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My earliest distinct remembrances are of a mean and
common home in London, in which I lived with my parents
and a servant named Fortress. She was a young woman, her
age being twenty-four or five, but her manners were as
sedate as those of a matron who had a distaste for frivolity
and tittle-tattle. She performed her duties quietly and in
silence, and seldom spoke unless she were first addressed.
She did not take the trouble to render herself agreeable to
me, or to win my affection. This was entirely to my liking, as
I was of a retired habit of mind and disposition. It was not
unusual for weeks to pass without our exchanging a word.

We were surrounded by squalid thoroughfares, the
residents in which were persons occupying the lowest
stations of life, human bees whose hives were not over
stocked with honey, being indeed, I have no doubt,
frequently bare of it. This was not the result of indolence, for
they toiled early and late. I saw, and observed. Sometimes I
wondered, sometimes I despised, and I always shrank from
close contact with these sordid conditions of existence. If I
had possessed a store of pocket-money it is not unlikely that
a portion of it would have been expended in charity, but I
will not affirm that I should have been impelled to liberality
by motives of benevolence. We were, however, very poor,
and my father seldom gave me a penny. I did not complain;
I had no wants which money could gratify. I did not consort
with other children; I did not play or associate with them;



when they made advances towards me I declined to receive
them, and I held myself entirely aloof from their pleasures
and occupations. In this respect I instinctively followed the
fashion of our home and the example of my parents. They
had no friends or intimate acquaintances. During the years
we lived thus poorly and meanly, not a man, woman, or
child ever entered our doors to partake of our hospitality, or
to impart what would possibly have been a healthy variety
to our days.

Our dwelling consisted of two rooms at the top of a small
house. They were attics; in one my mother and Mrs.  Fortress
slept; in the other my father and I. The bed he and I
occupied was shut up during the day, and made an
impotent pretence of being a chest of drawers. This room
was our living room, and we took our meals in it.

In speaking of our servant as Mrs.  Fortress I do not intend
to convey that she was a married woman. My impression
was that she was single, and I should have scouted the idea
of her having a sweetheart; but my parents always spoke of
and to her as Mrs.  Fortress.

From the window of our living-room I could see, at an
angle, a bit of the River Thames. The prospect was gloomy
and miserable. There was no touch of gaiety in the sluggish
panorama of the life on the water. The men on the barges,
working with machine-like movement against the tide, were
begrimed and joyless; the people on the penny steamers
seemed bent on anything but pleasure; the boys who played
about the stranded boats when the tide was low were elfish
and mischievous. The land life was in keeping. The backs of
other poor houses were scarcely a handshake off. On a sill



here and there were a few drooping flowers, typical of the
residents in the poverty-stricken neighbourhood. Sometimes
as I gazed upon these signs an odd impression stole upon
me that we had not always lived in this mean condition. I
saw dimly the outlines of a beautiful house, with gardens
round it, of horses my parents used to ride, of carriages in
which we drove, of many servants to wait upon us. But it
was more like a dream than reality, and I made no reference
to it in my parents' hearing, and did not ask them whether
my fancies had any substantial foundation.

When I say that a cloud rested upon us, I mean the figure
of speech to bear no partial application. It was dark and
palpable; it entered into our lives; it shadowed all our days.
On more than one occasion I noticed my parents gazing
apprehensively at me, and then piteously at each other; and
upon their discovering that I was observing them they would
force a smile to their lips, and assume a gaiety in which,
young as I was, I detected a false ring. My mother did not
always take her meals with us; my father and I frequently
sat at the table alone.

"Your mother is not well enough to join us," he would
sometimes say to me. If he saw me gazing on the vacant
chair.

There were occasions when he and I would go into the
country, and I do not remember that my mother ever
accompanied us. There would be no preliminary preparation
for these trips, nor was it customary for my father to say to
me on the morning or the evening before these departures,
"We are going into the country to-morrow, Gabriel." We
always seemed to be suddenly called away, and our return



was also sudden and, to me, unexpected. These holidays
would, in the ordinary course of things, have been joyfully
hailed by most poor lads. Not so by me. They were most
melancholy affairs, and I was glad to get back from them.
My father appeared to be suffering from greater anxiety in
the country than in London. The excuse for these sudden
departures was that my mother was ill, and needed quiet.
We stopped at poor inns, and had no money to spend in
junketings.

"I would like to take you to such or such a place," my
father would say, "but I cannot afford it."

