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PREFACE

THE present tale is founded more largely on testimony—
oral and written—than any other in this series. The exter-
na incidents which direct its course are mostly an Uhex-
aggerated reproduction of the recollections of old peisons
well known to the author in childhood, but now long dead,
who were eye-witnesses of those scenes. If wholly tran-
scribed their recollections would have filled a volume thrice
the length of ' The Trumpet-Major.'

Down to the middle of this century, and later, there were
not wanting, in the neighbourhood of the places more or
less clearly indicated herein, casua relics of the circum-
stances amid which the Action moves.-—our preparations for
defence agamst the threatened invasion of' England by
Buonaparte An outhouse door riddled with. bullet- holes,
swhich had been extemporized by a solitary man as a target
for firelock practice when the landing was hourly expected,
a heap of bricks and clods on a beacon-hill, which had
formed the chimney and walls of the hut occupied by the
beacon-keeper, worrn-eaten shafts and |r0n heads of pikes
for the use of those who had no better weapons ridges on
the down thrown up during the encampment, fragments of
volunteer uniform, and other such lingering remains, brought
to my imagination in early childhood the state of affairs at



PREFACE

the date of the war more vividly than volumes of history
could have done.

Those who have attempted to construct a coherent
narrative of past times from the fragmentary information
furnished by survivors, are aware of the difficulty of ascer-
taining the true sequence of events indiscriminately re-
called. For this purpose the newspapers of the date were
indispensable. Of other documents consulted | may men-
tion, for the satisfaction of those who love atrue story, that
the' Addiess to all Ranks and Descriptions of Englishmen
was transcribed from an original copy in alocal museum ;
that the hicioglyphic portrait of Napoleon existed as a

int down to the present day in an old woman's cottage
near ' Overcombe ;' that the particulars of the King's
doings at his favourite watering-place \\ere augmented by
details from iccoids of the time. The drilling scene of the
local militia received some additions from an account given
in so grave a work as Gifford's ' Hibtory of the Wars of the
French Revolution' (London, 1817). But on reference to
the History | find | was mistaken in supposing the account
to be advanced as authentic, or to refer to rural England.
However, it does in a huge degree accord with the local
traditions of such scenes that | have heard recounted, times
without number, and the system of drill was tested by re-
ference to the Army Regulations of 1801, and other military
handbooks.  Almost the whole narrative of the supposed
landing of the French in the Bay is from ora relation as
aforesaid.  Other proofs of the veracity of this chronicle
have escaped my recollection.

T. H.

October 1895.
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THE TRUMPET-MAJOR

WHAT WAS SEEN
FROM THE WNDOW

OVERLOOKING THE DOWN

I

TN the days of high-waistecl and muslin-gowned women,
when the vast amount of soldiering going on in the
country was a cause of much trembling to the sex, there
lived in a village near the Wessex coast two ladies of
good report, though unfortunately of limited means.
The elder was,a Mrs. Martha Garland, a landscape-
painter's widow, and the other was her only daughter
Anne.

Anne was fair, very fair, in a poetica sense ; but in
complexion she was of that 'particular tint between
blonde and brunette which is inconveniently left with-
out a name." Her eyes were honest and inquiring, her
mouth cleanly cut and yet not classical, the middle
point of her upper lip scarcely descending so far as it
should have done by rights, so that at the merest
pleasant thought, not to mention a smile, portions of
two or three white teeth were uncovered whether she
would or not. Some people said that this was very
attractive.  She was graceful and slender, and, though
but little above five feet in height, could draw herself up
to look tall.  In her manner, in her comings and goings,
in her "Il do this' or "Il do that, 'she combined
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THE TRUMPET-MAJOR

dignity with sweetness as no other girl could do; and
any impressionable stranger youths who passed by were
led to yearn for a windfall of speech from her, and to
e at the same time that they would not get it. In
short, beneath al that was charming and simple in this
young woman there lurked a real firmness, unperceived
at first, as the speck of colour lurks unperceived in the
heart of the palest parsley flower.

She wore a white handkerchief to cover her white
neck, and a cap on her head with a pink ribbon round
it, tied in a bow at the front. She had a great variety
of these cap-ribbons, the young men being fond of
sending them to her as presents until they fell definitely
in love with a special sweetheart elsewhere, when they
left off doing so. Between the border of her cap and
her forehead were ranged a row of round brown curls,
like swallows' nests under eaves.

She lived with her widowed mother in a portion of
an ancient building formerly a manor-house, but now a
mill, which, being too large for his own requirements,
the miller had found it convenient to divide and appro-
priate in part to these highly respectable tenants. In
this dwelling Mrs. Garland's and Anne's ears were
soothed morning, noon, and night by the music of the
mill, the wheels and cogs of which, being of wood, pro-
duced notes that might have borne in their minds a
remote resemblance to the wooden tones of the stopped
diapason in an organ. Occasionally, when the miller
was holting, there was added to these continuous sounds
the cheerful clicking of the hopper, which did not de-
prive them of rest except when it was kept going all
night; and over and above al this they had the pleasure
of knowing that there crept in through every crevice,
door, and window of their dwelling, however tightly
closed, a subtle mist of superfine flour from the grinding-
room, quite invisible, but making its presence known in
the course of time by giving a pallid and ghostly look
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THE TRUMPET-MAJOR

to the best furniture. The miller frequently apologized
to his tenants for the intrusion of this insidious dry fog;
but the widow was of a friendly and thankful nature, and
she said that she did not mind it at all, being as it was,
not nasty dirt, but the blessed staff of life.

"By good-humour of this sort, and in other ways,
Mrs. Garland acknowledged her friendship for her neigh-
bour, with whom Anne and herself associated to an
extent which she never could have anticipated when,
tempted by the lowness of the rent, they first removed
thither after her husband's death from a larger house at
the other end of the village. Those who have lived in
remote places where there is what is called no society
will comprehend the gradual levelling of distinctions
that went on in this case at some sacrifice of gentility
on the part of one household. The widow was some-
times sorry to find with what readiness Anne caught
up some dialect-word or accent from the miller and his
friends; but he was so good and true-hearted a man,
and she so easy-minded, unambitious a woman, that she
would not make life a solitude for fastidious reasons.
More than all, she had good ground for thinking
that the miller secretly admired her, and this added a
piquancy to the situation.

