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CHAPTER I.
Table of Contents

MORWELL.
THE river Tamar can be ascended by steamers as far as Morwell, one of the

most picturesque points on that most beautiful river. There also, at a place
called ‘New Quay,’ barges discharge their burdens of coal, bricks, &c., which
thence are conveyed by carts throughout the neighbourhood. A new road,
admirable as one of those of Napoleon’s construction in France, gives access to
this quay—a road constructed at the outlay of a Duke of Bedford, to whom
belongs all the land that was once owned by the Abbey of Tavistock. This
skilfully engineered road descends by zigzags from the elevated moorland on
the Devon side of the Tamar, through dense woods of oak and fir, under crags of
weathered rock wreathed with heather. From the summit of the moor this road
runs due north, past mine shafts and ‘ramps,’ or rubble heaps thrown out of the
mines, and meets other roads uniting from various points under the volcanic
peak of Brent Tor, that rises in solitary dignity out of the vast moor to the height
of twelve hundred feet, and is crowned by perhaps the tiniest church in England.

Seventy or eighty years ago no such roads existed. The vast upland was all
heather and gorse, with tracks across it. An old quay had existed on the river,
and the ruins remained of the buildings about it erected by the abbots of
Tavistock; but quay and warehouses had fallen into decay, and no barges came
so far up the river.

The crags on the Devon side of the Tamar rise many hundred feet in sheer
precipices, broken by gulfs filled with oak coppice, heather, and dogwood.

In a hollow of the down, half a mile from the oak woods and crags, with an
ancient yew and Spanish chestnut before it, stood, and stands still, Morwell
House, the hunting-lodge of the abbots of Tavistock, built where a moor-well—a
spring of clear water—gushed from amidst the golden gorse brakes, and after a
short course ran down the steep side of the hill, and danced into the Tamar.

Seventy or eighty years ago this house was in a better and worse condition
than at present: worse, in that it was sorely dilapidated; better, in that it had not
suffered tasteless modern handling to convert it into a farm with labourers’
cottages. Even forty years ago the old banquetting hall and the abbot’s parlour
were intact. Now all has been restored out of recognition, except the gatehouse
that opens into the quadrangle. In the interior of this old hall, on the twenty-
fourth of June, just eighty years ago, sat the tenant: a tall, gaunt man with dark
hair. He was engaged cleaning his gun, and the atmosphere was foul with the
odour exhaled by the piece that had been recently discharged, and was now
being purified. The man was intent on his work, but neither the exertion he



used, nor the warmth of a June afternoon, accounted for the drops that beaded
his brow and dripped from his face.

Once—suddenly—he placed the muzzle of his gun against his right side under
the rib, and with his foot touched the lock. A quiver ran over his face, and his
dim eyes were raised to the ceiling. Then there came from near his feet a feeble
sound of a babe giving token with its lips that it was dreaming of food. The man
sighed, and looked down at a cradle that was before him. He placed the gun
between his knees, and remained for a moment gazing at the child’s crib, lost in
a dream, with the evening sun shining through the large window and illumining
his face. It was a long face with light blue eyes, in which lurked anguish mixed
with cat-like treachery. The mouth was tremulous, and betrayed weakness.

Presently, recovering himself from his abstraction, he laid the gun across the
cradle, from right to left, and it rested there as a bar sinister on a shield, black
and ominous. His head sank in his thin shaking hands, and he bowed over the
cradle. His tears or sweat, or tears and sweat combined, dropped as a salt rain
upon the sleeping child, that gave so slight token of its presence.

All at once the door opened, and a man stood in the yellow light, like a
mediæval saint against a golden ground. He stood there a minute looking in, his
eyes too dazzled to distinguish what was within, but he called in a hard, sharp
tone, ‘Eve! where is Eve?’

The man at the cradle started up, showing at the time how tall he was. He
stood up as one bewildered, with his hands outspread, and looked blankly at the
new comer.

The latter, whose eyes were becoming accustomed to the obscurity, after a
moment’s pause repeated his question, ‘Eve! where is Eve?’

The tall man opened his mouth to speak, but no words came.
‘Are you Ignatius Jordan?’
‘I am,’ he answered with an effort.
‘And I am Ezekiel Babb. I am come for my daughter.’
Ignatius Jordan staggered back against the wall, and leaned against it with

arms extended and with open palms. The window through which the sun
streamed was ancient; it consisted of two lights with a transom, and the sun
sent the shadow of mullion and transom as a black cross against the further
wall. Ignatius stood unconsciously spreading his arms against this shadow like a
ghastly Christ on his cross. The stranger noticed the likeness, and said in his
harsh tones, ‘Ignatius Jordan, thou hast crucified thyself.’ Then again, as he took
a seat unasked, ‘Eve! where is Eve?’

The gentleman addressed answered with an effort, ‘She is no longer here.
She is gone.’

