge should have 
shown the violent agitation which had been described, were mysteries which 
it was impossible to penetrate. 
 
Anne dismissed the girl with a little present and a few kind words. Under 
other circumstances, the incomprehensible proceedings in the house might 
have made her seriously uneasy. But her mind was now occupied by more 
pressing anxieties. Blanche's second letter (received from Hester Dethridge 
on the previous evening) informed her that Sir Patrick persisted in his 
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resolution, and that he and his niece might be expected, come what might of 
it, to present themselves at the cottage on that day. 
 
Anne opened the letter, and looked at it for the second time. The passages 
relating to Sir Patrick were expressed in these terms: 
 
"I don't think, darling, you have any idea of the interest that you have 
roused in my uncle. Although he has not to reproach himself, as I have, with 
being the miserable cause of the sacrifice that you have made, he is quite as 
wretched and quite as anxious about you as I am. We talk of nobody else. 
He said last night that he did not believe there was your equal in the world. 
Think of that from a man who has such terribly sharp eyes for the faults of 
women in general, and such a terribly sharp tongue in talking of them! I am 
pledged to secrecy; but I must tell you one other thing, between ourselves. 
Lord Holchester's announcement that his brother refuses to consent to a 
separation put my uncle almost beside himself. If there is not some change 
for the better in your life in a few days' time, Sir Patrick will find out a way 
of his own--lawful or not, he doesn't care--for rescuing you from the dreadful 
position in which you are placed, and Arnold (with my full approval) will 
help him. As we understand it, you are, under one pretense or another, kept 
a close prisoner. Sir Patrick has already secured a post of observation near 
you. He and Arnold went all round the cottage last night, and examined a 
door in your back garden wall, with a locksmith to help them. You will no 
doubt hear further about this from Sir Patrick himself. Pray don't appear to 
know any thing of it when you see him! I am not in his confidence--but 
Arnold is, which comes to the same thing exactly. You will see us (I mean 
you will see my uncle and me) to-morrow, in spite of the brute who keeps 
you under lock and key. Arnold will not accompany us; he is not to be 
trusted (he owns it himself) to control his indignation. Courage, dearest! 
There are two people in the world to whom you are inestimably precious, 
and who are determined not to let your happiness be sacrificed. I am one of 
them, and (for Heaven's sake keep this a secret also!) Sir Patrick is the 
other." 
 
Absorbed in the letter, and in the conflict of opposite feelings which it 
roused--her color rising when it turned her thoughts inward on herself, and 
fading again when she was reminded by it of the coming visit--Anne was 
called back to a sense of present events by the reappearance of the servant, 
charged with a message. Mr. Speedwell had been for some time in the 
cottage, and he was now waiting to see her down stairs. 
 
Anne found the surgeon alone in the drawing-room. He apologized for 
disturbing her at that early hour. 
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"It was impossible for me to get to Fulham yesterday," he said, "and I could 
only make sure of complying with Lord Holchester's request by coming here 
before the time at which I receive patients at home. I have seen Mr. 
Delamayn, and I have requested permission to say a word to you on the 
subject of his health." 
 
Anne looked through the window, and saw Geoffrey smoking his pipe--not in 
the back garden, as usual, but in front of the cottage, where he could keep 
his eye on the gate. 
 
"Is he ill?" she asked. 
 
"He is seriously ill," answered Mr. Speedwell. "I should not otherwise have 
troubled you with this interview. It is a matter of professional duty to warn 
you, as his wife, that he is in danger. He may be seized at any moment by a 
paralytic stroke. The only chance for him--a very poor one, I am bound to 
say--is to make him alter his present mode of life without loss of time." 
 
"In one way he will be obliged to alter it," said Anne. "He has received notice 
from the landlady to quit this cottage." 
 
Mr. Speedwell looked surprised. 
 
"I think you will find that the notice has been withdrawn," he said. "I can 
only assure you that Mr. Delamayn distinctly informed me, when I advised 
change of air, that he had decided, for reasons of his own, on remaining 
here." 
 
(Another in the series of incomprehensible domestic events! Hester 
Dethridge--on all other occasions the most immovable of women--had 
changed her mind!) 
 
"Setting that aside," proceeded the surgeon, "there are two preventive 
measures which I feel bound to suggest. Mr. Delamayn is evidently suffering 
(though he declines to admit it himself) from mental anxiety. If he is to have 
a chance for his life, that anxiety must be set at rest. Is it in your power to 
relieve it?" 
 
"It is not even in my power, Mr. Speedwell, to tell you what it is." 
 
The surgeon bowed, and went on: 
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"The second caution that I have to give you," he said, "is to keep him from 
drinking spirits. He admits having committed an excess in that way the 
night before last. In his state of health, drinking means literally death. If he 
goes back to the brandy-bottle--forgive me for saying it plainly; the matter is 
too serious to be trifled with--if he goes back to the brandy-bottle, his life, in 
my opinion, is not worth five minutes' purchase. Can you keep him from 
drinking?" 
 
Anne answered sadly and plainly: 
 
"I have no influence over him. The terms we are living on here--" 
 
Mr. Speedwell considerately stopped her. 
 
"I understand," he said. "I will see his brother on my way home." He looked 
for a moment at Anne. "You are far from well yourself," he resumed. "Can I 
do any thing for you?" 
 
"While I am living my present life, Mr. Speedwell, not even your skill can 
help me." 
 
The surgeon took his leave. Anne hurried back up stairs, before Geoffrey 
could re-enter the cottage. To see the man who had laid her life waste--to 
meet the vindictive hatred that looked furtively at her out of his eyes--at the 
moment when sentence of death had been pronounced on him, was an 
ordeal from which every finer instinct in her nature shrank in horror. 
 
Hour by hour, the morning wore on, and he made no attempt to 
communicate with her, Stranger still, Hester Dethridge never appeared. The 
servant came up stairs to say goodby; and went away for her holiday. 
Shortly afterward, certain sounds reached Anne's ears from the opposite 
side of the passage. She heard the strokes of a hammer, and then a noise as 
of some heavy piece of furniture being moved. The mysterious repairs were 
apparently being begun in the spare room. 
 
She went to the window. The hour was approaching at which Sir Patrick and 
Blanche might be expected to make the attempt to see her. 
 
For the third time, she looked at the letter. 
 
It suggested, on this occasion, a new consideration to her. Did the strong 
measures which Sir Patrick had taken in secret indicate alarm as well as 
sympathy? Did he believe she was in a position in which the protection of 
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the law was powerless to reach her? It seemed just possible. Suppose she 
were free to consult a magistrate, and to own to him (if words could express 
it) the vague presentiment of danger which was then present in her mind--
what proof could she produce to satisfy the mind of a stranger? The proofs 
were all in her husband's favor. Witnesses could testify to the conciliatory 
words which he had spoken to her in their presence. The evidence of his 
mother and brother would show that he had preferred to sacrifice his own 
pecuniary interests rather than consent to part with her. She could furnish 
nobody with the smallest excuse, in her case, for interfering between man 
and wife. Did Sir Patrick see this? And did Blanche's description of what he 
and Arnold Brinkworth were doing point to the conclusion that they were 
taking the law into their own hands in despair? The more she thought of it, 
the more likely it seemed. 
 