Onafine summer morning, when the leaveswerewarm
under the sun, and the more industrious bees abroad,
diving into every blue and red cup that could possibly
be considered a flower, Anne was sitting at the back
window of her mother's portion of the house, measuring
out lengths of worsted for a fringed rug that she was
making, which lay, about three-quarters finished, beside
her. The work, though chromatically brilliant, was
tedious : a hearth-rug was a thing which nobody worked
at from morning to night; it was taken up and put
down; it was in the char, on the floor, across the
hand rail, under the bed, kicked here, kicked there,
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THE TRUMPET-MAJOR

rolled away in the closet, brought out again, and so on,
more capriciously perhaps than any other home-mad2
article. ' Nobody was expected to finish a rug within
a calculable period, and the wools of the beginning
became faded and historical before the end was reachedi
A sense of this inherent nature of worsted-work rather
than idleness led Anne to look rather frequently from
the open casement.

Immediately before her was the large, smooth mill-
pond, ovei-full, and intruding into the hedgeand into the
rond. 'The water, with its flowing leaves and spots of
froth, was stealing away, like Time, under the dark arch,
to tumble over the great slimy wheel within.' On the
other side of the mill-pond was an open place called the
Cross, because it was three-quarters of one, two lanes
and a cattle-drive meeting there. It was the general
rendezyousand arena of the surrounding village. Behind
this a steep dlope rose high into the sky, merging in a
wide and open down, now littered with sheep newly
shorn.  The upland by its height completely sheltered
the mill and village from north winds, making summers
of springs, reducing winters to autumn temperatures,
and permitting myrtle to flourish in the open air.

The heaviness of noon pervaded the scene, and under
its influence the sheep had ceased to feed.  Nobody
was standing at the Cross, the few inhabitants being
indoors at their dinner. No human being was on the
down, and no human eye or interest but Anne's seemed
to be concerned with it. The bees still worked on, and
the butterflies did not rest from roving, their smallness
seeming to shield them from the stagnating effect that
this turning moment of day had on larger creatures.
Otherwise dl was till.

The girl glanced at the clown and the sheep for no
particular reason; the steep margin of turf and daisies
rising above the roofs, chimneys, apple-trees, and church
tower of the hamlet around her, bounded the view from
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THE TRUMPET-MAJOR

account with a concern that people often show about
temporal phenomena when such matters can affect them
but a short time longer. ' You'll wak into the mill-
pond!" said Anne. 'What are they doing? You were
a soldier many years ago, and ought to know.'

'Don't ask rne, Misess Anne' said the military
relic, depositing his body against the wall one limb
at a time ' | were only in the foot, ye know, and
never had a clear understanding of horses. Ay, | be a
old man, and of no judgment now." Some additional
pressure, however, caused him to search further in his
worm-eaten magazine of ideas, and he found that he did
know in a dim irresponsible way. The soldiers must
have come there to camp: those men they had seen
first were the markers: they had come on before the
rest to measure out the ground. He who had accom-
panied them was the quartermaster. 'And so you see
they have got al the lines marked out by the time the
regiment have come up,’ he added. ' And then they
will—well-a-deary! who'd ha supposed that Overcombe
would see such a day as this!"

" And then they will—'

' Then— Ah, it's gone from me again!'" sad
Simon. 'O, and then they will raise their tents, you
know, and picket their horses. That was it; so it
was.'

By this time the column of horse had ascended into
full view, and they formed a lively spectacle as they rode
along the high ground in marching order, backed by the
pale blue sky, and lit by the southerly sun. Their uni-
form was bright and attractive; white buckskin panta-
loons, three-quarter boots, scarlet shakos set off with
lace, mustachios waxed to a needle point; and above
al, those richly ornamented blue jackets mantled with
the historic pelisse—that fascination to women, and
encumbrance to the wearers themselves.

" Tis the York Hussars! * sad Simon Burden,
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THE TRUMPET-MAJOR

brightening like a dying ember fanned. Foreigners
to a man, and enrolled long since my time. But as
good hearty comrades, they say, as you'll find in the
King's service.'

"Here are more and different ones’ said Mrs.
Garland.

Other troops had, during the last few minutes, been
ascending the down at a remoter point, and now drew
near. These were of different weight and build from
the others; lighter men, in helmet hats, with white
plumes.

"1 don't know which | like best,’ said Anne. ' These,
| think, after all.'

Simon, who had been looking hard at the latter, now
said that they were the th Dragoons.

" All Englishmen they.' said the old man. ' They lay
at Budmouth barracks a few years ago.'

' They did. | remember it,’ said Mrs. Garland,

" And lots of the chaps about here 'listed at the time,’
said Simon. ‘| can cdl to mind that there was—ah,
'tis gone from me again! However, al that's of little
account now.'

The dragoons passed in front of the lookers-on as
the others had done, and their gay plumes, which had
hung lazily during the ascent, swung to northward as
they reached the top, showing that on the summit a
fresh breeze blew. ' But look across there,' said Anne.
There had entered upon the down from another direc-
tion several battalions of foot, in white kerseymere
breeches and cloth gaiters. They seemed to be weary
from along march, the original black of their gaiters
and boots being whity-brown with dust. Presently came
regimental waggons, and the private canteen carts which
followed at the end of a convoy.

The space in front of the mill-pond was now occupied
by nearly al the inhabitants of the village, who had
turned out in alarm, and remained for pleasure, their
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eyes lighted up with interest in what they saw; for trap-
pings and regimentals, war horses and men, in towns an
attraction, were here aimost a sublimity.

The troops filed to their lines, dismounted, and in
quick time took off their accoutrements, rolled up their
sheep-skins, picketed and unbitted their horses, and
made ready to erect the tents as soon as they could be
taken from the waggons and brought forward. When
this was done, at a given signal the canvases flew up
from the sod; and thenceforth every man had a place
in which to lay his head.

Though nobody seemed to be looking on but the few
at the window and in the village street, there were, as a
matter of fact, many eyes converging upon that military
arrival in its high and conspicuous position, not to men-
tion the glances of birds and other wild creatures. Men
in distant gardens, women in orchards and at cottage-
doors, shepherds on remote hills, turnip-hoers in blue-
green enclosures miles away, captains with spy-glasses
out at sea, were regarding the picture keenly. Those
three or four thousand men of one machine-like move-
ment, some of them swashbucklers by nature; others,
doubtless, of a quiet shop-keeping disposition who had
inadvertently got into uniform—all of them had arrived
from nobody knew where, and hence were matter of
great curiosity. They seemed to the mere eye to belong
to a different order of beings from those who inhabited
the valleys below. Apparently unconscious and careless
of what al the world was doing elsewhere, they remained
picturesquely engrossed in the business of making them-
selves a habitation on the isolated spot which they had
chosen.