‘What!’ exclaimed Babb; ‘no longer here? She was here last week. Where is
she now?’



‘She is gone,’ said Jordan in a low tone.
‘Gone!—her child is here. When will she return?’
‘Return!’—with a sigh—’never.’
‘Cursed be the blood that flows in her veins!’ shouted the new comer.

‘Restless, effervescing, fevered, fantastic! It is none of it mine, it is all her
mother’s.’ He sprang to his feet and paced the room furiously, with knitted
brows and clenched fists. Jordan followed him with his eye. The man was some
way past the middle of life. He was strongly and compactly built. He wore a long
dark coat and waistcoat, breeches, and blue worsted stockings. His hair was
grey; his protruding eyebrows met over the nose. They were black, and gave a
sinister expression to his face. His profile was strongly accentuated, hawklike,
greedy, cruel.

‘I see it all,’ he said, partly to himself; ‘that cursed foreign blood would not
suffer her to find rest even here, where there is prosperity. What is prosperity to
her? What is comfort? Bah! all her lust is after tinsel and tawdry.’ He raised his
arm and clenched fist. ‘A life accursed of God! Of old our forefathers, under the
righteous Cromwell, rose up and swept all profanity out of the land, the jesters,
and the carol singers, and theatrical performers, and pipers and tumblers. But
they returned again to torment the elect. What saith the Scripture? Make no
marriage with the heathen, else shall ye be unclean, ye and your children.’

He reseated himself. ‘Ignatius Jordan,’ he said, ‘I was mad and wicked when I
took her mother to wife; and a mad and wicked thing you did when you took the
daughter. As I saw you just now—as I see you at present—standing with spread
arms against the black shadow cross from the window, I thought it was a figure
of what you chose for your lot when you took my Eve. I crucified myself when I
married her mother, and now the iron enters your side.’ He paused; he was
pointing at Ignatius with out-thrust finger, and the shadow seemed to enter
Ignatius against the wall. ‘The blood that begins to flow will not cease to run till
it has all run out.’

Again he paused. The arms of Jordan fell.
‘So she has left you,’ muttered the stranger, ‘she has gone back to the world,

to its pomps and vanities, its lusts, its lies, its laughter. Gone back to the players
and dancers.’

Jordan nodded; he could not speak.
‘Dead to every call of duty,’ Babb continued with a scowl on his brow, ‘dead

to everything but the cravings of a cankered heart; dead to the love of lawful
gain; alive to wantonness, and music, and glitter. Sit down, and I will tell you the
story of my folly, and you shall tell me the tale of yours.’ He looked imperiously
at Jordan, who sank into his chair beside the cradle.

‘I will light my pipe.’ Ezekiel Babb struck a light with flint and steel. ‘We have
made a like experience, I with the mother, you with the daughter. Why are you



downcast? Rejoice if she has set you free. The mother never did that for me. Did
you marry her?’

The pale man opened his mouth, and spread out, then clasped, his hands
nervously, but said nothing.

‘I am not deaf that I should be addressed in signs,’ said Babb. ‘Did you marry
my daughter?’

‘No.’
‘The face of heaven was turned on you,’ said Babb discontentedly, ‘and not

on me. I committed myself, and could not break off the yoke. I married.’
The child in the cradle began to stir. Jordan rocked it with his foot.
‘I will tell you all,’ the visitor continued. ‘I was a young man when I first saw

Eve—not your Eve, but her mother. I had gone into Totnes, and I stood by the
cloth market at the gate to the church. It was the great fair-day. There were
performers in the open space before the market. I had seen nothing like it
before. What was performed I do not recall. I saw only her. I thought her richly,
beautifully dressed. Her beauty shone forth above all. She had hair like chestnut,
and brown eyes, a clear, thin skin, and was formed delicately as no girl of this
country and stock. I knew she was of foreign blood. A carpet was laid in the
market-place, and she danced on it to music. It was like a flame flickering, not a
girl dancing. She looked at me out of her large eyes, and I loved her. It was
witchcraft, the work of the devil. The fire went out of her eyes and burnt to my
marrow; it ran in my veins. That was witchcraft, but I did not think it then. There
should have been a heap of wood raised and fired, and she cast into the flames.
But our lot is fallen in evil days. The word of the Lord is no longer precious, and
the Lord has said, “Thou shalt not suffer a witch to live.” That was witchcraft.
How else was it that I gave no thought to Tamsine Bovey, of Buncombe, till it
was too late, though Buncombe joins my land, and so Buncombe was lost to me
for ever? Quiet that child if you want to hear more. Hah! Your Eve has deserted
you and her babe, but mine had not the good heart to leave me.’

The child in the cradle whimpered. The pale man lifted it out, got milk and fed
it, with trembling hand, but tenderly, and it dozed off in his arms.