She was still pursuing the train of thought thus suggested, when the gate-
bell rang. 
 
The noises in the spare room suddenly stopped. 
 
Anne looked out. The roof of a carriage was visible on the other side of the 
wall. Sir Patrick and Blanche had arrived. After an interval Hester Dethridge 
appeared in the garden, and went to the grating in the gate. Anne heard Sir 
Patrick's voice, clear and resolute. Every word he said reached her ears 
through the open window. 
 
"Be so good as to give my card to Mr. Delamayn. Say that I bring him a 
message from Holchester House, and that I can only deliver it at a personal 
interview." 
 
Hester Dethridge returned to the cottage. Another, and a longer interval 
elapsed. At the end of the time, Geoffrey himself appeared in the front 
garden, with the key in his hand. Anne's heart throbbed fast as she saw him 
unlock the gate, and asked herself what was to follow. 
 
To her unutterable astonishment, Geoffrey admitted Sir Patrick without the 
slightest hesitation--and, more still, he invited Blanche to leave the carriage 
and come in! 
 
"Let by-gones be by-gones," Anne heard him say to Sir Patrick. "I only want 
to do the right thing. If it's the right thing for visitors to come here, so soon 
after my father's death, come, and welcome. My own notion was, when you 
proposed it before, that it was wrong. I am not much versed in these things. 
I leave it to you." 
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"A visitor who brings you messages from your mother and your brother," Sir 
Patrick answered gravely, "is a person whom it is your duty to admit, Mr. 
Delamayn, under any circumstances." 
 
"And he ought to be none the less welcome," added Blanche, "when he is 
accompanied by your wife's oldest and dearest friend." 
 
Geoffrey looked, in stolid submission, from one to the other. 
 
"I am not much versed in these things," he repeated. "I have said already, I 
leave it to you." 
 
They were by this time close under Anne's window. She showed herself. Sir 
Patrick took off his hat. Blanche kissed her hand with a cry of joy, and 
attempted to enter the cottage. Geoffrey stopped her--and called to his wife 
to come down. 
 
"No! no!" said Blanche. "Let me go up to her in her room." 
 
She attempted for the second time to gain the stairs. For the second time 
Geoffrey stopped her. "Don't trouble yourself," he said; "she is coming 
down." 
 
Anne joined them in the front garden. Blanche flew into her arms and 
devoured her with kisses. Sir Patrick took her hand in silence. For the first 
time in Anne's experience of him, the bright, resolute, self-reliant old man 
was, for the moment, at a loss what to say, at a loss what to do. His eyes, 
resting on her in mute sympathy and interest, said plainly, "In your 
husband's presence I must not trust myself to speak." 
 
Geoffrey broke the silence. 
 
"Will you go into the drawing-room?" he asked, looking with steady attention 
at his wife and Blanche. 
 
Geoffrey's voice appeared to rouse Sir Patrick. He raised his head--he looked 
like himself again. 
 
"Why go indoors this lovely weather?" he said. "Suppose we take a turn in 
the garden?" 
 
Blanche pressed Anne's hand significantly. The proposal was evidently made 
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for a purpose. They turned the corner of the cottage and gained the large 
garden at the back--the two ladies walking together, arm in arm; Sir Patrick 
and Geoffrey following them. Little by little, Blanche quickened her pace. "I 
have got my instructions," she whispered to Anne. "Let's get out of his 
hearing." 
 
It was more easily said than done. Geoffrey kept close behind them. 
 
"Consider my lameness, Mr. Delamayn," said Sir Patrick. "Not quite so fast." 
 
It was well intended. But Geoffrey's cunning had taken the alarm. Instead of 
dropping behind with Sir Patrick, he called to his wife. 
 
"Consider Sir Patrick's lameness," he repeated. "Not quite so fast." 
 
Sir Patrick met that check with characteristic readiness. When Anne 
slackened her pace, he addressed himself to Geoffrey, stopping deliberately 
in the middle of the path. "Let me give you my message from Holchester 
House," he said. The two ladies were still slowly walking on. Geoffrey was 
placed between the alternatives of staying with Sir Patrick and leaving them 
by themselves--or of following them and leaving Sir Patrick. Deliberately, on 
his side, he followed the ladies. 
 
Sir Patrick called him back. "I told you I wished to speak to you," he said, 
sharply. 
 
Driven to bay, Geoffrey openly revealed his resolution to give Blanche no 
opportunity of speaking in private to Anne. He called to Anne to stop. 
 
"I have no secrets from my wife," he said. "And I expect my wife to have no 
secrets from me. Give me the message in her hearing." 
 
Sir Patrick's eyes brightened with indignation. He controlled himself, and 
looked for an instant significantly at his niece before he spoke to Geoffrey. 
 
"As you please," he said. "Your brother requests me to tell you that the 
duties of the new position in which he is placed occupy the whole of his 
time, and will prevent him from returning to Fulham, as he had proposed, 
for some days to come. Lady Holchester, hearing that I was likely to see you, 
has charged me with another message, from herself. She is not well enough 
to leave home; and she wishes to see you at Holchester House to-morrow--
accompanied (as she specially desires) by Mrs. Delamayn." 
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In giving the two messages, he gradually raised his voice to a louder tone 
than usual. While he was speaking, Blanche (warned to follow her 
instructions by the glance her uncle had cast at her) lowered her voice, and 
said to Anne: 
 
"He won't consent to the separation as long as he has got you here. He is 
trying for higher terms. Leave him, and he must submit. Put a candle in 
your window, if you can get into the garden to-night. If not, any other night. 
Make for the back gate in the wall. Sir Patrick and Arnold will manage the 
rest." 
 
She slipped those words into Anne's ears--swinging her parasol to and fro, 
and looking as if the merest gossip was dropping from her lips--with the 
dexterity which rarely fails a woman when she is called on to assist a 
deception in which her own interests are concerned. Cleverly as it had been 
done, however, Geoffrey's inveterate distrust was stirred into action by it. 
Blanche had got to her last sentence before he was able to turn his attention 
from what Sir Patrick was saying to what his niece was saying. A quicker 
man would have heard more. Geoffrey had only distinctly heard the first half 
of the last sentence. 
 
"What's that," he asked, "about Sir Patrick and Arnold?" 
 
"Nothing very interesting to you," Blanche answered, readily. "I will repeat it 
if you like. I was telling Anne about my step-mother, Lady Lundie. After 
what happened that day in Portland Place, she has requested Sir Patrick 
and Arnold to consider themselves, for the future, as total strangers to her. 
That's all." 
 
"Oh!" said Geoffrey, eying her narrowly. 
 