"It does not matter, father," I would answer. "I should be
happy if I only had my books about me."

It was the being separated from my little library that
made the country so irksome to me. I was passionately fond
of reading, and my store of literature consisted of books
which had belonged to my father, and had been well
thumbed by him. They were mine; he had given them to me
on my birthday. Of their nature it is sufficient to say here
that they were mostly classics, and that among them were
very few of a light character.

One morning a ray of light shone through the dark
spaces of our lives.

We were sitting at breakfast in our lodgings in London
when Mrs.  Fortress brought in a letter for my father. It was
an unusual event, and my father turned it over leisurely in
his hand, and examined the writing on the envelope before
he opened it. But his manner changed when he read the
letter; he was greatly agitated, and my mother asked
anxiously:



"Have you bad news?"
"No," he replied, "good."
He was silent for a few moments, and his next words

were:
"Mildred, can you bear a shock?"
"Yes," said my mother, "as the news is good."
"We are rich once more," my father said, and then

exclaimed, as he gazed around upon the mean walls of our
apartment, "Thank God!"

A relative of ours had died in a distant land, and had left
his fortune to my father. My father had had no expectations
from him, and had, indeed, almost forgotten his existence.
The greater was our surprise at this sudden change in our
circumstances.

Although there were formalities to be gone through
before my father came into possession of the large legacy,
and although seven or eight weeks elapsed before we
removed from our poor lodgings, the change from poverty
to riches was almost immediately apparent. My father
presented me with a purse containing money. I do not
remember how much, but there were sovereigns in it.

I was not proud; I was not elated. The prospect of living
in a better place, with better surroundings, was agreeable to
me, but it did not excite me. With my purse in my pocket I
went to a shop in which second-hand books were sold, and
among them some I desired to possess. I bought what I
wished, and carried them away with me. On my way home I
noticed a little girl sitting on a doorstep, and there was a
wan look in her pale face which attracted me. By her side
was a crutch. As I stood looking at her for a moment, the



string with which my books were tied became undone, the
paper in which they were wrapped burst, and the books fell
to the ground. I stooped to pick them up, but the books,
being loose and of different sizes, were cumbersome to
hold, and I called to the girl that I would give her a shilling if
she helped me.

"A shilling!" she exclaimed, and rose upon her feet, but
immediately sank to the ground, with a cry of pain.

"What is the matter with you?" I asked. "I haven't hurt
you, have I?"

She pointed to her crutch. Thinking that she wished me
to hand it to her, I lifted it from the ground, and found that it
was broken.

"You are lame," I said.
"Yes," she said, looking at me admiringly from her

crouching position; the twitch in her leg had caused her but
momentary suffering, "I can't stand without my crutch, and
it's broke."

"But you tried to stand when I called to you."
"Oh, yes; you said you'd give me a shilling, and I didn't

think of my leg."
Much virtue in a shilling, thought I, to cause one to forget

such an affliction.
"I wouldn't mind buying you a crutch," I said, "if I knew

where they were sold."
"There's a shop in the next street," said the girl, "where

the master's got the feller one to this. It's a rag and bone
shop, and he'll sell it cheap."

"I'll show you the shop, young sir, if you like," said a
voice at my elbow.



The tone and the manner of speech were refined, and it
surprised me, therefore, when I turned, to behold a figure
strangely at variance with this refinement. The man was in
rags, and the drunkard's stamp was on his features, but in
his kind eyes shone a sadly humorous light. Moreover, he
spoke as a gentleman would have spoken.

I accepted his offer to show me the rag and bone shop,
and we walked side by side, conversing. To be exact, I
should say that he talked and I listened, for he used twenty
words to one of mine. This kind of social intercourse was
rare in my experiences, and it proved interesting, by reason
of my chance companion being an exception to the people
who lived in the neighbourhood. Few as were the words I
uttered, they, and the books I carried under my arm, served
to unlock his tongue, and he regaled me with snatches of
personal history. He was familiar with the books I had
purchased, and expressed approval of my selection. He had,
indeed, been born a gentleman, and had received a liberal
education.

"Which has served to convince me," he observed, "that if
it is in the nature of a man to swim with the current into
which he has drifted or been driven, swim with it he must,
wheresoever it may lead him."

"There is the power of resistance," I said.
"There is nothing of the sort," was his comment, "unless

it is agreeable to the man to exercise it. We are but straws.
It is fortunate that life is short, and that happiness does not
consist in wearing a jewelled crown. Young sir, how came
you to live in these parts?"