‘A girl?’ asked Babb. Jordan nodded.
‘Another Eve—a third Eve?’ Jordan nodded again. ‘Another generation of

furious, fiery blood to work confusion, to breed desolation. When will the earth
open her mouth and swallow it up, that it defile no more the habitations of
Israel?’

Jordan drew the child to his heart, and pressed it so passionately that it woke
and cried.

‘Still the child or I will leave the house,’ said Ezekiel Babb. ‘You would do well
to throw a wet cloth over its mouth, and let it smother itself before it work woe
on you and others. When it is quiet, I will proceed.’ He paused. When the cries



ceased he went on: ‘I watched Eve as she danced. I could not leave the spot.
Then a rope was fastened and stretched on high, and she was to walk that. A
false step would have dashed her to the ground. I could not bear it. When her
foot was on the ladder, I uttered a great cry and ran forward; I caught her, I
would not let her go. I was young then.’ He remained silent, smoking, and
looking frowningly before him. ‘I was not a converted man then. Afterwards,
when the word of God was precious to me, and I saw that I might have had
Tamsine Bovey, and Buncombe, then I was sorry and ashamed. But it was too
late. The eyes of the unrighteous are sealed. I was a fool. I married that dancing
girl.’

He was silent again, and looked moodily at his pipe.
‘I have let the fire die out,’ he said, and rekindled as before. ‘I cannot deny

that she was a good wife. But what availed it me to have a woman in the house
who could dance like a feather, and could not make scald cream? What use to
me a woman who brought the voice of a nightingale with her into the house, but
no money? She knew nothing of the work of a household. She had bones like
those of a pigeon, there was no strength in them. I had to hire women to do her
work, and she was thriftless and thoughtless, so the money went out when it
should have come in. Then she bore me a daughter, and the witchery was not
off me, so I called her Eve—that is your Eve, and after that she gave me sons,
and then’—angrily—’then, when loo late, she died. Why did she not die half a
year before Tamsine Bovey married Joseph Warmington? If she had, I might still
have got Buncombe—now it is gone, gone for ever.’

He knocked the ashes out of his pipe, and put it into his pocket.
‘Eve was her mother’s darling; she was brought up like a heathen to love play

and pleasure, not work and duty. The child sucked in her mother’s nature with
her mother’s milk. When the mother died, Eve—your Eve—was a grown girl, and
I suppose home became unendurable to her. One day some play actors passed
through the place on their way from Exeter, and gave a performance in our
village. I found that my daughter, against my command, went to see it. When
she came home, I took her into the room where is my great Bible, and I beat her.
Then she ran away, and I saw no more of her; whether she went after the play
actors or not I never inquired.’

‘Did you not go in pursuit?’
‘Why should I? She would have run away again. Time passed, and the other

day I chanced to come across a large party of strollers, when I was in Plymouth
on business. Then I learned from the manager about my child, and so, for the
first time, heard where she was. Now tell me how she came here.’

Ignatius Jordan raised himself in his chair, and swept back the hair that had
fallen over his bowed face and hands.

‘It is passed and over,’ he said.



‘Let me hear all. I must know all,’ said Babb. ‘She is my daughter. Thanks be,
that we are not called to task for the guilt of our children. The soul that sinneth it
shall surely die. She had light and truth set before her on one side as surely as
she had darkness and lies on the other, Ebal and Gerizim, and she went after
Ebal. It was in her blood. She drew it of her mother. One vessel is for honour—
such am I; another for dishonour—such are all the Eves from the first to the last,
that in your arms. Vessels of wrath, ordained to be broken. Ah! you may cherish
that little creature in your arms. You may strain it to your heart, you may wrap it
round with love, but it is in vain that you seek to save it, to shelter it. It is
wayward, wanton, wicked clay; ordained from eternity to be broken. I stood
between the first Eve and the shattering that should have come to her. That is
the cause of all my woes. Where is the second Eve? Broken in soul, broken
maybe in body. There lies the third, ordained to be broken.’ He folded his arms,
was silent a while, and then said: ‘Tell me your tale. How came my daughter to
your house?’



CHAPTER II.
Table of Contents

THE LITTLE MOTHER.
‘LAST Christmas twelvemonth,’ said Ignatius Jordan

slowly, ‘I was on the moor—Morwell Down it is called.
Night was falling. The place—where the road comes
along over the down, from Beer Alston and Beer
Ferris. I dare say you came along it, you took boat
from Plymouth to Beer Ferris, and thence the way
runs—the packmen travel it—to the north to
Launceston. It was stormy weather, and the snow
drove hard; the wind was so high that a man might
hardly face it. I heard cries for help. I found a party
of players who were on their way to Launceston, and
were caught by the storm and darkness on the moor.
They had a sick girl with them——’ His voice broke
down.