"Ask my uncle," returned Blanche, "if you don't believe that I have reported 
her correctly. She gave us all our dismissal, in her most magnificent 
manner, and in those very words. Didn't she, Sir Patrick?" 
 
It was perfectly true. Blanche's readiness of resource had met the emergency 
of the moment by describing something, in connection with Sir Patrick and 
Arnold, which had really happened. Silenced on one side, in spite of himself, 
Geoffrey was at the same moment pressed on the other for an answer to his 
mother's message. 
 
"I must take your reply to Lady Holchester," said Sir Patrick. "What is it to 
be?" 
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Geoffrey looked hard at him, without making any reply. 
 
Sir Patrick repeated the message--with a special emphasis on that part of it 
which related to Anne. The emphasis roused Geoffrey's temper. 
 
"You and my mother have made that message up between you, to try me!" 
he burst out. "Damn all underhand work is what I say!" 
 
"I am waiting for your answer," persisted Sir Patrick, steadily ignoring the 
words which had just been addressed to him. 
 
Geoffrey glanced at Anne, and suddenly recovered himself. 
 
"My love to my mother," he said. "I'll go to her to-morrow--and take my wife 
with me, with the greatest pleasure. Do you hear that? With the greatest 
pleasure." He stopped to observe the effect of his reply. Sir Patrick waited 
impenetrably to hear more--if he had more to say. "I'm sorry I lost my 
temper just now," he resumed "I am badly treated--I'm distrusted without a 
cause. I ask you to bear witness," he added, his voice getting louder again, 
while his eyes moved uneasily backward and forward between Sir Patrick 
and Anne, "that I treat my wife as becomes a lady. Her friend calls on her--
and she's free to receive her friend. My mother wants to see her--and I 
promise to take her to my mother's. At two o'clock to-morrow. Where am I to 
blame? You stand there looking at me, and saying nothing. Where am I to 
blame?" 
 
"If a man's own conscience justifies him, Mr. Delamayn," said Sir Patrick, 
"the opinions of others are of very little importance. My errand here is 
performed." 
 
As he turned to bid Anne farewell, the uneasiness that he felt at leaving her 
forced its way to view. The color faded out of his face. His hand trembled as 
it closed tenderly and firmly on hers. "I shall see you to-morrow, at 
Holchester House," he said; giving his arm while he spoke to Blanche. He 
took leave of Geoffrey, without looking at him again, and without seeing his 
offered hand. In another minute they were gone. 
 
Anne waited on the lower floor of the cottage while Geoffrey closed and 
locked the gate. She had no wish to appear to avoid him, after the answer 
that he had sent to his mother's message. He returned slowly half-way 
across the front garden, looked toward the passage in which she was 
standing, passed before the door, and disappeared round the corner of the 
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cottage on his way to the back garden. The inference was not to be 
mistaken. It was Geoffrey who was avoiding her. Had he lied to Sir Patrick? 
When the next day came would he find reasons of his own for refusing to 
take her to Holchester House? 
 
She went up stairs. At the same moment Hester Dethridge opened her 
bedroom door to come out. Observing Anne, she closed it again and 
remained invisible in her room. Once more the inference was not to be 
mistaken. Hester Dethridge, also, had her reasons for avoiding Anne. 
 
What did it mean? What object could there be in common between Hester 
and Geoffrey? 
 
There was no fathoming the meaning of it. Anne's thoughts reverted to the 
communication which had been secretly made to her by Blanche. It was not 
in womanhood to be insensible to such devotion as Sir Patrick's conduct 
implied. Terrible as her position had become in its ever-growing uncertainty, 
in its never-ending suspense, the oppression of it yielded for the moment to 
the glow of pride and gratitude which warmed her heart, as she thought of 
the sacrifices that had been made, of the perils that were still to be 
encountered, solely for her sake. To shorten the period of suspense seemed 
to be a duty which she owed to Sir Patrick, as well as to herself. Why, in her 
situation, wait for what the next day might bring forth? If the opportunity 
offered, she determined to put the signal in the window that night. 
 
Toward evening she heard once more the noises which appeared to indicate 
that repairs of some sort were going on in the house. This time the sounds 
were fainter; and they came, as she fancied, not from the spare room, as 
before, but from Geoffrey's room, next to it. 
 
The dinner was later than usual that day. Hester Dethridge did not appear 
with the tray till dusk. Anne spoke to her, and received a mute sign in 
answer. Determined to see the woman's face plainly, she put a question 
which required a written answer on the slate; and, telling Hester to wait, 
went to the mantle-piece to light her candle. When she turned round with 
the lighted candle in her hand, Hester was gone. 
 
Night came. She rang her bell to have the tray taken away. The fall of a 
strange footstep startled her outside her door. She called out, "Who's there?" 
The voice of the lad whom Geoffrey employed to go on errands for him 
answered her. 
 
"What do you want here?" she asked, through the door. 
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"Mr. Delamayn sent me up, ma'am. He wishes to speak to you directly." 
 
Anne found Geoffrey in the dining-room. His object in wishing to speak to 
her was, on the surface of it, trivial enough. He wanted to know how she 
would prefer going to Holchester House on the next day--by the railway, or 
in a carriage. "If you prefer driving," he said, "the boy has come here for 
orders, and he can tell them to send a carriage from the livery-stables, as he 
goes home." 
 
"The railway will do perfectly well for me," Anne replied. 
 
Instead of accepting the answer, and dropping the subject, he asked her to 
reconsider her decision. There was an absent, uneasy expression in his eye 
as he begged her not to consult economy at the expense of her own comfort. 
He appeared to have some reason of his own for preventing her from leaving 
the room. "Sit d own a minute, and think before you decide," he said. Having 
forced her to take a chair, he put his head outside the door and directed the 
lad to go up stairs, and see if he had left his pipe in his bedroom. "I want 
you to go in comfort, as a lady should," he repeated, with the uneasy look 
more marked than ever. Before Anne could reply, the lad's voice reached 
them from the bedroom floor, raised in shrill alarm, and screaming "Fire!" 
 
Geoffrey ran up stairs. Anne followed him. The lad met them at the top of 
the stairs. He pointed to the open door of Anne's room. She was absolutely 
certain of having left her lighted candle, when she went down to Geoffrey, at 
a safe distance from the bed-curtains. The bed-curtains, nevertheless, were 
in a blaze of fire. 
 
There was a supply of water to the cottage, on the upper floor. The bedroom 
jugs and cans usually in their places at an earlier hour, were standing that 
night at the cistern. An empty pail was left near them. Directing the lad to 
bring him water from these resources, Geoffrey tore down the curtains in a 
flaming heap, partly on the bed and partly on the sofa near it. Using the can 
and the pail alternately, as the boy brought them, he drenched the bed and 
the sofa. It was all over in little more than a minute. The cottage was saved. 
But the bed-furniture was destroyed; and the room, as a matter of course, 
was rendered uninhabitable, for that night at least, and probably for more 
nights to come. 
 