"I do not know," I replied. "My parents live here."



"But you are not poor."
By this time I had bought the odd crutch, and my

companion had seen the gold in my purse when I paid for it.
"We have been," I said, "but are so no longer."
"Shade of Pluto!" he cried. "If I could but say as much!

So, being suddenly made rich, you open your heart to pity's
call?" I shook my head in doubt, and he touched the crutch.
"Don't you think this a fine thing to do?"

"I am not sure," I said.
"Excellent!" he exclaimed. "Praise me not for my virtues;

blame me not for my vices. That morality, in respect to the
average man, is a knife that cuts both ways. To sinners like
myself it is more comforting than otherwise."

He puzzled me, and I told him so, but he made a
pretence of disbelieving me, and said,

"There are depths in you, young sir. You may live to
discover that you are in the wrong century."

That I did not clearly understand him did not render his
conversation less interesting. I gave the girl the crutch and
a shilling, and left her and the man together.

I record this incident because it is the only one I
remember during the time we lived in that poor
neighbourhood in which strangers played a part. So far as
my outer life was concerned, it was utterly devoid of colour.
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There was but little difference in this respect when we
removed to Rosemullion, an old-fashioned, straggling
mansion on the outskirts of Rochester, surrounded by stone
walls, and secluded from public view by thick clusters of
trees. We made no friends, we kept no company. Within half
a hundred yards of the great house was a cottage of six
rooms, very pretty, embosomed in shrubs and flowers. After
a time this cottage became my real home. I was allowed to
do pretty much as I liked, within certain unexpressed
limitations through which, it appears, I did not break. Before
I inhabited this cottage, I spoke, of course, to my father on
the subject.

"You have taken a fancy to it, Gabriel?" he said.
"A great fancy," I said; "I wish it were mine."
"You may consider it yours," he said.
I thanked him, and immediately removed my books and

papers into it. In a very short time it was ready for
occupation, and I took possession of it. I wrote and studied
in it, mused in it, slept in it, and lived therein a life of much
seclusion. It suited my humour; I was fond of privacy, and I
could enjoy it there to my heart's content.

Heaven knows there was no inducement in the great
house to render it attractive to me. It was invariably quiet
and sad. Whatever else our coming into possession of
wealth did for us, it did not improve my mother's health.
She became more than ever a confirmed invalid, and



frequently kept her chamber for weeks together, during
which times I was not permitted to see her. Mrs.  Fortress
remained with us in attendance on my mother, and
exercised absolute control not only over her, but over the
whole establishment. My father did not trouble himself in
domestic matters; he left everything to Mrs.  Fortress. Our
only regular visitor was a doctor, who occasionally, after
seeing my mother, would come and chat with me a while.
He was a practitioner of fair ability, but apart from his
profession, had little in him to attract me to him. I had the
knack of gauging men, though I mixed but little with them; I
had also the gift of drawing them out, as it were, and of
extracting any special knowledge in which they were
proficient. Using the doctor in this way, quite unsuspiciously,
I am sure, to himself, I gained something from conversing
with him; but had his visits to me not been few and far
between, I should have found a means of avoiding them. I
had already developed a certain masterfulness of spirit, and
judged and decided matters for myself. There was, however,
one exception, the intercourse between my mother and
myself. In this I did not guide, but was guided. When the
periods of seclusion of which I have spoken were over,
Mrs.  Fortress would come to me and say, "Your mother will
see you now," and would conduct me to her presence. Only
the slightest references to her illness were permitted. There
were in our small family unwritten laws which were never
transgressed. I have no remembrance of the manner in
which they were made known to me, but known they were,
and obeyed as though they had been writ in letters of steel,



and no thought of rebelling against them entered my mind.
The utmost I was allowed to say was,

"You have been ill, mother?"
"Yes, Gabriel," she would reply, "I have been ill."
"You are better now, mother?"
"Yes, I am better now."
That was all.
Mrs.  Fortress would stand in silence by the bedside. She

ruled chiefly by looks. What peculiar duties were attached to
her service I know not, but there cannot be a doubt that she
performed them faithfully. I neither liked nor disliked her,
but she compelled me to respect her. In her outward bearing
she was more like a machine than a human being.
Sometimes in thinking of her I recalled words which had
been applied to me by the man who had accompanied me
to purchase the crutch for the lame girl. "There are depths
in you, young sir." There must be depths in every human
creature--a hidden life pulsing beneath the one revealed to
the world. What depths were hidden in Mrs.  Fortress's'
nature? Had she relatives in some faraway corner, of whom
she thought with affection? Had she an ambition, an
aspiration? Was she working to some coveted end? Had she
an idea which was not bounded by the walls of my mother's
sick room? Did she love anything in all the wide world? Did
she fear anything? Was she capable of an act of devotion
and self-sacrifice? Impossible to discover in one so stolid
and impassive.