‘Eve?’ asked Ezekiel Babb.
Jordan nodded. After a pause he recovered himself

and went on. ‘She could walk no further, and the
party was distressed, not knowing whither to go or
what to do. I invited them to come here. The house is
large enough to hold a score of people. Next day I set
them on their way forward, as they were pressed to
be at Launceston for the Christmas holidays. But the
girl was too ill to proceed, and I offered to let her
remain here till she recovered. After a week had
passed the actors sent here from Lannceston to learn



how she was, and whether she could rejoin them, as
they were going forward to Bodmin, but she was not
sufficiently recovered. Then a month later, they sent
again, but though she was better I would not let her
go. After that we heard no more of the players. So
she remained at Morwell, and I loved her, and she
became my wife.’

‘You said that you did not marry her.’
‘No, not exactly. This is a place quite out of the

world, a lost, unseen spot. I am a Catholic, and no
priest comes this way. There is the ancient chapel
here where the Abbot of Tavistock had mass in the
old time. It is bare, but the altar remains, and though
no priest ever comes here, the altar is a Catholic
altar. Eve and I went into the old chapel and took
hands before the altar, and I gave her a ring, and we
swore to be true to each other’—his voice shook, and
then a sob broke from his breast. ‘We had no priest’s
blessing on us, that is true. But Eve would never tell
me what her name was, or whence she came. If we
had gone to Tavistock or Brent Tor to be married by a
Protestant minister, she would have been forced to
tell her name and parentage, and that, she said,
nothing would induce her to do. It mattered not, we
thought. We lived here out of the world, and to me
the vow was as sacred when made here as if
confirmed before a minister of the established
religion. We swore to be all in all to each other.’

He clasped his hands on his knees, and went on
with bent head: ‘But the play-actors returned and



were in Tavistock last week, and one of them came
up here to see her, not openly, but in secret. She told
me nothing, and he did not allow me to see him. She
met him alone several times. This place is solitary
and sad, and Eve of a lively nature. She tired of being
here. She wearied of me.’

Babb laughed bitterly. ‘And now she is flown away
with a play-actor. As she deserted her father, she
deserts her husband and child, and the house that
housed her. See you,’ he put out his hand and
grasped the cradle: ‘Here lies vanity of vanities, the
pomps of the flesh, the lust of the eye, and the pride
of life, nestled in that crib, that self-same strain of
leaping, headlong, wayward blood, that never will
rest till poured out of the veins and rolled down into
the ocean, and lost—lost—lost!’

Jordan sprang from his seat with a gasp and a
stifled cry, and fell back against the wall.

Babb stooped over the cradle and plucked out the
child. He held it in the sunlight streaming through
the window, and looked hard at it. Then he danced it
up and down with a scoffing laugh.

‘See, see!’ he cried; ‘see how the creature rejoices
and throws forth its arms. Look at the shadow on the
wall, as of a Salamander swaying in a flood of fire.
Ha! Eve—blood! wanton blood! I will crucify thee
too!’ He raised the babe aloft against the black cross
made by the shadow of the mullion and transom, as
the child had thrown up its tiny arms.

‘See,’ he exclaimed, ‘the child hangs also!’



Ignatius Jordan seized the babe, snatched it away
from the rude grasp of Babb, clasped it passionately
to his breast, and covered it with kisses. Then he
gently replaced it, crowing and smiling, in its cradle,
and rocked it with his foot.

‘You fool!’ said Babb; ‘you love the strange blood
in spite of its fickleness and falseness. I will tell you
something further. When I heard from the players
that Eve was here, at Morwell, I did not come on at
once, because I had business that called me home.
But a fortnight after I came over Dartmoor to
Tavistock. I did not come, as you supposed, up the
river to Beer Ferris and along the road over your
down; no, I live at Buckfastleigh by Ashburton, right
away to the east across Dartmoor. I came thence as
far as Tavistock, and there I found the players once
more, who had come up from Plymouth to make sport
for the foolish and ungodly in Tavistock. They told me
that they had heard you lived with my Eve, and had
not married her, so I did not visit you, but waited
about till I could speak with her alone, and I sent a
message to her by one of the players that I was
wanting a word with her. She came to me at the place
I had appointed once—ay! and twice—and she
feigned to grieve that she had left me, and acted her
part well as if she loved me—her father. I urged her
to leave you and come back to her duty and her God
and to me, but she would promise nothing. Then I
gave her a last chance. I told her I would meet her
finally on that rocky platform that rises as a precipice



above the river, last night, and there she should give
me her answer.’

Ignatius Jordan’s agitation became greater, his lips
turned livid, his eyes were wide and staring as
though with horror, and he put up his hands as if
warding off a threatened blow.