Mrs. Garland was of a festive and sanguine turn of
mind, a woman soon set up and soon set down, and the
coming of the regiments quite excited her.  She thought
there was reason for putting on her best cap, thought
that perhaps there was not; that she would hurry on the
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dinner and go out in the afternoon; then that she would,
after all, do nothing unusual, nor show any silly excite-
ments whatever, since they were unbecoming in a mother
and awidow. Thus circumscribing her intentions till she
was toned down to an ordinary person of forty, Mrs.
Garland accompanied her daughter downstairs to dine,
saying, ' Presently we will call on Miller Loveday, and
hear what he thinks of it dl." ~



THE TRUMPET-MAJOR

SOMEPODY KNOCKS

AND COMES IN

MILLER LOVEDAY was the representative of an
ancient family of corn-grinders whose history is lost in
the mists of antiquity. His ancestral line was contem-
poraneous with that of De Ros, Howard, and De, La
Zouche; but, awing to some trifling deficiency in the
possessions of the house of Loveday, the individual names
and intermarriages of its members were not recorded
during the Middle Ages, and thus their private lives in
any given century were uncertain. But it was known
that the family had formed matrimonial alliances with
farmers not so very small, and once with a gentleman-
tanner, who had for many years purchased after their death
the horses of the most aristocratic persons in the county
—fiery steeds that earlier in their career had been valued
at many hundred guineas.

"It was also ascertained that Mr, Loveday's great-
grandparents had been eight in number, and his great-
great-grandparents sixteen, .every one of whom reached
to years of discretion : at every stage backwards his sires
and gammers thus doubled and doubled till they became
a vast body of Gothic ladies and gentlemen of the rank
known as ceorls or villeins, full of importance to the
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country at large, and ramifying throughout the unwritten
history of England. His immediate father had greatly
improved the value of their residence by building a
new chimney, and setting up an additional pair of mill-
stones. .

Overcombe Mill presented at one end the appear-
ance of a hard-worked house slipping into the river, and
at the other of an idle, genteel place, half-cloaked with
creepers at this time of the year, and having no visible
connexion with flour. It had hips instead of gables,
giving it a round-shouldered look, four chimneyswith
no smoke coming out of them, two zigzag cracks in the
wall, several open windows, with a looking-glass here
and thereinside, showing its warped back to the passer-
by ; snowy dimity curtains waving in the draught; two
mill doors, one above the other, the upper enabling a
person to step out upon nothing at a height of ten
feet from the ground; a gaping arch vomiting the river,
and a lean, long-nosed fellow looking out from the
mill doorway, who was the hired grinder, except when
a bulging fifteen stone man occupied the same place,
namely, the miller himself.

Behind the mill door, and invisible to the mere way-
farer who did not visit the family, were chalked addition
and subtraction sums, many of them originally done
wrong, and the figures half rubbed out and corrected,
noughts being turned into nines, and ones into twos.
These were the miller's private calculations. There
were also chalked in the same place rows and rows of
strokes like open palings, representing the calculations
of the grinder, who in his youthful ciphering studies
had not gone so far as Arabic figures.

In the court in front were two worn-out millstones,
made useful again by being let in level with the ground,
Here people stood to smoke and consider things in
muddy weather; and cats slept on the clean surfaces
when it was hot. In the large stubbard-tree at the
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corner of the garden was erected a pole of larch fir,
which the miller had bought with others at a sale of
small timber in Darner's Wood one Christmas week.
It rose from the upper boughs of the tree to about the
height of a fisherman's mast, and on the top was a vane
in the form of a sailor with his arm stretched out.
When the sun shone upon this figure it could be seen
that the greater part of his countenance was gone, and
the paint washed from his body so far as to* reved
that he had been a soldier in red before he became a
sailor in blue. The image had, in fact, been John, one
of our coming characters, and was then turned into
Robert, another of them. This revolving piece of
statuary could not, however, be rdied on as a vane,
owing to the neighbouring hill, which formed variable
currents in the wind.

The leafy and quieter wing of the mill-house was the
part occupied by Mrs. Garland and her daughter, who
made up in summer-time for the narrowness of their
quarters by overflowing into the garden on stools and
chairs. Theparlour or dining-room had a stone floor—
a fact which the widow sought to disguise by double
carpeting, lest the standing of Anne and herself should
be lowered in the public eye. Here now the mid-day
meal went lightly and mincingly on, as it does where
there is no greedy carnivorous man to keep the dishes
about, and was hanging on the close when somebody
entered the passage as far as the chink of the parlour
door, and tapped. This proceeding was probably
adopted to kindly avoid giving trouble to Susan, the
neighbour's pink daughter, who helped at Mrs. Gar-
land's in the mornings, but was at that moment particu-
larly occupied in standing on the water-butt and gazing
at the soldiers, with an inhaling position of the mouth
and circular eyes.

There was a flutter in the little dining-room—the
sensitiveness of habitual solitude - makes hearts beat for
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preternaturally small reasons—and a guessing as to who
the visitor might be. It was some military gentleman
from the camp perhaps? No; that was impossible.
It was the parson? No; he would not come at
dinner-time. It was the well-informed man who
travelled with drapery and the best Birmingham ear-
rings? Not at all; his time was not till Thursday at
three.  Before they could think further the visitor
moved forward another step, and the diners got a
glimpse of him through the same friendly chink that
had afforded him a view of the Garland dinner-table.
O! itis only Loveday.'

This approximation to nobody was the miller above
mentioned, a hale man of fifty-five or sixty—hale al
through, as many were in those days, and not merely
.veneered with purple by exhilarating victuals and drinks,
though the latter were not at al despised by him. "His
face was indeed rather pale than otherwise, for he had
just come from the mill. It was capable of immense
changes of expression: mobility was its essence, a roll
of flesh forming a buttress to his nose on each side,
and a deep ravine lying between his lower lip and the
tumulus represented by his chin. These fleshy lumps
moved stealthily, as if of their own accord, whenever
his fancy was tickled,"

His eyes having lighted on the table-cloth, plates,
and viands, he found himself in a position which had
a sensible awkwardness for a modest man who always
liked to enter only at seasonable times the presence of
a girl of such pleasantly soft ways as Anne Garland,
she who could make apples seem like peaches, and
throw over her shillings the glamour of guineas when
she paid him for flour.

' Dinner is over, neighbour Loveday ; please come
in,' said the widow, seeing his case. The miller said
something about coming in presently ; but Anne pressed
him to stay, with a tender motion of her lip as it played
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on the verge of a solicitous smile without quite lapsing
into one—her habitual manner when speaking.