I saw her one day during a great storm standing in the
porch of the principal entrance, watching with calm eyes the
lightning playing among the trees. She gazed straight and



clear before her; there was not a sign of blenching. Loud
peals of thunder broke over the district; she made no
movement. I could not but admire her, for I myself loved to
watch a great storm, and took delight in witnessing a
conflict of the elements.

"You enjoy it," I said, going to her side.
She gazed at me, and did not speak. She was evidently

surprised at being addressed on any but a domestic subject.
I felt an inward sense of satisfaction, which I did not allow to
appear in my face. To have surprised a being so cold and
impassive was, in its way, an achievement.

"I have heard," I continued, "that most persons are afraid
of a storm such as this."

"They are cowards," she said. "What is there to be afraid
of?"

"That is what I think. You must be brave."
"Nothing frightens me. There are worse storms."
"Oh, yes," I acquiesced. "There was one last year. It

struck down hundreds of trees."
"I don't mean storms of that kind."
I thought a moment. "If not in nature, then," I said, "in

human life?" She did not reply; she had already said more
than she intended. What came next from me, in the form of
a question, was entirely unpremeditated; it escaped from
me unaware. "Do you believe in a future world?"

"It does not trouble me," she said; and she walked into
the house, and cast not a look behind.

This portion of my life, when I was growing from
childhood to manhood, is quite clear to me. The change in
my parents' circumstances afforded me advantages for



study which I might not otherwise have enjoyed. I was not
sent to a private or public school; my education was
conducted at home by private tutors, with whom no
opportunities offered of becoming intimate. Indeed, it
appeared to me that they were too frequently and
unnecessarily changed, but I cannot say whether this was
from design on my father's part, or because my tutors found
their duties distasteful. I think they had no reason to
complain of me on the score of attention; I was too fond of
learning to close the windows of the mind which they
assisted me to open. Perhaps the peculiar rules of our
household weighed upon them. We appeared to be cut off
from our species, to lead a life apart from theirs. Ordinary
amusements and pleasures found no place in Rosemullion.
Newspapers and the current literature of the day were not
admitted into our home. Although we were in the midst of
busy millions, although a feverish, restless life was
throbbing all around us, we took no share in it, and seemed
to have no interests in common with our fellow-creatures.
There was a war which shook the world. Great dynasties
were at stake, parliaments were hastily summoned,
thousands of men were marching to an untimely death,
millions of money were expended, the avenues of cities
were thronged with excited crowds, the history of the world
was stained with blood, battlefields were charged with sobs
and cries of agony, red-hot demagogues fumed and foamed,
drums beat, trumpets sounded, gay music, to cast a false
sweetness on death, was played through day and night,
heroes were made, poets wrote stanzas and immortalised
themselves, the whole world was in convulsion. It touched



us not. Our sympathies, desires, and aspirations were
centred in our own little world. The stone walls which
surrounded the estate upon which our house and cottage
were built were eight feet in height. Our servants performed
their duties almost noiselessly; our gardener was deaf and
dumb. These conditions of existence could not have been
accidental; they must have been carefully planned and
considered. For what reason? We were rich enough to pay
for colour and variety, and yet they were not allowed to
enter our lives. We were thrown entirely upon ourselves and
our own narrow resources.