‘You—you met her on the Raven Rock?’
‘I met her there twice, and I was to have met her

there again last night, when she was to have given
me her final answer, what she would do—stay here,
and be lost eternally, or come back with me to
Salvation. But I was detained, and I could not keep
the engagement, so I sent one of the player-men to
inform her that I would come to-day instead. So I
came on to-day, as appointed, and she was not there,
not on the Raven Rock, as you call it, and I have
arrived here,—but I am too late.’

Jordan clasped his hands over his eyes and
moaned. The babe began to wail.

‘Still the yowl of that child!’ exclaimed Babb. ‘I tell
you this as a last instance of her perfidy.’ He raised
his voice above the cry of the child. ‘What think you
was the reason she alleged why she would not return
with me at once—why did she ask time to make up
her mind? She told me that you were a Catholic, she
told me of the empty, worthless vow before an old
popish altar in a deserted chapel, and I knew her soul
would be lost if she remained with you; you would
drag her into idolatry. And I urged her, as she hoped
to escape hell fire, to flee Morwell and not cast a look



behind, desert you and the babe and all for the Zoar
of Buckfastleigh. But she was a dissembler. She loved
neither me nor you nor her child. She loved only
idleness and levity, and the butterfly career of a
player, and some old sweetheart among the play
company. She has gone off with him. Now I wipe my
hands of her altogether.’

Jordan swayed himself, sitting as one stunned,
with an elbow on each knee and his head in the
hollow of his hands.

‘Can you not still the brat?’ cried Ezekiel Babb,
‘now that the mother is gone, who will be the mother
to it?’

‘I—I—I!’ the cry of an eager voice. Babb looked
round, and saw a little girl of six, with grey eyes and
dark hair, a quaint, premature woman, in an old,
long, stiff frock. Her little arms were extended;
‘Baby-sister!’ she called, ‘don’t cry!’ She ran forward,
and, kneeling by the cradle, began to caress and play
with the infant.

‘Who is this?’ asked Ezekiel.
‘My Barbara,’ answered Ignatius in a low tone; ‘I

was married before, and my wife died, leaving me
this little one.’

The child, stooping over the cradle, lifted the babe
carefully out. The infant crowed and made no
resistance, for the arms that held it, though young,
were strong. Then Barbara seated herself on a stool,
and laid the infant on her lap, and chirped and
snapped her fingers and laughed to it, and snuggled



her face into the neck of the babe. The latter
quivered with excitement, the tiny arms were held
up, the little hands clutched in the child’s long hair
and tore at it, and the feet kicked with delight.
‘Father! father!’ cried Barbara, ‘see little Eve; she is
dancing and singing.’

‘Dancing and singing!’ echoed Ezekiel Babb, ‘that
is all she ever will do. She comes dancing and singing
into the world, and she will go dancing and singing
out of it—and then—then,’ he brushed his hand
through the air, as though drawing back a veil. The
girl-nurse looked at the threatening old man with
alarm.

‘Keep the creature quiet,’ he said impatiently; ‘I
cannot sit here and see the ugly, evil sight. Dancing
and singing! she begins like her mother, and her
mother’s mother. Take her away, the sight of her stirs
my bile.’

At a sign from the father Barbara rose, and carried
the child out of the room, talking to it fondly, and a
joyous chirp from the little one was the last sound
that reached Babb’s ears as the door shut behind
them.

‘Naught but evil has the foreign blood, the tossing
fever-blood, brought me. First it came without a
dower, and that was like original sin. Then it
prevented me from marrying Tamsine Bovey and
getting Buncombe. That was like sin of malice. Now
Tamsine is dead and her husband, Joseph
Warmington, wants to sell. I did not want Tamsine,



but I wanted Buncombe; at one time I could not see
how Buncombe was to be had without Tamsine. Now
the property is to be sold, and it joins on to mine as if
it belonged to it. What Heaven has joined together
let not man put asunder. It was wicked witchcraft
stood in the way of my getting my rightful own.’

‘How could it be your rightful own?’ asked
Ignatius; ‘was Tamsine Bovey your kinswoman?’

‘No, she was not, but she ought to have been my
wife, and so Buncombe have come to me. I seem as if
I could see into the book of the Lord’s ordinance that
so it was written. There’s some wonderful good soil
in Buncombe. But the Devil allured me with his Eve,
and I was bewitched by her beautiful eyes and little
hands and feet. Cursed be the day that shut me out
of Buncombe. Cursed be the strange blood that ran
as a dividing river between Owlacombe and
Buncombe, and cut asunder what Providence
ordained to be one. I tell you,’ he went on fiercely,
‘that so long as all that land remains another’s and
not mine, so long shall I feel only gall, and no pity
nor love, for Eve, and all who have issued from her—
for all who inherit her name and blood. I curse——’
his voice rose to a roar, and his grey hair bristled like
the fell of a wolf, ‘I curse them all with——’

The pale man, Jordan, rushed at him and thrust his
hand over his mouth.