Geoffrey set down the empty pail; and, turning to Anne, pointed across the 
passage. 
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"You won't be much inconvenienced by this," he said. "You have only to shift 
your quarters to the spare room." 
 
With the assistance of the lad, he moved Anne's boxes, and the chest of 
drawers, which had escaped damage, into the opposite room. This done, he 
cautioned her to be careful with her candles for the future--and went down 
stairs, without waiting to hear what she said in reply. The lad followed him, 
and was dismissed for the night. 
 
Even in the confusion which attended the extinguishing of the fire, the 
conduct of Hester Dethridge had been remarkable enough to force itself on 
the attention of Anne. 
 
She had come out from her bedroom, when the alarm was given; had looked 
at the flaming curtains; and had drawn back, stolidly submissive, into a 
corner to wait the event. There she had stood--to all appearance, utterly 
indifferent to the possible destruction of her own cottage. The fire 
extinguished, she still waited impenetrably in her corner, while the chest of 
drawers and the boxes were being moved--then locked the door, without 
even a passing glance at the scorched ceiling and the burned bed-furniture--
put the key into her pocket--and went back to her room. 
 
Anne had hitherto not shared the conviction felt by most other persons who 
were brought into contact with Hester Dethridge, that the woman's mind 
was deranged. After what she had just seen, however, the general 
impression became her impression too. She had thought of putting certain 
questions to Hester, when they were left together, as to the origin of the fire. 
Reflection decided her on saying nothing, for that night at least. She crossed 
the passage, and entered the spare room--the room which she had declined 
to occupy on her arrival at the cottage, and which she was obliged to sleep 
in now. 
 
She was instantly struck by a change in the disposition of the furniture of 
the room. 
 
The bed had been moved. The head--set, when she had last seen it, against 
the side wall of the cottage--was placed now against the partition wall which 
separated the room from Geoffrey's room. This new arrangement had 
evidently been effected with a settled purpose of some sort. The hook in the 
ceiling which supported the curtains (the bed, unlike the bed in the other 
room, having no canopy attached to it) had been moved so as to adapt itself 
to the change that had been made. The chairs and the washhand-stand, 
formerly placed against the partition wall, were now, as a matter of 
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necessity, shifted over to the vacant space against the side wall of the 
cottage. For the rest, no other alteration was visible in any part of the room. 
 
In Anne's situation, any event not immediately intelligible on the face of it, 
was an event to be distrusted. Was there a motive for the change in the 
position of the bed? And was it, by any chance, a motive in which she was 
concerned? 
 
The doubt had barely occurred to her, before a startling suspicion succeeded 
it. Was there some secret purpose to be answered by making her sleep in the 
spare room? Did the question which the servant had heard Geoffrey put to 
Hester, on the previous night, refer to this? Had the fire which had so 
unaccountably caught the curtains in her own room, been, by any 
possibility, a fire purposely kindled, to force her out? 
 
She dropped into the nearest chair, faint with horror, as those three 
questions forced themselves in rapid succession on her mind. 
 
After waiting a little, she recovered self-possession enough to recognize the 
first plain necessity of putting her suspicions to the test. It was possible that 
her excited fancy had filled her with a purely visionary alarm. For all she 
knew to the contrary, there might be some undeniably sufficient reason for 
changing the position of the bed. She went out, and knocked at the door of 
Hester Dethridge's room. 
 
"I want to speak to you," she said. 
 
Hester came out. Anne pointed to the spare room, and led the way to it. 
Hester followed her. 
 
"Why have you changed the place of the bed," she asked, "from the wall 
there, to the wall here?" 
 
Stolidly submissive to the question, as she had been stolidly submissive to 
the fire, Hester Dethridge wrote her reply. On all other occasions she was 
accustomed to look the persons to whom she offered her slate steadily in the 
face. Now, for the first time, she handed it to Anne with her eyes on the 
floor. The one line written contained no direct answer: the words were these: 
 
"I have meant to move it, for some time past." 
 
"I ask you why you have moved it." 
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She wrote these four words on the slate: "The wall is damp." 
 
Anne looked at the wall. There was no sign of damp on the paper. She 
passed her hand over it. Feel where she might, the wall was dry. 
 
"That is not your reason," she said. 
 
Hester stood immovable. 
 
"There is no dampness in the wall." 
 
Hester pointed persistently with her pencil to the four words, still without 
looking up--waited a moment for Anne to read them again--and left the 
room. 
 
It was plainly useless to call her back. Anne's first impulse when she was 
alone again was to secure the door. She not only locked it, but bolted it at 
top and bottom. The mortise of the lock and the staples of the bolts, when 
she tried them, were firm. The lurking treachery--wherever else it might be--
was not in the fastenings of the door. 
 
She looked all round the room; examining the fire place, the window and its 
shutters, the interior of the wardrobe, the hidden space under the bed. 
Nothing was any where to be discovered which could justify the most timid 
person living in feeling suspicion or alarm. 
 
Appearances, fair as they were, failed to convince her. The presentiment of 
some hidden treachery, steadily getting nearer and nearer to her in the dark, 
had rooted itself firmly in her mind. She sat down, and tried to trace her 
way back to the clew, through the earlier events of the day. 
 
The effort was fruitless: nothing definite, nothing tangible, rewarded it. 
Worse still, a new doubt grew out of it--a doubt whether the motive which 
Sir Patrick had avowed (through Blanche) was the motive for helping her 
which was really in his mind. 
 
Did he sincerely believe Geoffrey's conduct to be animated by no worse 
object than a mercenary object? and was his only purpose in planning to 
remove her out of her husband's reach, to force Geoffrey's consent to their 
separation on the terms which Julius had proposed? Was this really the sole 
end that he had in view? or was he secretly convinced (knowing Anne's 
position as he knew it) that she was in personal danger at the cottage? and 
had he considerately kept that conviction concealed, in the fear that he 



www.freeclassicebooks.com 

617 

might otherwise encourage her to feel alarmed about herself? She looked 
round the strange room, in the silence of the night, and she felt that the 
latter interpretation was the likeliest interpretation of the two. 
 
The sounds caused by the closing of the doors and windows reached her 
from the ground-floor. What was to be done? 
 
It was impossible, to show the signal which had been agreed on to Sir 
Patrick and Arnold. The window in which they expected to see it was the 
window of the room in which the fire had broken out--the room which 
Hester Dethridge had locked up for the night. 
 
It was equally hopeless to wait until the policeman passed on his beat, and 
to call for help. Even if she could prevail upon herself to make that open 
acknowledgment of distrust under her husband's roof, and even if help was 
near, what valid reason could she give for raising an alarm? There was not 
the shadow of a reason to justify any one in placing her under the protection 
of the law. 
 
As a last resource, impelled by her blind distrust of the change in the 
position of the bed, she attempted to move it. The utmost exertion of her 
strength did not suffice to stir the heavy piece of furniture out of its place, 
by so much as a hair's breadth. 
 