I cannot truthfully say that I was unhappy during those
years. We can scarcely miss that to which we are not
accustomed, and I have learned since that the world is too
full of wants for happiness. My passion for books grew more
profound and engrossing; I grew passionately endeared to
solitude. There were some fine woods near our house, and I
was in the habit of wandering in them by day and night. If in
the daylight I heard the sound of voices, or was made aware
of the proximity of human creatures, I wandered in the
opposite direction. It was known that I frequented the woods
by day, but my nocturnal ramblings were secretly indulged
in. Even my father was not aware that the nights which
should have been devoted to repose were spent in the open.
When all in the house were sleeping, I would steal out and
wander for hours in darkness, which had no terrors for me.
Shadows took comprehensive shapes--comprehensive to
me, but perhaps not to all men--and that some were weird
and monstrous, like nothing that moved and lived upon the
sunlit earth, suited my mood and nature. I did not ask



myself whether they were or were not creatures of my
imagination. I accepted them without question, and I
humoured and made sport of them; spoke to them, taunted
them; dared them to action; asked them their mission; and
walked among them fearlessly. I loved the supernatural in
book and fancy, and on rare occasions, when I was in a
state of spiritual exaltation, a vague belief would steal upon
me that I should one day possess the power of piercing the
veil which shuts off the unseen from mortal eyes. In winter
the snow-robed trees, standing like white sentinels in a
white eternal night, possessed for me an irresistible
fascination. I saw wondrous scenes and pictures. The woods
were filled with myriad eyes, gleaming with love, with hate,
with joy, with despair; grotesque creatures inhabited every
cranny; white spirits lurked among the silvered branches;
the frosty stars looked down upon me as upon one of their
kindred, and I looked up at them, and cried in spiritual
ecstasy, "Only to you and to me are these things visible!"

Thus I lived, as it were, the inner life, and became
familiar with hidden beauties and hidden horrors.

Was I, then, so wrapped up in my own narrow self that I
shut my eyes and ears to the pulsing of other human life?
Not entirely. There were occasions when I associated with
my fellows.

Thus, on a stormy night in September, when the rain
came down in torrents, I heard the sounds of loud entreaty
proceeding from outside the stone walls of the estate. Had it
not been that my sense of hearing was very acute, and that
those who were appealing were screaming at the top of
their voices, it would have been impossible for me to hear



them. The wind assisted them and me; it blew in the
direction of the chamber in which I sat reading by the light
of a lamp.

"Some people in distress," I thought, and proceeded with
my reading.

The sounds of entreaty continued, grew louder, and more
deeply imploring.

"They will scream themselves hoarse presently," I
thought. "Well, I am comfortable enough."

"Well said, Gabriel, well said!"
Who spoke? Nothing human, for I was the only person

awake in house and cottage. Although I was convinced of
this I looked around, not in fear but curiosity. Nothing living
was in view.

"Is it well?" I asked aloud. "The sounds proceed most
likely from poor persons who are benighted, and who have
not a roof to cover them."

"That is their affair," said the voice.
"The storm is terrible," I continued. "They may perish in

it."
The answer came. "They meet their fate. Leave them to

their doom. In the morning their sufferings will be over."
"And I shall live," I said, "guilty and self-condemned.

There is no such thing as fate. Human will can save or
destroy. They are human, and I will go to them."

The rain and the wind almost blinded me as I walked
from my cottage to the gates. All the while the voices
continued to beseech despairingly and bitterly, calling upon
man, calling upon God.

I heard one say, "Hush! There's somebody coming."



The next moment I opened the gates.
"Ah, master," cried a woman, "for the love of God tell us

the way to Purvis's huts! Jump down, Jim; you've pretty nigh
broke my blade-bone in."

A tall man jumped from the woman's shoulders to the
ground. It was from that elevated position he had seen the
light in my room.

"I don't know Purvis or his huts," I said. "What are you?"
"Hoppers, master. We're bound for Purvis's gardens, and

we thought we should get to the sleeping huts before night
set in; but we missed our way, and have been tramping
through the rain for I don't know how many hours. I'm
soaked through and through, and am ready to drop."

"Why did you not stop at an inn?" I asked.
"None of that!" growled the man, in a threatening tone.
"Be quiet, Jim!" said the woman. "Why didn't we stop at

an inn, master? Because in them places they don't give you
nothing for nothing, and that's about as much as we've got
to offer. We're dead broke, master."

"We're never nothing else," growled the man.
"Can you help us, master?" asked the woman.
"Ask him if he will," growled the man, "don't ask him if he

can."
"Leave it to me, Jim. You're always a-putting your foot

into it. Will you, master, will you?"
"Who is that crying?"
"One of the children, master."
"One of them! How many have you?"
"Five, master."
"Curse 'em!" growled the man.



"Shut up, Jim! The gentleman'll help us for the sake of
the young 'uns, won't you, sir? They're sopping wet, master,
and a-dying of hunger."