‘Curse not,’ he said vehemently; then in a subdued
tone, ‘Listen to reason, and you will feel pity and love
for my little one who inherits the name and blood of



your Eve. I have laid by money: I am in no want. It
shall be the portion of my little Eve, and I will lend it
you for seventeen years. This day, the 24th of June,
seventeen years hence, you shall repay me the whole
sum without interest. I am not a Jew to lend on usury.
I shall want the money then for my Eve, as her dower.
She’—he held up his head for a moment—‘she shall
not be portionless. In the meantime take and use the
money, and when you walk over the fields you have
purchased with it,—bless the name.’

A flush came in the sallow face of Ezekiel Babb. He
rose to his feet and held out his hand.

‘You will lend me the money, two thousand
pounds?’

‘I will lend you fifteen hundred.’
‘I will swear to repay the sum in seventeen years.

You shall have a mortgage.’
‘On this day.’
‘This 24th day of June, so help me God.’
A ray of orange light, smiting through the window,

was falling high up the wall. The hands of the men
met in the beam, and the reflection was cast on their
faces,—on the dark hard face of Ezekiel, on the white
quivering face of Ignatius.

‘And you bless,’ said the latter, ‘you bless the
name of Eve, and the blood that follows it.’

‘I bless. Peace be to the restless blood.’



CHAPTER III.
Table of Contents

THE WHISH-HUNT.
ON a wild and blustering evening, seventeen years

after the events related in the two preceding
chapters, two girls were out, in spite of the fierce
wind and gathering darkness, in a little gig that
accommodated only two, the body perched on very
large and elastic springs. At every jolt of the wheels
the body bounced and swayed in a manner likely to
trouble a bad sailor. But the girls were used to the
motion of the vehicle, and to the badness of the
road. They drove a very sober cob, who went at his
leisure, picking his way, seeing ruts in spite of the
darkness.

The moor stretched in unbroken desolation far
away on all sides but one, where it dropped to the
gorge of the Tamar, but the presence of this dividing
valley could only be guessed, not perceived by the
crescent moon. The distant Cornish moorland range
of Hingston and the dome of Kit Hill seemed to
belong to the tract over which the girls were driving.
These girls were Barbara and Eve Jordan. They had
been out on a visit to some neighbours, if those can
be called neighbours who lived at a distance of five
miles, and were divided from Morwell by a range of
desolate moor. They had spent the day with their



friends, and were returning home later than they had
intended.

‘I do not know what father would say to our being
abroad so late, and in the dark, unattended,’ said
Eve, ‘were he at home. It is well he is away.’

‘He would rebuke me, not you,’ said Barbara.
‘Of course he would; you are the elder, and

responsible.’
‘But I yielded to your persuasion.’
‘Yes, I like to enjoy myself when I may. It is vastly

dull at Morwell, Tell me, Bab, did I look well in my
figured dress?’

‘Charming, darling; you always are that.’
‘You are a sweet sister,’ said Eve, and she put her

arm round Barbara, who was driving.
Mr. Jordan, their father, was tenant of the Duke of

Bedford. The Jordans were the oldest tenants on the
estate which had come to the Russells on the
sequestration of the abbey. The Jordans had been
tenants under the abbot, and they remained on after
the change of religion and owners, without
abandoning their religion or losing their position. The
Jordans were not accounted squires, but were
reckoned as gentry. They held Morwell on long leases
of ninety-nine years, regularly renewed when the
leases lapsed. They regarded Morwell House almost
as their freehold; it was bound up with all their
family traditions and associations.

As a vast tract of country round belonged to the
duke, it was void of landed gentry residing on their



estates, and the only families of education and birth
in the district were those of the parsons, but the
difference in religion formed a barrier against
intimacy with these. Mr. Jordan, moreover, was living
under a cloud. It was well-known throughout the
country that he had not been married to Eve’s
mother, and this had caused a cessation of visits to
Morwell. Moreover, since the disappearance of Eve’s
mother, Mr. Jordan had become morose, reserved,
and so peculiar in his manner, that it was doubted
whether he were in his right mind.

Like many a small country squire, he farmed the
estate himself. At one time he had been accounted
an active farmer, and was credited with having made
a great deal of money, but for the last seventeen
years he had neglected agriculture a good deal, to
devote himself to mineralogical researches. He was
convinced that the rocks were full of veins of metal—
silver, lead, and copper, and he occupied himself in
searching for the metals in the wood, and on the
moor, sinking pits, breaking stones, washing and
melting what he found. He believed that he would
come on some vein of almost pure silver or copper,
which would make his fortune. Bitten with this craze,
he neglected his farm, which would have gone to ruin
had not his eldest daughter, Barbara, taken the
management into her own hands.