There was no alternative but to trust to the security of the locked and bolted 
door, and to keep watch through the night--certain that Sir Patrick and 
Arnold were, on their part, also keeping watch in the near neighborhood of 
the cottage. She took out her work and her books; and returned to her 
chair, placing it near the table, in the middle of the room. 
 
The last noises which told of life and movement about her died away. The 
breathless stillness of the night closed round her. 
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CHAPTER THE FIFTY-SIXTH. - THE MEANS. 
 
THE new day dawned; the sun rose; the household was astir again. Inside 
the spare room, and outside the spare room, nothing had happened. 
 
At the hour appointed for leaving the cottage to pay the promised visit to 
Holchester House, Hester Dethridge and Geoffrey were alone together in the 
bedroom in which Anne had passed the night. 
 
"She's dressed, and waiting for me in the front garden," said Geoffrey. "You 
wanted to see me here alone. What is it?" 
 
Hester pointed to the bed. 
 
"You want it moved from the wall?" 
 
Hester nodded her head. 
 
They moved the bed some feet away from the partition wall. After a 
momentary pause, Geoffrey spoke again. 
 
"It must be done to-night," he said. "Her friends may interfere; the girl may 
come back. It must be done to-night." 
 
Hester bowed her head slowly. 
 
"How long do you want to be left by yourself in the house?" 
 
She held up three of her fingers. 
 
"Does that mean three hours?" 
 
She nodded her head. 
 
"Will it be done in that time?" 
 
She made the affirmative sign once more. 
 
Thus far, she had never lifted her eyes to his. In her manner of listening to 
him when he spoke, in the slightest movement that she made when 
necessity required it, the same lifeless submission to him, the same mute 



www.freeclassicebooks.com 

619 

horror of him, was expressed. He had, thus far, silently resented this, on his 
side. On the point of leaving the room the restraint which he had laid on 
himself gave way. For the first time, he resented it in words. 
 
"Why the devil can't you look at me?" he asked 
 
She let the question pass, without a sign to show that she had heard him. 
He angrily repeated it. She wrote on her slate, and held it out to him--still 
without raising her eyes to his face. 
 
"You know you can speak," he said. "You know I have found you out. What's 
the use of playing the fool with me?" 
 
She persisted in holding the slate before him. He read these words: 
 
"I am dumb to you, and blind to you. Let me be." 
 
"Let you be!" he repeated. "It's a little late in the day to be scrupulous, after 
what you have done. Do you want your Confession back, or not?" 
 
As the reference to the Confession passed his lips, she raised her head. A 
faint tinge of color showed itself on her livid cheeks; a momentary spasm of 
pain stirred her deathlike face. The one last interest left in the woman's life 
was the interest of recovering the manuscript which had been taken from 
her. To that appeal the stunned intelligence still faintly answered--and to no 
other. 
 
"Remember the bargain on your side," Geoffrey went on, "and I'll remember 
the bargain on mine. This is how it stands, you know. I have read your 
Confession; and I find one thing wanting. You don't tell how it was done. I 
know you smothered him--but I don't know how. I want to know. You're 
dumb; and you can't tell me. You must do to the wall here what you did in 
the other house. You run no risks. There isn't a soul to see you. You have 
got the place to yourself. When I come back let me find this wall like the 
other wall--at that small hour of the morning you know, when you were 
waiting, with the towel in your hand, for the first stroke of the clock. Let me 
find that; and to-morrow you shall have your Confession back again." 
 
As the reference to the Confession passed his lips for the second time, the 
sinking energy in the woman leaped up in her once more. She snatched her 
slate from her side; and, writing on it rapidly, held it, with both hands, close 
under his eyes. He read these words: 
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"I won't wait. I must have it to-night." 
 
"Do you think I keep your Confession about me?" said Geoffrey. "I haven't 
even got it in the house." 
 
She staggered back; and looked up for the first time. 
 
"Don't alarm yourself," he went on. "It's sealed up with my seal; and it's safe 
in my bankers' keeping. I posted it to them myself. You don't stick at a trifle, 
Mrs. Dethridge. If I had kept it locked up in the house, you might have 
forced the lock when my back was turned. If I had kept it about me--I might 
have had that towel over my face, in the small hours of the morning! The 
bankers will give you back your Confession--just as they have received it 
from me--on receipt of an order in my handwriting. Do what I have told you; 
and you shall have the order to-night." 
 
She passed her apron over her face, and drew a long breath of relief. 
Geoffrey turned to the door. 
 
"I will be back at six this evening," he said. "Shall I find it done?" 
 
She bowed her head. 
 
His first condition accepted, he proceeded to the second. 
 
"When the opportunity offers," he resumed, "I shall go up to my room. I shall 
ring the dining room bell first. You will go up before me when you hear that-
-and you will show me how you did it in the empty house?" 
 
She made the affirmative sign once more. 
 
At the same moment the door in the passage below was opened and closed 
again. Geoffrey instantly went down stairs. It was possible that Anne might 
have forgotten something; and it was necessary to prevent her from 
returning to her own room. 
 
They met in the passage. 
 
"Tired of waiting in the garden?" he asked, abruptly. 
 
She pointed to the dining-room. 
 
"The postman has just given me a letter for you, through the grating in the 
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gate," she answered. "I have put it on the table in there." 
 
He went in. The handwriting on the address of the letter was the 
handwriting of Mrs. Glenarm. He put it unread into his pocket, and went 
back to Anne. 
 
"Step out!" he said. "We shall lose the train." 
 
They started for their visit to Holchester House. 
 
 CHAPTER THE FIFTY-SEVENTH. 
 
THE END. 
 
AT a few minutes before six o'clock that evening, Lord Holchester's carriage 
brought Geoffrey and Anne back to the cottage. 
 
Geoffrey prevented the servant from ringing at the gate. He had taken the 
key with him, when he left home earlier in the day. Having admitted Anne, 
and having closed the gate again, he went on before her to the kitchen 
window, and called to Hester Dethridge. 
 
"Take some cold water into the drawing-room and fill the vase on the 
chimney-piece," he said. "The sooner you put those flowers into water," he 
added, turning to his wife, "the longer they will last." 
 
He pointed, as he spoke, to a nosegay in Anne's hand, which Julius had 
gathered for her from the conservatory at Holchester House. Leaving her to 
arrange the flowers in the vase, he went up stairs. After waiting for a 
moment, he was joined by Hester Dethridge. 
 
"Done?" he asked, in a whisper. 
 
Hester made the affirmative sign. Geoffrey took off his boots and led the way 
into the spare room. They noiselessly moved the bed back to its place 
against the partition wall--and left the room again. When Anne entered it, 
some minutes afterward, not the slightest change of any kind was visible 
since she had last seen it in the middle of the day. 
 
She removed her bonnet and mantle, and sat down to rest. 
 