"If I allow you to occupy my room," I said, "and give you
food and a fire, will you go away quietly when the sun
rises?"

"There, Jim; didn't I tell you? We're in luck. Go away quiet
when the sun rises, master? Yes, master, yes. Hope I may
never see daylight again if we don't!"

"Come in," I said. "Follow me, and make as little noise as
possible."

They followed me quietly to my room. Their eyes dilated
when they saw the fire, upon which I threw a fresh supply of
coals.

"God bless you, sir!" said the woman, drawing the
children to the fire, before which the man was already
crouching.

True enough, there were seven of them. Man, woman,
and five children, the youngest a baby, the eldest not more
than seven years of age. A gruesome lot. Starving, cunning,
in rags; but there was a soft light in the woman's eyes; she
was grateful for the warmth and the prospect of food. The
man's eyes were watching me greedily.

"Where is it, master?"
"Where is what?"
"The grub you promised us."
"You shall have it presently."
I noticed that the children's clothes were drying on them,

and I suggested to the woman that she should take them
off.



"I've nothing to wrap 'em in, master," she said.
I went into my bedroom, and brought back sheets and

blankets, which I gave to the woman. She took them in
silence, and carried out my suggestion. I then made two or
three journeys to the larder, and brought up the food I found
there, bread, butter, meat, and the remains of a pie. When I
came up for the last time I saw the man standing, looking
round the room.

"He ain't took nothing, master," said the woman, "and
sha'n't."

I nodded, and the man resumed his recumbent position
before the fire. I handed them the food, and they devoured
it wolfishly. They ate more like animals than human beings.

"Can't you treat us to a mug of beer, master?" asked the
man.

"I have no beer," I replied. "I think I can find some tea, if
you would like to have it."

"It's the best thing you could give us, master," said the
woman, "and we shall be thankful for it."

"It's better than nothing," said the man, and was pleased
to confess, after he had disposed of a couple of cups--which
he emptied down his throat rather than drank--that I might
have offered him something worse. When they had eaten
their fill they lay down to rest, and in less than three
minutes the whole party were fast asleep. "Truly," I thought,
as I gazed upon them, "nature has its compensations!" They
went away, as they had promised, at sunrise, and when I
gave the woman a few silver coins, she said gratefully,

"Thank you, master. We're right for four good days, Jim."



I watched them from the gates. They had with them the
remains of the food, and were eating it as they walked, and
talking in gay tones. I experienced a sensation of pleasure.
The world was not devoid of sweetness.
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Thus my life went on until I grew to manhood, and then two
grave events befell, following close upon each other's heels.
First, my father died. He was absent from home at the time,
and we had had no forewarning of the loss. I do not know
whether his errand when he left us, to be away, he said, for
four or five weeks, was one of pleasure or business. Quite
suddenly, before the time had elapsed, I was summoned to
my mother's room by Mrs.  Fortress.

"Your mother has the most serious news to impart to
you," said Mrs.  Fortress, "and I think it well to warn you not
to excite her."

I had not seen my mother for several days, and I inquired
of Mrs.  Fortress as to the state of her health.

"She is still unwell," said Mrs.  Fortress, "and very weak. I
am afraid of the consequences of the shock she has
received this morning."

"No one has visited us," I observed. "She can have been
told nothing."

"The news came by post," said Mrs.  Fortress.
"In a letter from my father?" I asked.
"Your father did not write," said Mrs.  Fortress.
There was a significance in her tone, usually so cold and

impassive, which attracted my attention.
"But the news concerns my father."
"Yes, it concerns your father."
"He is ill."



"He has been seriously ill. You will learn all from your
mother."

Before I entered my mother's chamber I divined the
truth.

"You sent for me, mother," I said.
"Yes, Gabriel," she replied. "Sit here, by my side."
I obeyed her, and there was a long silence in the room.
"Kiss me, Gabriel."
I kissed her, somewhat in wonder. It is the plain truth that

we had grown to be almost strangers to each other.
"Has Mrs.  Fortress told you?" she asked.
"She has told me nothing definite," I replied, "except that

you have news of my father, and that he is ill."
"His illness is at an end," said my mother. "Can you not

guess, Gabriel?"
"Yes, mother," I said, "I think I know."
"It is very sudden, Gabriel. When he went away he was in

good health."
She gave me the letter she had received, and I read it

without remark. It was from one who was a stranger to us,
and was addressed from Wales. The writer said that my
father was his friend--which surprised me, as I had never
heard my father or mother mention his name--and had died
in his house, where my father was staying on a visit.