Loveday took off his low-crowned hat and advanced.
He had not come about pigs or fowls this time. 'You
have been looking out, like the rest o' us, no doubt,
Mrs. Garland, at the mampus of soldiers that have
come upon the down? Wdl, "one of the horse regi-
ments is the th Dragoons, my son John's regiment,
you know.'

The announcement, though it interested them, did
not create such an effect as the father of John had
seemed to anticipate; but Anne, who liked to say
pleasant things, replied, ' The dragoons looked nicer
than the foot, or the German cavalry either.’

' They are a handsome body of men," said the miller
in a disinterested, voice. ' Faith! | didn't know they
were coming, though it may be in the newspaper dl the
time. But old Derriman keeps it so long that we never
know things till they be in everybody's mouth.'

This Derriman was a squireen living near, who was
chiefly distinguished in the present warlike time by
having a nephew in the yeomanry.

' We were told that the yeomanry went along the
turnpike road yesterday,’ said Anne; ‘and they say
that they were a pretty sight, and quite soldierly.'

" Ah! well—they be not regulars,’ said Miller Love-
day, keeping back harsher criticism as uncalled for.
But inflamed by the arrival of the dragoons, which had
been the exciting cause of his cal, his mind would not
go to yeomanry. 'John has not been home these five
years,' he said.

" And what rank does he hold now ?' said the widow.

' He's trumpet-major, ma'am; ‘and a good musician.'
The miller, who was a good father, went on to explain
that John had seen some service, too. He had enlisted
when the regiment was lying in this neighbourhood,
more than eeven years before, which put his father out
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of temper with him, as he had wished him to follow on
at the mill.  But as the lad had enlisted seriously, and
as he had often said that he would be a soldier, the
miller had thought that he would let Jack take his
chance in the profession of his choice.

Loveday had two sons, and the second was now
brought into the conversation by a remark of Anne's
that neither of them seemed to care for the miller's
business.

' No,' said Loveday in a less buoyant tone. ' Robert,
you see, must needs go to sea

' He is much younger than his brother ? said Mrs.
Garland.

About four years, the miller told her. His soldier
son was two-and-thirty, and Bob was twenty-eight.
When Bob returned from his present voyage, he was to
be persuaded to stay and assist as grinder in the mill,
and go to sea no more.

" A sailor-miller!" said Anne.

" O, he knows as much about mill business as | do,
said Loveday; 'he was intended for it, you know, like
John. But, bless me!" he continued, ' | am before my
story. I'm come more particularly to ask you, maam,
and you, Anne my honey, if you will join me and a few
friends at a leetle homely supper that | shdl gi'e to
please the chap now he's come? | can do no less than
have a bit of a randy, as the saying is, now that he's
here safe and sound.'

Mrs. Garland wanted to catch her daughters eye;
she was in some doubt about her answer. - But Anne's
eye was not to be caught, for she hated hints, nods,
and calculations of any kind in matters which should
be regulated by impulse; and the matron replied, ' If
s0 be 'tis possible, well be there. You will tell us
the day?'

He would, as soon as he had seen son John.
" "Twill be rather untidy, you know, owing to my having
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no womenfolks in the house; and my man David isa
poor dunder-headed feller for getting up a feast. Poor
chap! his sight is bad, that's true, and he's very good
at making the beds, and oiling the legs of the chairs
and other furniture, Or | should have got rid of him
years ago.'

"You should have a woman to attend to the house,
Loveday,' said the widow.

'Yes, | should, but—. Wadll, 'tis a fine day, neigh-
bours. Hark! | fancy | hear the noise of pots and
pans up at the camp, or my ears deceive me. Poor
fellows, they must be hungry! Good day t'ye, maam.’
And the miller went away.

All that afternoon Overcombe continued in aferment'
of interest in the military investment, which brought the
excitement of an invasion without the strife. There
were great discussions on the merits and appearance
of the soldiery. The event opened up to the girls un-
bounded possibilities of adoring and being adored, and
to the young men an embarrassment of dashing acquaint-
ances which quite superseded falling in love. Thirteen
of these lads incontinently stated within the space of a
quarter of an hour that there was nothing in the world
like going for a soldier. The young women stated little,
but perhaps thought the more; though, in justice, they
glanced round towards the encampment from the cor-
ners of their blue and brown eyes in the most demure
and modest manner that could be desired. ’

In the evening the village was lively with soldiers
wives; a tree full of starlings would not have rivalled
the chatter that was going on. These ladies were very
brilliantly dressed, with more regard for colour than for
material. Purple, red, and blue bonnets were numerous,
with bunches of cocks feathers; and one had on an
Arcadian hat of green sarcenet, turned up in front to
show her cap underneath. It had once belonged to an
officer's lady, and was not so much stained, except where
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the occasional storms of rain, incidental to a military
life, had caused the green to run and stagnate in curious
watermarks like peninsulas and islands. Some of the
prettiest of these butterfly wives had been fortunate
enough to get lodgings in the cottages, and were thus
spared the necessity of living in huts and tents on the
down. Those who had not been so fortunate were not
rendered more amiable by the success of their sisters-
in-arms, and caled them names which brought forth
retorts and rejoinders; till the end of these alternative
remarks seemed dependent upon the close of the day.

One of these new arrivals, who had a rosy nose and
a slight thickness of voice, which, as Anne said, she
couldn't help, poor thing, seemed to have seen so much
of the world, and to have been in so many campaigns,
that Anne would have liked to take her into their own
house, so as to acquire some of that practical know-
ledge of the history of England which the lady possessed,
and which could not be got from books. But the
narrowness of Mrs. Garland's rooms absolutely forbade
this, and the houseless treasury of experience was obliged
to look for quarters elsewhere.

That night Anne retired early to bed. The events of
the day, cheerful as they were in themselves, had been
unusual enough to give her a dight headache. Before
getting into bed she went to the window, and lifted the
white curtains that hung across it. The moon was
shining, though not as yet into the valley, but just peep-
ing above the ridge of the down, where the white cones
of the encampment were softly touched by its light.
The quarter-guard and foremost tents showed themselves
prominently; but the body of the camp, the officers
tents, kitchens, canteen, and appurtenances in the rear
were blotted out by the ground, because of its height
above her.  She could discern the forms of one or two
sentries moving to and fro across the disc of the moon
at intervals. She could hear the frequent shuffling and
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tossing of the horses tied to the pickets ; and in the
other diiection the miles-long voice of the sea, whisper-
ing a louder note at those points of its length where
hampered in its ebb and flow by some jutting promon-
tory or group of boulders. Louder sounds suddenly
broke this approach to silence; they came from the
camp of dragoons, were taken up further to the right by
the camp of the Hanoverians, and further on still by the
body of infantry. It was tattoo. Feeling no desire to
deep, she listened yet longer, looked at Charles's Wain
swinging over the church tower, and the moon ascending
higher and higher over the right-hand streets of tents,
where, instead of parade and bustle, there was nothing
going on but snores and dreams, the tired soldiers lying
by this time under their proper canvases, radiating like
spokes from the pole of each tent.