The whole course of events, since the previous night, had tended one way, 
and had exerted the same delusive influence over her mind. It was 
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impossible for her any longer to resist the conviction that she had distrusted 
appearances without the slightest reason, and that she had permitted 
purely visionary suspicions to fill her with purely causeless alarm. In the 
firm belief that she was in danger, she had watched through the night--and 
nothing had happened. In the confident anticipation that Geoffrey had 
promised what he was resolved not to perform, she had waited to see what 
excuse he would find for keeping her at the cottage. And, when the time 
came for the visit, she found him ready to fulfill the engagement which he 
had made. At Holchester House, not the slightest interference had been 
attempted with her perfect liberty of action and speech. Resolved to inform 
Sir Patrick that she had changed her room, she had described the alarm of 
fire and the events which had succeeded it, in the fullest detail--and had not 
been once checked by Geoffrey from beginning to end. She had spoken in 
confidence to Blanche, and had never been interrupted. Walking round the 
conservatory, she had dropped behind the others with perfect impunity, to 
say a grateful word to Sir Patrick, and to ask if the interpretation that he 
placed on Geoffrey's conduct was really the interpretation which had been 
hinted at by Blanche. They had talked together for ten minutes or more. Sir 
Patrick had assured her that Blanche had correctly represented his opinion. 
He had declared his conviction that the rash way was, in her case, the right 
way; and that she would do well (with his assistance) to take the initiative, 
in the matter of the separation, on herself. "As long as he can keep you 
under the same roof with him"--Sir Patrick had said--"so long he will 
speculate on our anxiety to release you from the oppression of living with 
him; and so long he will hold out with his brother (in the character of a 
penitent husband) for higher terms. Put the signal in the window, and try 
the experiment to-night. Once find your way to the garden door, and I 
answer for keeping you safely out of his reach until he has submitted to the 
separation, and has signed the deed." In those words he had urged Anne to 
prompt action. He had received, in return, her promise to be guided by his 
advice. She had gone back to the drawing-room; and Geoffrey had made no 
remark on her absence. She had returned to Fulham, alone with him in his 
brother's carriage; and he had asked no questions. What was it natural, 
with her means of judging, to infer from all this? Could she see into Sir 
Patrick's mind and detect that he was deliberately concealing his own 
conviction, in the fear that he might paralyze her energies if he 
acknowledged the alarm for her that he really felt? No. She could only accept 
the false appearances that surrounded her in the disguise of truth. She 
could only adopt, in good faith, Sir Patrick's assumed point of view, and 
believe, on the evidence of her own observation, that Sir Patrick was right. 
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Toward dusk, Anne began to feel the exhaustion which was the necessary 
result of a night passed without sleep. She rang her bell, and asked for some 
tea. 
 
Hester Dethridge answered the bell. Instead of making the usual sign, she 
stood considering--and then wrote on her slate. These were the words: "I 
have all the work to do, now the girl has gone. If you would have your tea in 
the drawing-room, you would save me another journey up stairs." 
 
Anne at once engaged to comply with the request. 
 
"Are you ill?" she asked; noticing, faint as the light now was, something 
strangely altered in Hester's manner. 
 
Without looking up, Hester shook her head. 
 
"Has any thing happened to vex you?" 
 
The negative sign was repeated. 
 
"Have I offended you?" 
 
She suddenly advanced a step, suddenly looked at Anne; checked herself 
with a dull moan, like a moan of pain; and hurried out of the room. 
 
Concluding that she had inadvertently said, or done, something to offend 
Hester Dethridge, Anne determined to return to the subject at the first 
favorable opportunity. In the mean time, she descended to the ground-floor. 
The dining-room door, standing wide open, showed her Geoffrey sitting at 
the table, writing a letter--with the fatal brandy-bottle at his side. 
 
After what Mr. Speedwell had told her, it was her duty to interfere. She 
performed her duty, without an instant's hesitation. 
 
"Pardon me for interrupting you," she said. "I think you have forgotten what 
Mr. Speedwell told you about that." 
 
She pointed to the bottle. Geoffrey looked at it; looked down again at his 
letter; and impatiently shook his head. She made a second attempt at 
remonstrance--again without effect. He only said, "All right!" in lower tones 
than were customary with him, and continued his occupation. It was 
useless to court a third repulse. Anne went into the drawing-room. 
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The letter on which he was engaged was an answer to Mrs. Glenarm, who 
had written to tell him that she was leaving town. He had reached his two 
concluding sentences when Anne spoke to him. They ran as follows: "I may 
have news to bring you, before long, which you don't look for. Stay where 
you are through to-morrow, and wait to hear from me." 
 
After sealing the envelope, he emptied his glass of brandy and water; and 
waited, looking through the open door. When Hester Dethridge crossed the 
passage with the tea-tray, and entered the drawing-room, he gave the sign 
which had been agreed on. He rang his bell. Hester came out again, closing 
the drawing-room door behind her. 
 
"Is she safe at her tea?" he asked, removing his heavy boots, and putting on 
the slippers which were placed ready for him. 
 
Hester bowed her head. 
 
He pointed up the stairs. "You go first," he whispered. "No nonsense! and no 
noise!" 
 
She ascended the stairs. He followed slowly. Although he had only drunk 
one glass of brandy and water, his step was uncertain already. With one 
hand on the wall, and one hand on the banister, he made his way to the top; 
stopped, and listened for a moment; then joined Hester in his own room, 
and softly locked the door. 
 
"Well?" he said. 
 
She was standing motionless in the middle of the room--not like a living 
woman--like a machine waiting to be set in movement. Finding it useless to 
speak to her, he touched her (with a strange sensation of shrinking in him 
as he did it), and pointed to the partition wall. 
 
The touch roused her. With slow step and vacant face--moving as if she was 
walking in her sleep--she led the way to the papered wall; knelt down at the 
skirting-board; and, taking out two small sharp nails, lifted up a long strip 
of the paper which had been detached from the plaster beneath. Mounting 
on a chair, she turned back the strip and pinned it up, out of the way, using 
the two nails, which she had kept ready in her hand. 
 
By the last dim rays of twilight, Geoffrey looked at the wall. 
 
A hollow space met his view. At a distance of some three feet from the floor, 
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the laths had been sawn away, and the plaster had been ripped out, 
piecemeal, so as to leave a cavity, sufficient in height and width to allow free 
power of working in any direction, to a man's arms. The cavity completely 
pierced the substance of the wall. Nothing but the paper on the other side 
prevented eye or hand from penetrating into the next room. 
 
Hester Dethridge got down from the chair, and made signs for a light. 
 
Geoffrey took a match from the box. The same strange uncertainty which 
had already possessed his feet, appeared now to possess his hands. He 
struck the match too heavily against the sandpaper, and broke it. He tried 
another, and struck it too lightly to kindle the flame. Hester took the box out 
of his hands. Having lit the candle, she hel d it low, and pointed to the 
skirting-board. 
 