Mr. Jordan was quite right in believing that he
lived on rocks rich with metal: the whole land is now
honeycombed with shafts and adits: but he made the



mistake in thinking that he could gather a fortune
out of the rocks unassisted, armed only with his own
hammer, drawing only out of his own purse. His
knowledge of chemistry and mineralogy was not
merely elementary, but incorrect; he read old books
of science mixed up with the fantastic alchemical
notions of the middle ages, believed in the
sympathies of the planets with metals, and in the
virtues of the divining rod.

‘Does a blue or a rose ribbon suit my hair best,
Bab?’ asked Eve. ‘You see my hair is chestnut, and I
doubt me if pink suits the colour so well as forget-
me-not.’

‘Every ribbon of every hue agrees with Eve,’ said
Barbara.

‘You are a darling.’ The younger girl made an
attempt to kiss her sister, in return for the
compliment.

‘Be careful,’ said Barbara, ‘you will upset the gig.’
‘But I love you so much when you are kind.’
‘Am not I always kind to you, dear?’
‘O yes, but sometimes much kinder than at

others.’
‘That is, when I flatter you.’
‘O if you call it flattery——’ said Eve, pouting.
‘No—it is plain truth, my dearest.’
‘Bab,’ broke forth the younger suddenly, ‘do you

not think Bradstone a charming house? It is not so
dull as ours.’

‘And the Cloberrys—you like them?’



‘Yes, dear, very much.’
‘Do you believe that story about Oliver Cloberry,

the page?’
‘What story?’
‘That which Grace Cloberry told me.’
‘I was not with you in the lanes when you were

talking together. I do not know it.’
‘Then I will tell you. Listen, Bab, and shiver.’
‘I am shivering in the cold wind already.’
‘Shiver more shiveringly still. I am going to curdle

your blood.’
‘Go on with the story, but do not squeeze up

against me so close, or I shall be pushed out of the
gig.’

‘But, Bab, I am frightened to tell the tale.’
‘Then do not tell it.’
‘I want to frighten you.’
‘You are very considerate.’
‘We share all things, Bab, even our terrors. I am a

loving sister. Once I gave you the measles. I was too
selfish to keep it all to myself. Are you ready? Grace
told me that Oliver Cloberry, the eldest son, was
page boy to John Copplestone, of Warleigh, in Queen
Elizabeth’s reign, you know—wicked Queen Bess, who
put so many Catholics to death. Squire Copplestone
was his godfather, but he did not like the boy, though
he was his godchild and page. The reason was this:
he was much attached to Joan Hill, who refused him
and married Squire Cloberry, of Bradstone, instead.
The lady tried to keep friendly with her old admirer,



and asked him to stand godfather to her first boy,
and then take him as his page; but Copplestone was
a man who long bore a grudge, and the boy grew up
the image of his father, and so—Copplestone hated
him. One day, when Copplestone was going out
hunting, he called for his stirrup cup, and young
Cloberry ran and brought it to him. But as the squire
raised the wine to his lips he saw a spider in it; and
in a rage he dashed the cup and the contents in the
face of the boy. He hit Oliver Cloberry on the brow,
and when the boy staggered to his feet, he muttered
something. Copplestone heard him, and called to him
to speak out, if he were not a coward. Then the lad
exclaimed, “Mother did well to throw you over for my
father.” Some who stood by laughed, and
Copplestone flared up; the boy, afraid at what he had
said, turned to go, then Copplestone threw his
hunting dagger at him, and it struck him in the back,
entered his heart, and he fell dead. Do you believe
this story, Bab?’

‘There is some truth in it, I know. Prince, in his
“Worthies,” says that Copplestone only escaped
losing his head for the murder by the surrender of
thirteen manors.’

‘That is not all,’ Eve continued; ‘now comes the
creepy part of the story. Grace Cloberry told me that
every stormy night the Whish Hounds run over the
downs, breathing fire, pursuing Copplestone, from
Warleigh to Bradstone, and that the murdered boy is



mounted behind Copplestone, and stabs him in the
back all along the way. Do you believe this?’

‘Most assuredly not.’
‘Why should you not, Bab? Don’t you think that a

man like Copplestone would be unable to rest in his
grave? Would not that be a terrible purgatory for him
to be hunted night after night? Grace told me that
old Squire Cloberry rides and blows his horn to egg-
on the Whish Hounds, and Copplestone has a black
horse, and he strikes spurs into its sides when the
boy stabs him in the back, and screams with pain.
When the Judgment Day comes, then only will his
rides be over. I am sure I believe it all, Bab. It is so
horrible.’

‘It is altogether false, a foolish superstition.’
‘Look there, do you see, Bab, we are at the white

stone with the cross cut in it that my father put up
where he first saw my mother. Is it not strange that
no one knows whence my mother came? You
remember her just a little. Whither did my mother
go?’