At last Anne gave up thinking, and retired like the
rest. The night wore on, and, except the occasional
All's well" of the sentries, no voice was heard in the
camp or in the village below.
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THE MILL BECOMES
AN IMPORTANT CENTRE

OF OPERATIONS

1 HE next morning Miss Garland awoke with an im-
pression that something more than usual was going on,
and she recognized as soon as she could clearly reason
that the proceedings, whatever they might be, lay not
far away from her bedroom window. The sounds were
chiefly those of pickaxes and shovels. Anne got up,
and, lifting the corner of the curtain about an inch,
peeped out.

A number of soldiers were busily engaged in making
a zigzag path down the incline from the camp to the
river-head at the back of the house, and judging from
the quantity of work already got through they must
have begun very early. Squads of men were working
at several equidistant pointsin the proposed pathway,
and by the time that Anne had dressed herself each
section of the length had been connected with those
above and below it, so that a continuous and easy track
was formed from the crest of the dowr to the bottom of
the steep. o

The down rested on a bed of solid chalk, and the
surface exposed by the roadmakers formed a white
ribbon, serpenting from top to bottom.
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Then the relays of working soldiers al disappeared ;
and, not long after, atroop of dragoons in watering order
rode forward at the top and began to wind down the
new path. They came lower and closer, and at last were
immediately beneath her window, gathering themselves
up on the space by the mill-pond. A number of the
horses entered it at the shallow part, drinking and splash-
ing and tossing about. Perhaps as many as thirty, half
of them with riders on their backs, were in the water at
one time; the thirsty animals drank, stamped, flounced,
and drank again, letting the clear, cool water dribble
[uxuriously from their mouths. Miller Loveday was |ook-
ing on from over his garden hedge, and many admiring
villagers were gathered around.

Gazing up higher, Anne saw other troops descending
by the new road from the camp, those which had already
been to the pond making room for these by withdrawing
along the village lane and returning to the top by a
circuitous route.

Suddenly the miller exclaimed, as in fulfilment of ex-
pectation, ' Ah, John, my boy; good morning!" And
thereply of Morning, father,' came from awell-mounted
soldier near him, who did not, however, form one of the
watering party. Anne could not sec his face very clearly,
but she had no doubt that this was John Loveday.

There were tones in the voice which reminded her of
old times, those of her very infancy, when Johnny Love-
day had been top boy in the village school, and had
wanted to learn painting of her father. The deeps and
shallows of the mill-pond being better known to him
than to any other man in the camp, he had apparently
come down on that account, and was cautioning some of
thr;eaélorsemen against riding too far in towards the mill-

Since her childhood and his enlistment Anne had seen
him only once, and then but casually, when he was home
on a short furlough. His figure was not much changed
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from what it had been; but the many sunrises and sun-
sets which had passed since that clay, developing her
from a comparative child to womanhood, had abstracted
some of his angularities, reddened his skin, and given
him a foreign look. It was interesting to see what years
of training and service had done for this man. Few
would have supposed that the white and the blue
coats of miller and soldier covered the forms of father
and son.

Before the last troop of dragoons rode off they were
welcomed in a body by Miller Loveday, who still stood
in his outer garden, this being aplot lying below the mill-
tail, and stretching to the water-side. It was just the
time of year when cherries are ripe, and hang in clusters
under their dark leaves. While the troopers loitered on
their horses, and chatted to the miller across the stream,
he gathered bunches of the fruit, and held them up over
the garden hedge for the acceptance of anybody who
would have them; whereupon the soldiers rode into the
water to where it had washed holes in the garden bank,
and, reining their horses there, caught the cherries in
their forage-caps, or received bunches of them on the
ends of their switches, with the dignified laugh that
became martial men when stooping to slightly boyish
amusement. It was a cheerful, careless, unpremeditated
half-hour, which returned like the scent of a flower to the
memories of some of those who enjoyed it, even a a
distance of many years after, when they lay wounded
and weak in foreign lands.

Then dragoons and horses whedled off as the others
had done; and troops of the German Legion next came
down and entered in panoramic procession the space
below Anne's eyes, as if on purpose to gratify her.
These were notable by their mustachios, and queues
wound tightly with brown ribbon to the level of their
broad shoulder-blades. They were charmed, as the
others had been, by the head and neck of Miss Garland
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While the mother and daughter were upstairs dress-
ing, and saying laughingly to each other, 'Well, we
must go now," as if they hadn't wished to go al the
evening, other steps were heard in the passage; and
the miller cried from below, 'Your pardon, Mrs. Gar-
land; but my son John has come to help fetch ye
Shall | ask him in till ye be ready ?

" Certainly; | shal be down in aminute," screamed
Anne's mother in a slanting voice towards the staircase.

When she descended, the outline of the trumpet-
major appeared half-way down the passage. ' This is
John," said the miller simply. 'John, you can mind
Mrs. Martha Garland very well ?

" Very well, indeed," said the dragoon, coming in a
little further. "1 should have called to see her last time,
but | was only home a week. How is your little girl,
maam ?'

Mrs. Garland said Anne was quite well. ' She is
grown-up now. She will be down in a moment.'

There was a slight noise of military heels without
the door, at which the trumpet-major went and put his
head outside, and said, ' All right—coming in a minute,'
when voices in the darkness replied, ' No hurry.'

' More friends ?" said Mrs. Garland.

'O, it is only Buck and Jones come to fetch me,
sad the soldier. ' Shall 1 ask 'em in a minute, Mrs.
Garland, maam ?

'O yes' sad the lady; and the two interesting
forms of Trumpeter Buck and Saddler-sergeant Jones
then came forward in the most friendly manner; where-
upon other steps were heard without, and it was dis-
covered that Sergeant-master-tailor Brett and Farrier-
extraordinary Johnson were outside, having come to
fetch Messrs. Buck and Jones, as Buck and Jones had
come to fetch the trumpet-major.

Asthere seemed a possibility of Mrs. Garland's small
passage being choked up with human figures personally
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unknown to her, she was relieved to hear Anne coming
downstairs.

* Here's my little girl,' said Mrs. Garland, and the
trumpet-major looked with a sort of awe upon the muslin
apparition who came forward, and stood quite dumb
before her. Anne recognized him as the trooper she
had seen from her window, and welcomed him kindly.
There was something in his honest face which made her
feel instantly at home with him.