Two little hooks were fixed into the floor, near the part of the wall from 
which the paper had been removed. Two lengths of fine and strong string 
were twisted once or twice round the hooks. The loose ends of the string 
extending to some length beyond the twisted parts, were neatly coiled away 
against the skirting-board. The other ends, drawn tight, disappeared in two 
small holes drilled through the wall, at a height of a foot from the floor. 
 
After first untwisting the strings from the hooks, Hester rose, and held the 
candle so as to light the cavity in the wall. Two more pieces of the fine string 
were seen here, resting loose upon the uneven surface which marked the 
lower boundary of the hollowed space. Lifting these higher strings, Hester 
lifted the loosened paper in the next room--the lower strings, which had 
previously held the strip firm and flat against the sound portion of the wall, 
working in their holes, and allowing the paper to move up freely. As it rose 
higher and higher, Geoffrey saw thin strips of cotton wool lightly attached, 
at intervals, to the back of the paper, so as effectually to prevent it from 
making a grating sound against the wall. Up and up it came slowly, till it 
could be pulled through the hollow space, and pinned up out of the way, as 
the strip previously lifted had been pinned before it. Hester drew back, and 
made way for Geoffrey to look through. There was Anne's room, visible 
through the wall! He softly parted the light curtains that hang over the bed. 
There was the pillow, on which her head would rest at night, within reach of 
his hands! 
 
The deadly dexterity of it struck him cold. His nerves gave way. He drew 
back with a start of guilty fear, and looked round the room. A pocket flask of 
brandy lay on the table at his bedside. He snatched it up, and emptied it at 
a draught--and felt like himself again. 
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He beckoned to Hester to approach him. 
 
"Before we go any further," he said, "there's one thing I want to know. How 
is it all to be put right again? Suppose this room is examined? Those strings 
will show." 
 
Hester opened a cupboard and produced a jar. She took out the cork. There 
was a mixture inside which looked like glue. Partly by signs, and partly by 
help of the slate, she showed how the mixture could be applied to the back 
of the loosened strip of paper in the next room--how the paper could be 
glued to the sound lower part of the wall by tightening the strings--how the 
strings, having served that purpose, could be safely removed--how the same 
process could be followed in Geoffrey's room, after the hollowed place had 
been filled up again with the materials waiting in the scullery, or even 
without filling up the hollowed place if the time failed for doing it. In either 
case, the refastened paper would hide every thing, and the wall would tell no 
tales. 
 
Geoffrey was satisfied. He pointed next to the towels in his room. 
 
"Take one of them," he said, "and show me how you did it, with your own 
hands." 
 
As he said the words, Anne's voice reached his ear from below, calling for 
"Mrs. Dethridge." 
 
It was impossible to say what might happen next. In another minute, she 
might go up to her room, and discover every thing. Geoffrey pointed to the 
wall. 
 
"Put it right again," he said. "Instantly!" 
 
It was soon done. All that was necessary was to let the two strips of paper 
drop back into their places--to fasten the strip to the wall in Anne's room, by 
tightening the two lower strings--and then to replace the nails which held 
the loose strip on Geoffrey's side. In a minute, the wall had reassumed its 
customary aspect. 
 
They stole out, and looked over the stairs into the passage below. After 
calling uselessly for the second time, Anne appeared, crossed over to the 
kitchen; and, returning again with the kettle in her hand, closed the 
drawing-room door. 



www.freeclassicebooks.com 

627 

 
Hester Dethridge waited impenetrably to receive her next directions. There 
were no further directions to give. The hideous dramatic representation of 
the woman's crime for which Geoffrey had asked was in no respect 
necessary: the means were all prepared, and the manner of using them was 
self-evident. Nothing but the opportunity, and the resolution to profit by it, 
were wanting to lead the way to the end. Geoffrey signed to Hester to go 
down stairs. 
 
"Get back into the kitchen," he said, "before she comes out again. I shall 
keep in the garden. When she goes up into her room for the night, show 
yourself at the back-door--and I shall know." 
 
Hester set her foot on the first stair--stopped--turned round--and looked 
slowly along the two walls of the passage, from end to end--shuddered--
shook her head--and went slowly on down the stairs. 
 
"What were you looking for?" he whispered after her. 
 
She neither answered, nor looked back--she went her way into the kitchen. 
 
He waited a minute, and then followed her. 
 
On his way out to the garden, he went into the dining-room. The moon had 
risen; and the window-shutters were not closed. It was easy to find the 
brandy and the jug of water on the table. He mixed the two, and emptied the 
tumbler at a draught. "My head's queer," he whispered to himself. He passed 
his handkerchief over his face. "How infernally hot it is to-night!" He made 
for the door. It was open, and plainly visible--and yet, he failed to find his 
way to it. Twice, he found himself trying to walk through the wall, on either 
side. The third time, he got out, and reached the garden. A strange 
sensation possessed him, as he walked round and round. He had not drunk 
enough, or nearly enough, to intoxicate him. His mind, in a dull way, felt the 
same as usual; but his body was like the body of a drunken man. 
 
The night advanced; the clock of Putney Church struck ten. 
 
Anne appeared again from the drawing room, with her bedroom candle in 
her hand. 
 
"Put out the lights," she said to Hester, at the kitchen door; "I am going up 
stairs." 
 



www.freeclassicebooks.com 

628 

She entered her room. The insupportable sense of weariness, after the 
sleepless night that she had passed, weighed more heavily on her than ever. 
She locked her door, but forbore, on this occasion, to fasten the bolts. The 
dread of danger was no longer present to her mind; and there was this 
positive objection to losing the bolts, that the unfastening of them would 
increase the difficulty of leaving the room noiselessly later in the night. She 
loosened her dress, and lifted her hair from her temples--and paced to and 
fro in the room wearily, thinking. Geoffrey's habits were irregular; Hester 
seldom went to bed early. 
 
Two hours at least--more probably three--must pass, before it would be safe 
to communicate with Sir Patrick by means of the signal in the window. Her 
strength was fast failing her. If she persisted, for the next three hours, in 
denying herself the repose which she sorely needed, the chances were that 
her nerves might fail her, through sheer exhaustion, when the time came for 
facing the risk and making the effort to escape. Sleep was falling on her even 
now--and sleep she must have. She had no fear of failing to wake at the 
needful time. Falling asleep, with a special necessity for rising at a given 
hour present to her mind, Anne (like most other sensitively organized 
people) could trust herself to wake at that given hour, instinctively. She put 
her lighted candle in a safe position, and laid down on the bed. In less than 
five minutes, she was in a deep sleep. 
 
* * * * * 
 
The church clock struck the quarter to eleven. Hester Dethridge showed 
herself at the back garden door. Geoffrey crossed the lawn, and joined her. 
The light of the lamp in the passage fell on his face. She started back from 
the sight of it. 
 
"What's wrong?" he asked. 
 
She shook her head; and pointed through the dining-room door to the 
brandy-bottle on the table. 
 
"I'm as sober as you are, you fool!" he said. "Whatever else it is, it's not that." 
 