‘I do not know, Eve.’
‘There, again, Bab. You who sneer and toss your

chin when I speak of anything out of the ordinary,
must admit this to be passing wonderful. My mother
came, no one knows whence; she went, no one knows
whither. After that, is it hard to believe in the Whish
Hounds, and Black Copplestone?’

‘The things are not to be compared.’



‘Your mother was buried at Buckland, and I have
seen her grave. You know that her body is there, and
that her soul is in heaven. But as for mine, I do not
even know whether she had a human soul.’

‘Eve! What do you mean?’
‘I have read and heard tell of such things. She may

have been a wood-spirit, an elf-maid. Whoever she
was, whatever she was, my father loved her. He loves
her still. I can see that. He seems to me to have her
ever in his thoughts.’

‘Yes,’ said Barbara sadly, ‘he never visits my
mother’s grave; I alone care for the flowers there.’

‘I can look into his heart,’ said Eve. ‘He loves me
so dearly because he loved my mother dearer still.’

Barbara made no remark to this.
Then Eve, in her changeful mood, went back to the

former topic of conversation.
‘Think, think, Bab! of Black Copplestone riding

nightly over these wastes on his black mare, with her
tail streaming behind, and the little page standing on
the crupper, stabbing, stabbing, stabbing; and the
Whish Hounds behind, giving tongue, and Squire
Cloberry in the rear urging them on with his horn. O
Bab! I am sure father believes in this, I should die of
fear were Copplestone hunted by dogs to pass this
way. Hold! Hark!’ she almost screamed.

The wind was behind them; they heard a call, then
the tramp of horses’ feet.

Barbara even was for the moment startled, and
drew the gig aside, off the road upon the common. A



black cloud had rolled over the sickle of the moon,
and obscured its feeble light. Eve could neither move
nor speak. She quaked at Barbara’s side like an
aspen.

In another moment dark figures of men and horses
were visible, advancing at full gallop along the road.
The dull cob the sisters were driving plunged,
backed, and was filled with panic. Then the moon
shone out, and a faint, ghastly light fell on the road,
and they could see the black figures sweeping along.
There were two horses, one some way ahead of the
other, and two riders, the first with slouched hat. But
what was that crouched on the crupper, clinging to
the first rider?

As he swept past, Eve distinguished the imp-like
form of a boy. That wholly unnerved her. She uttered
a piercing shriek, and clasped her hands over her
eyes.

The first horse had passed, the second was
abreast of the girls when that cry rang out. The horse
plunged, and in a moment horse and rider crashed
down, and appeared to dissolve into the ground.
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EVE’S RING.
SOME moments elapsed before Barbara recovered

her surprise, then she spoke a word of
encouragement to Eve, who was in an ecstasy of
terror, and tried to disengage herself from her arms,
and master the frightened horse sufficiently to allow
her to descend. A thorn tree tortured by the winds
stood solitary at a little distance, at a mound which
indicated the presence of a former embankment.
Barbara brought the cob and gig to it, there
descended, and fastened the horse to the tree. Then
she helped her sister out of the vehicle.

‘Do not be alarmed, Eve. There is nothing here
supernatural to dismay you, only a pair of farmers
who have been drinking, and one has tumbled off his
horse. We must see that he has not broken his neck.’
But Eve clung to her in frantic terror, and would not
allow her to disengage herself. In the meantime, by
the sickle moon, now sailing clear of the clouds, they
could see that the first rider had reined in his horse
and turned.

‘Jasper!’ he called, ‘what is the matter?’
No answer came. He rode back to the spot where

the second horse had fallen, and dismounted.
‘What has happened?’ screamed the boy. ‘I must

get down also.’



The man who had dismounted pointed to the white
stone and said, ‘Hold the horse and stay there till you
are wanted. I must see what cursed mischance has
befallen Jasper.’

Eve was somewhat reassured at the sound of
human voices, and she allowed Barbara to release
herself, and advance into the road.

‘Who are you?’ asked the horseman.
‘Only a girl. Can I help? Is the man hurt?’
‘Hurt, of course. He hasn’t fallen into a feather

bed, or—by good luck—into a furze brake.’
The horse that had fallen struggled to rise.
‘Out of the way,’ said the man, ‘I must see that the

brute does not trample on him.’ He helped the horse
to his feet; the animal was much shaken and
trembled.

‘Hold the bridle, girl.’ Barbara obeyed. Then the
man went to his fallen comrade and spoke to him,
but received no answer. He raised his arms, and tried
if any bones were broken, then he put his hand to the
heart. ‘Give the boy the bridle, and come here, you
girl. Help me to loosen his neck-cloth. Is there water
near?’

‘None; we are at the highest point of the moor.’
‘Damn it! There is water everywhere in over-

abundance in this country, except where it is
wanted.’

‘He is alive,’ said Barbara, kneeling and raising the
head of the prostrate, insensible man. ‘He is
stunned, but he breathes.’