At this frankness of manner Loveday—who was not
a ladies man—blushed, and made some alteration in
his bodily posture, began a sentence which had no end,
and showed quite a boy's embarrassment. Recovering
himself, he politely offered his arm, which Anne took
with avery pretty grace. He conducted her through his
comrades, who glued themselves perpendicularly to the
wall to let her pass, and then they went out of the door,
her mother following with the miller, and supported by
the body of troopers, the latter walking with the usual
cavary gait, as if their thighs were rather too long for
them. Thus they crossed the threshold of the mill-house
and up the passage, the paving of which was worn into
a gutter by the ebb and flow of feet that had been going
on there ever since Tudor times,



THE TRUMPET-MAJOR

WHO II"ERE PRESENT
AT THE MILLERS

LITTLE ENTERTAINMENT

v

WHEN the group entered the presence of the company
alull in the conversation was caused by the sight of new
visitors, and (of course) by the charm of Anne's appear
ance ; until the old men, who had daughters of their own,
perceiving that she was only a half-formed girl, resumed
their tales and toss-potting with unconcern.

Miller Loveday had fraternized with half the soldiers
in the camp since their arrival, and the effect of this
upon his party was striking—both chromatically and
otherwise, Those among the guests who first attracted
the eye were the sergeants and sergeant-majors of Love-
day's regiment, fine hearty men, who sat facing the
candles, entirely resigned to physical comfort. Then
there were other non-commissioned officers, a German,
two Hungarians, and a Swede, from the foreign hussars
—young men with alook of sadness on their faces, as if
they did not much like serving so far from home. All
of them spoke English fairly well. Old age was repre-
sented by Simon Burden the pensioner, and the shady side
of fifty by Corpora Tullidge, his friend and neighbour,
who was hard of hearing, and sat with his hat on over a
red cotton handkerchief that was wound several times
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round his head. These two veterans were employed as
watchers at the neighbouring beacon, which had lately
been erected by the Lord-Lieutenant for firing whenever
the descent on the coast should be made. They lived in
a little hut on the hill, close by the heap of faggots; but
to-night they had found deputies to watch in their stead.

On a lower plane of experience and qualifications
came neighbour James Comfort, of the Volunteers, a
soldier by courtesy, but a blacksmith by rights; aso
William Tremlett and Anthony Cripplestraw, of the local
forces. The two latter men of war were dressed merely
as villagers, and looked upon the regulars from a humble
position in the background. The remainder of the party
was made up of a neighbouring dairyman or two, and their
wives, invited by the miller, as Anne was glad to see, that
she and her mother should not be the only women there.

The elder Loveday apologized in a whisper to Mrs.
Garland for the presence of the inferior villagers. ' But
as they are learning to be brave defenders of their home
and country, ma'am, as fast as they can master the drill,
and have worked for me off and on these many years,
I've asked 'em in, and thought you'd excuse it.'

' Certainly, Miller Loveday," said the widow.

" And the same of old Burden and Tullidge. They
have served well and long in the Foot, and even now
have a hard time of it up at the beacon in wet weather.
So after giving them a mea in the kitchen | just asked
‘em in to hear the singing. They faithfully promise that
as soon as ever the gunboats appear in view, and they
have fired the beacon, to run down here first, in case we
shouldn't see it. 'Tis worth while to be friendly with
'em, you see, though their tempers be queer.'

" Quite worth while, miller," said she.

Anne was rather embarrassed by the presence of the
regular military in such force, and at first confined her
words to the dairymen's wives she was acquainted with,
and to the two old soldiers of the parish.
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"Why didn't ye speak to me afore, chiel ? said one
of these, Corporal Tullidge, the elderly man with the
hat, while she was talking to old Simon Burden. 'l
met ye in the lane yesterday,' he added reproachfully,
" but ye didn't notice me at all.'

'| am very sorry,,for it,' she said; hut, being afraid
to shout in such a company, the effect of her remark
upon the corporal was as if she had not spoken at al.

"You was coming along with yer head full of some
high notions or other no doubt,' continued the uncom-
promising corporal in the same loud voice. ' Ah, 'tis
the young bucks that get dl the notice nowadays, and
old folks are quite forgot! | can mind well enough how
young Bob Loveday used to lie in wait for ye.

Anne blushed deeply, and stopped his too excursive
discourse by hastily saying that she always respected old
folks like him.  The corporal thought she inquired why
he always kept his hat on, and answered that it was
because his head was injured at Valenciennes,' in July,
Ninety-three. 'Weweretrying to bomb down the tower,
and a piece of the shell struck me. | was no more nor
less than a dead man for two days. If it hadn't a been
for that and my smashed arm | should have come home
none the worse for my five-and-twenty years' service.'

"You have got a silver plate let into yer head, haven't
ye, corpel ? said Anthony Cripplestraw, who had drawn
near. * | have heard that the way they morticed yer
skull was a beautiful piece of workmanship. Perhaps
the young woman would like to see the place? 'Tis
a curious sight, Misess Anne; you don't see such a
wownd every day.'

"No, thank you." said Anne hurriedly, dreading, as
did al the young people of Overcombe, the spectacle of
the corpora uncovered. He had never been seen in
public without the hat and the handkerchief since his
return in Ninety-four; and strange stories were told of
the ghastliness of his appearance bare-headed, a little
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boy who had accidentally beheld him going to bed in
that state having been frightened into fits.

"Wadll, if the young woman don't want to see yer
head, maybe shed like to hear yer arm?' continued
Cripplestraw, earnest to please her.

' Hey ?' said the corporal.

"Your arm hurt too ? cried Anne.

"Knocked to a pummy at the same time as my
head,’ said Tullidge dispassionately.

" Rattle yer arm, corpel, and show her/ said Cripple-
straw.

' Yes, sure,' sad the corporal, raising the limb slowly,
as if the glory of exhibition had lost some of its novelty,
though he was willing to oblige. Twisting it mercilessly
about with his right hand he produced a crunching
among the bones at every motion, Cripplestraw seeming
to derive great satisfaction from the ghastly sound.

"How very shocking!" said Anne, painfully anxious
for him to leave off.

'O, it don't hurt him, bless ye. Do it, corpe ?
sad Cripplestraw.

' Not a bit,' sad the corporal, still working his arm
with great energy.

' There's no life in the bones at al. No life in 'em,
| tell her, corpel!

" None a al.