"He had been ailing for two or three days past," the letter
said, "and had complained of his head, but I did not think
that anything serious was the matter with him, or I should
have written to you at once. It did not appear that he was
alarmed; indeed, he said that it was only a slight attack, and
that it would soon pass away. Against his wish we called in a



doctor, who agreed with him and us that there was no
danger. Thus there was nothing to prepare us for the sad
event the news of which it is our painful duty to
communicate to you. He kept his room yesterday, and in the
evening said that he felt better. At ten o'clock my wife and I
wished him goodnight, and thought he would retire at once
to rest, but from after indications we learnt that he had not
undressed, but had sat in his arm-chair the whole of the
night. There was a bell at his elbow, from which I heard a
faint ring at five o'clock this morning. It woke me from my
sleep, and it also aroused my wife. 'That is Mr.  Carew's bell,'
my wife said; 'you had better go to him.' I rose immediately,
and went to his room. I found our poor friend sitting in the
arm-chair, and I at once recognised his grave condition. I
roused the servants, and sent for the doctor; then I returned
to your husband, and told him what I had done. I cannot say
whether he understood me, for he was quite speechless, but
I followed the direction of his eyes, and saw a sheet of paper
upon which he had written a few words. They were not very
legible, but I understand from them that it was his desire
that he should be buried from Rosemullion. We shall respect
his wish, and you will therefore be prepared for what is to
follow. Although he was speechless, and life was surely
ebbing away, he was calm and composed. My wife and I sat
with him until the doctor arrived. Nothing could be done for
him, and at twenty minutes to seven this morning your poor
husband passed away in peace. It would doubtless have
been a satisfaction to him could he have spoken to us, and
have imparted to us his last wishes, but he had not the
power. Two or three times he seemed to make an effort, and



we inclined our ears to hear what he had to say. No sound,
however, proceeded from his lips; he had not the strength to
utter a word. The effort over, he seemed to be resigned."

The letter contained the expression of a sincere
sympathy for our bereavement.

"He died peacefully," said my mother. "All deaths are not
so."

"Madam!" cried Mrs.  Fortress, in a warning tone.
Did it spring from my fancy that my mother's remark was

uttered in fear, and was intended to bear a personal
reference, and that Mrs.  Fortress's "Madam!" sounded like a
threat? If it were or were not so, my mother quickly
recovered herself.

"It is good to know that your father did not suffer," she
said.

"Death is not a pleasant subject to talk about," observed
Mrs.  Fortress.

"What has passed between my mother and myself is
quite natural," I retorted; it appeared to me that her remark
was unnecessary.

"I beg your pardon," she said, but although her words
conveyed an apology, her voice did not.

Shortly afterwards my mother pleaded that she was
tired, and I left the room.

Upon the news of my father's death becoming known I
had two visitors, the doctor who attended on my mother,
and a lawyer. I may mention here that these were the only
persons who, with myself, followed my father to the grave.
The doctor's visit was one of condolence, and he indulged in
the usual platitudes which, but for the occasion, I should not



have listened to with patience. He bade me good day with a
sigh, and called into his face an expression of dolour which I
knew was assumed for my benefit.

The lawyer's visit was upon business. He came to
acquaint me with the particulars of my father's Will.

"I have the rough draft in my office," he said; "the Will
itself we shall doubtless find among your father's private
papers. It was his habit, when he intended to be absent
from home for any length of time, to leave the key of his
safe in my keeping, I have brought it with me."

We went together to my father's special room, the room
in which he wrote and transacted his private business, and
which was always kept locked. No person, unbidden, was
allowed to enter it but himself. Although I had now been
living at Rosemullion for many years I had been but once in
this apartment, and then I took no particular notice of it. The
key of the room had been found in his portmanteau, which
he had taken with him to Wales, and had been delivered up
to me with his other effects.

It was plainly furnished. There were two chairs, a couch,
and a writing-table--nothing more; not a picture, not an
ornament, not a single evidence of luxury. The walls were
hung with old tapestry on which battle scenes were worked.

"Rosemullion is not a modern building," said the lawyer,
"but perhaps you are already familiar with its history, being
a student."

I said, In reply, that I was not aware that Rosemullion was
of ancient origin, nor that it had a history.

"Did your father never speak to you on the subject?"
asked the lawyer.