Hester looked at him again. He was right. However unsteady his gait might 
be, his speech was not the speech, his eyes were not the eyes, of a drunken 
man. 
 
"Is she in her room for the night?" 
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Hester made the affirmative sign. 
 
Geoffrey ascended the st airs, swaying from side to side. He stopped at the 
top, and beckoned to Hester to join him. He went on into his room; and, 
signing to her to follow him, closed the door. 
 
He looked at the partition wall--without approaching it. Hester waited, 
behind him. 
 
"Is she asleep?" he asked. 
 
Hester went to the wall; listened at it; and made the affirmative reply. 
 
He sat down. "My head's queer," he said. "Give me a drink of water." He 
drank part of the water, and poured the rest over his head. Hester turned 
toward the door to leave him. He instantly stopped her. "I can't unwind the 
strings. I can't lift up the paper. Do it." 
 
She sternly made the sign of refusal: she resolutely opened the door to leave 
him. "Do you want your Confession back?" he asked. She closed the door, 
stolidly submissive in an instant; and crossed to the partition wall. 
 
She lifted the loose strips of paper on either side of the wall--pointed 
through the hollowed place--and drew back again to the other end of the 
room. 
 
He rose and walked unsteadily from the chair to the foot of his bed. Holding 
by the wood-work of the bed; he waited a little. While he waited, he became 
conscious of a change in the strange sensations that possessed him. A 
feeling as of a breath of cold air passed over the right side of his head. He 
became steady again: he could calculate his distances: he could put his 
hands through the hollowed place, and draw aside the light curtains, 
hanging from the hook in the ceiling over the head of her bed. He could look 
at his sleeping wife. 
 
She was dimly visible, by the light of the candle placed at the other end of 
her room. The worn and weary look had disappeared from her face. All that 
had been purest and sweetest in it, in the by-gone time, seemed to be 
renewed by the deep sleep that held her gently. She was young again in the 
dim light: she was beautiful in her calm repose. Her head lay back on the 
pillow. Her upturned face was in a position which placed her completely at 
the mercy of the man under whose eyes she was sleeping--the man who was 
looking at her, with the merciless resolution in him to take her life. 
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After waiting a while, he drew back. "She's more like a child than a woman 
to-night," he muttered to himself under his breath. He glanced across the 
room at Hester Dethridge. The lighted candle which she had brought up 
stairs with her was burning near the place where she stood. "Blow it out," he 
whispered. She never moved. He repeated the direction. There she stood, 
deaf to him. 
 
What was she doing? She was looking fixedly into one of the corners of the 
room. 
 
He turned his head again toward the hollowed place in the wall. He looked 
at the peaceful face on the pillow once more. He deliberately revived his own 
vindictive sense of the debt that he owed her. "But for you," he whispered to 
himself, "I should have won the race: but for you, I should have been friends 
with my father: but for you, I might marry Mrs. Glenarm." He turned back 
again into the room while the sense of it was at its fiercest in him. He looked 
round and round him. He took up a towel; considered for a moment; and 
threw it down again. 
 
A new idea struck him. In two steps he was at the side of his bed. He seized 
on one of the pillows, and looked suddenly at Hester. "It's not a drunken 
brute, this time," he said to her. "It's a woman who will fight for her life. The 
pillow's the safest of the two." She never answered him, and never looked 
toward him. He made once more for the place in the wall; and stopped 
midway between it and his bed--stopped, and cast a backward glance over 
his shoulder. 
 
Hester Dethridge was stirring at last. 
 
With no third person in the room, she was looking, and moving, 
nevertheless, as if she was following a third person along the wall, from the 
corner. Her lips were parted in horror; her eyes, opening wider and wider, 
stared rigid and glittering at the empty wall. Step by step she stole nearer 
and nearer to Geoffrey, still following some visionary Thing, which was 
stealing nearer and nearer, too. He asked himself what it meant. Was the 
terror of the deed that he was about to do more than the woman's brain 
could bear? Would she burst out screaming, and wake his wife? 
 
He hurried to the place in the wall--to seize the chance, while the chance 
was his. 
 
He steadied his strong hold on the pillow. 
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He stooped to pass it through the opening. 
 
He poised it over Anne's sleeping face. 
 
At the same moment he felt Hester Dethridge's hand laid on him from 
behind. The touch ran through him, from head to foot, like a touch of ice. 
He drew back with a start, and faced her. Her eyes were staring straight over 
his shoulder at something behind him--looking as they had looked in the 
garden at Windygates. 
 
Before he could speak he felt the flash of her eyes in his eyes. For the third 
time, she had seen the Apparition behind him. The homicidal frenzy 
possessed her. She flew at his throat like a wild beast. The feeble old woman 
attacked the athlete! 
 
He dropped the pillow, and lifted his terrible right arm to brush her from 
him, as he might have brushed an insect from him. 
 
Even as he raised the arm a frightful distortion seized on his face. As if with 
an invisible hand, it dragged down the brow and the eyelid on the right; it 
dragged down the mouth on the same side. His arm fell helpless; his whole 
body, on the side under the arm, gave way. He dropped on the floor, like a 
man shot dead. 
 
Hester Dethridge pounced on his prostrate body--knelt on his broad breast--
and fastened her ten fingers on his throat. 
 
* * * * * 
 
The shock of the fall woke Anne on the instant. She started up--looked 
round--and saw a gap in the wall at the head of her bed, and the candle-
light glimmering in the next room. Panic-stricken; doubting, for the moment, 
if she were in her right mind, she drew back, waiting--listening--looking. She 
saw nothing but the glimmering light in the room; she heard nothing but a 
hoarse gasping, as of some person laboring for breath. The sound ceased. 
There was an interval of silence. Then the head of Hester Dethridge rose 
slowly into sight through the gap in the wall--rose with the glittering light of 
madness in the eyes, and looked at her. 
 
She flew to the open window, and screamed for help. 
 
Sir Patrick's voice answered her, from the road in front of the cottage. 
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"Wait for me, for God's sake!" she cried. 
 
She fled from the room, and rushed down the stairs. In another moment, 
she had opened the door, and was out in the front garden. 
 
As she ran to the gate, she heard the voice of a strange man on the other 
side of it. Sir Patrick called to her encouragingly. "The police man is with 
us," he said. "He patrols the garden at night--he has a key." As he spoke the 
gate was opened from the outside. She saw Sir Patrick, Arnold, and the 
policeman. She staggered toward them as they came in--she was just able to 
say, "Up stairs!" before her senses failed her. Sir Patrick saved her from 
falling. He placed her on the bench in the garden, and waited by her, while 
Arnold and the policeman hurried into the cottage. 
 
"Where first?" asked Arnold. 
 
"The room the lady called from," said the policeman 
 
They mounted the stairs, and entered Anne's room. The gap in the wall was 
instantly observed by both of them. They looked through it. 
 
Geoffrey Delamayn's dead body lay on the floor. Hester Dethridge was 
kneeling at his head, praying. 
 
 