"They be as loose as a bag of ninepins,' explained
Cripplestraw in continuation. 'You can fed 'em quite
plain, Misess Anne. If ye would like to, hell undo
his deeve in a minute to oblege ye ?

'O no, no, please not! | quite understand,’ said
the young woman.

"Do she want to hear or see any more, or don't
she? the corporal inquired, with a sense that his time
was getting wasted.

Anne explained that she did not on any account:
and managed to escape from the corner.
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THE SONG AND
THE STRANGER

v

1 HE trumpet-major now contrived to place himself
near her, Anne's presence having evidently been a great
pleasure to him since the moment of hisfirst seeing her.
She was quite at her ease with him, and asked him if he
thought that Buonapaite would really come during the
summer, and many other questions which the gallant
dragoon could not answer, but which he nevertheless
liked to beasked. William Tremlett, who had not enjoyed
a sound night's rest since the First Consul's menace
had become known, pricked up his ears at sound of this
subject, and inquired if anybody had seen the terrible
flat-bottomed boats that the enemy were to cross in.

"My brother Robert saw several of them paddliing
about the shore the last time he passed the Straits of
Dover,' said the trumpet-major; and he further startled
the company by informing them that there were sup-
posed to be more than fifteen hundred of these boats,
and that they would carry a hundred men apiece. So
that a descent of one hundred and fifty thousand men
might be expected any day as soon as Boney had
brought his plans to bear.

"Lord ha mercy upon us!" said William Tremlett.
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' The night-time is when they will theyit, if they try it
at all,’ said old Tullidge, in the tone of one whose watch
at the beacon must, in the nature of things, have given
him comprehensive views of the situation. ' It is my
belief that the point they will choose for making the
shore is just over there,' and he nodded with indifference
towards a section of the coast at a hideous nearness to
the house in which they were assembled, whereupon
Fencible Tremlett, and Cripplestraw of the Locals, tried
to show no signs of trepidation.

" When d'ye think ‘'twill be? said Volunteer Com-
fort, the blacksmith.

"1 can't answer to a day,' said the corporal, ' but it
will certainly be in a down-channel tide; and instead of
pulling hard against it, hell let his boats drift, and that
will bring 'em right into Budmouth Bay. 'Twill be a
beautiful stroke of war, if so be 'tis quietly done!"

' Beautiful,' said Cripplestraw, moving inside his
clothes. ' But how if we should be al abed, corp'e ?
You can't expect a man to be brave in his shirt, especi-
aly we Locas, that have only got so far as shoulder
fire-locks.'

' He's not coming this summer. Hell never come
a al,' sad a tall sergeant-major decisively.

Loveday the soldier was too much engaged in attend-
ing upon Anne and her mother to join in these sur-
mises, bestirring himself to get the ladies some of the
best liquor the house afforded, which had, as a matter
of fact, crossed the Channel as privately as Buonaparte
wished his army to do, and had been landed on a daik
night over the cliff. After this he asked Anne to sing;
but though she had a very pretty voice in private per-
formances of that nature, she declined to oblige him;
turning the subject by making a hesitating inquiry about
his brother Robert, whom he had mentioned just before,

' Robert is as well as ever, thank you, Miss Garland,'
he said. ' He is now mate of the brig Pewit—rather
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young for such a command; but the owner puts great
trust in him." The trumpet-major added, deepening his
thoughts to a profounder view of the person discussed,
Bob is in love!

Anne looked conscious, and listened attentively; but
Loveday did not go on.

"Much?' she asked.

‘| can't exactly say. And the strange part of it is that
he never tells us who thewomanis. Nobody knows at all.'

" He will tell, of course ? said Anne, in the remote
tone of a person with whose sex such matters had no
connexion whatever.

Loveday shook his head, and the fete-a-tete was put
an end to by a burst of singing from one of the sergeants,
who was followed at the end of his song by others, each
giving a ditty in his turn; the singer standing up in
front of the table, stretching his chin well into the air,
as though to abstract every possible wrinkle from his
throat, and then plunging into the melody. When this
was over one of the foreign hussars—the genteel Ger-
man of Miller Loveday's description, who caled himself
a Hungarian, and in reality belonged to no definite
country—performed at Trumpet-major Loveday's request
the series of wild motions that he denominated his
national dance, that Anne might see what it was like.
Miss Garland was the flower of the whole company ; the
soldiers one and dl, foreign and English, seemed to be
quite charmed by her presence, as indeed they well
might be, considering how seldom they came into the
society of such as she.

Anne and her mother were just thinking of retiring
to their own dwelling when Sergeant Stanner of the
—th Foot, who was recruiting at Budmouth, began a
satirical song:—

When law'-yers strive' to heal' a breach’,
And par'-sons prac-tise what' they preach’;
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Then lit'-tle Bo'-ney he'll pounce down',

And march' his men' on Lon'-don town' |

Chorus.—Raoal'-li-cum ro'-rum, tol'-lol-lo'-rum,
Rol'-li-cumro'-rurn,tol'-lol-lay.

When jus-ti-ces' hold equal scales,
And rogues are on'-ly found' injails';
Then lit'tle Bo-ney he"ll pounce down',
And march' his men' on Lon'don town' |

Chorus.—Rol'-h-cumro'-rum,&c.

When rich' men find' their wealth' a curse,
And fill' there-with' the poor' man's purse';
Then lit'-tle Bo'-ney he"ll pounce down',
And march' his men' on Lon'-don town'!

Chorus.—Raoal"-li-cum ro'-rum, &c.

Poor Stanner! In spite of his satire, he fell at the
bloody battle of Albuera a few years after this pleasantly
spent summer at the Georgian watering-place, being
mortally wounded and trampled down by a French
hussar when the brigade was deploying into line under
Beresford.

While Miller Loveday was saying 'Well done, Mr.
Stanner!" at the close of the thirteenth stanza, which
seemed to be the last, and Mr. Stanner was modestly
expressing his regret that he could do no better, a
stentorian voice was heard outside the window shutter
repeating,

Rol"-li-cum ro'-rum, tol'-lol-1o"-rum,
Rol"-li-cumro'-rum, tol'-lol-lay".

The company was silent in a moment at this rein-
forcement, and only the military tried not to look sur-
prised. While al wondered who the singer could be
somebody entered the porch; the door opened, and in
came a young man, about36he size and weight of the
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Farnese Hercules, in the uniform of the yeomanry
cavalry.

" Tis young Squire Derriman, old Mr. Derriman's
nephew," murmured voices in the background.

Without waiting to address anybody, or apparently
seeing who were gathered there, the colossal man waved
his cap above his head and went on in tones that shook
thewindow-panes.—

When hus'-bands with' their wives' agree,
And maids' won't wed' from mod'-es-ty',
Then lit'-tle Bo'-ney he"ll pounce down',
And march' his men' on Lon'-don town' !

Chorus.—Raol'-li-cumro'-ium, tol'-lol-lo'-rum, &c., &c.

It was a verse which had been omitted by the gallant
Stanner, out of respect to the ladies.

The new-comer was red-haired and of florid com-
plexion, and seemed full of a conviction that his whim
of entering must be their pleasure, which for the
moment it was.

" No ceremony, good men al,' he said; 'l was pass-
ing by, and my ear was caught by the singing. | like
singing; 'tis warming and cheering, and shall not be put
down. | should like to hear anybody say otherwise.'

" Welcome, Master Derriman/ said the miller, filling
a glass and handing it to the yeoman. ' Come al the
way from quarters, then? | hardly knowed ye in your
soldier's clothes.  You'd look more natural with a spud
in your hand, sir. | shouldn't ha known ye at all if |
hadn't heard that you were called out.'

' More natural with a spud!'—have a care, miller,
said the young giant, thefire of his complexion increasing
to scarlet. ' don't mean anger, but—but—a soldier's
honour, you know !'

The military in the background laughed a little, and
the yeoman then for the first time discovered that there
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were more regulars present than one. lie looked
momentarily disconcerted, but expanded again to full
assurance.

' Right, right, Master Derriman, no offence—'twas
only my joke' said the genial miller. ' Everbody's a
soldier nowadays. Drink a drap o' this cordial, and
don't mind words!

The young man drank without the least reluctance,
and said, 'Yes, miller, | am caled out. Tis ticklish
times for us soldiers now; we hold our lives in our
hands.—What are those fellows grinning at behind the
table —I say, we do !'

' Staying with your uncle at the farm for a day or
two, Mr. Derriman ?'

"No, no; as | told you, six mile off. Billeted at
Casterbridge. But | have to cal and see the old,
old—'

' Gentleman ?

' Gentleman '—no, skinflint. He lives upon the
sweepings of the barton; ha, ha!" And the speaker's
regular white teeth showed themselves like snow in a
Dutch cabbage. 'Well, well, the profession of arms
makes a man proof against al that. | take things as |
find ‘em.

' Quite right, Master Derriman. Another drop ?*

"No, no. I'll take no more than is good for me—no
man should; so don't tempt me.

The yeoman then saw Anne, and by an unconscious
gravitation went towards her and the other women,
flinging a remark to John Loveday in passing. 'Ah,
Loveday ! | heard you were come; in short, | come o'
purpose to see you. Glad to see you enjoying yourself
at home again.'

The trumpet-major replied civilly, though not without
grimness, for he seemed hardly to like Derriman's
motion towards Anne.

! Widow Garland's daugrggr l—yes, 'tis! surely. You
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once the seat or a family now extinct, and of late years
used as a farmhouse.

Benjamin Derriman, who owned the crumbling place,
had originally been,only the occupier and tenant-farmer
of the fields around.  His wife had brought him a small
fortune, and duririg the growth of their only son there
had been a partition of the Oxwell estate, giving the
fanner, now a widower, the opportunity of acquiring the
building and a small portion of the land attached on ex-
ceptionally low terms.  But two years after the purchase
the boy died, and Derriman's existence was paralyzed
forthwith. It was sad that since that event he had
devised the house and fields to a distant female relative,
to keep them out of the hands of his detested nephew;
but this was not certainly known.

The hall was as interesting as mansions in a state of
declension usually are, as the excellent county history
showed. That popular work in folio contained an old
plate dedicated to the last scion of the original owners,
from which drawing it appeared that in 1750, the date
of publication, the window's were covered with little
scratches like black flashes of lightning; that a horn of
hard smoke came out of each of the twelve chimneys;
that a lady and a lap-dog stood on the lawn in a strenu-
ously walking position; and a substantial cloud and
nine flying birds of no known species hung over the
trees to the north-east.

The rambling and neglected dwelling had dl the
romantic excellencies and practical drawbacks which such
mildewed places share in common with caves, mountains,
wildernesses, glens, and other homes of poesy that people
of taste wish to live and die in. Mustard and cress
could have been raised on the inner plaster of the dewy
walls at any height not exceeding three feet from the floor;
and mushrooms of the most refined and thin-stemmed
kinds grew up through the chinks of the larder paving.
As for the outside, Nature, in the ample time that had
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been given her, had so mingled her filings and efface
rnents with the marks of human wear and tear upon the
house, that it was often hard to say in which of the two
or if in both, any particular obliteration had its origin.
The keenness was gone from the mouldings of the door-
ways, but whether worn out by the rubbing past of in-
numerable people's shoulders, and the moving of their
heavy furniture, or by Time in a grander and more
abstract form, did not appear. The iron stanchions
inside the window-panes were eaten away to the size of
wires at the bottom where they entered the stone, the
condensed breathings of generations having settled there
in pools and rusted them. The panes themselves had
either lost their shine altogether or become iridescent as a
peacock's tail. In the middle of the porch was a vertical
sun-dial, whose gnomon swayed loosely about when the
wind blew, and cast its shadow hither and thither, as
much as to say, 'Here's your fine model dial; here's
any time for any man; | am an old dial; and shiftiness
is the best policy.'

Anne passed under the arched gateway which screened
the main front; over it was the porter's lodge, reached by
a spird darcase.  Across the archway was fixed a row
of wooden hurdles, one of which Anne opened and closed
behind her. Their necessity was apparent as soon as
she got inside. The quadrangle of the ancient pile was
a bed of mud and manure, inhabited by calves, geese,
ducks, and sow pigs surprisingly large, with young ones
surprisingly small. In the groined porch some heifers
were amusing themselves by stretching up their necks
and licking the carved stone capitals that supported the
vaulting. Anne went on to a second and open door,
across which was another hurdle to keep the live stock
from absolute community with theinmates. There being
no knocker, she knocked by means of a short stick which
was laid against the post for that purpose; but nobody at-
tending, she entered the passage, and tried an inner door,
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A dlight noise was heard inside, the door opened
about an inch, amd a strip of decayed face, including the
eye and some forehead wrinkles, appeared within the
crevice.

" Please | have come for the paper,’ said Anne.

" O, isityou, dear Anne?' whined theinmate, opening
the door a little further, 'I could hardly get to the
door to open it, | am so weak.'

The speaker was a wizened old gentleman, in a coat
the colour of his farmyard, breeches of the same hue,
unbuttoned at the knees, revealing a bit of leg above his
storking and a dazzlingly white shirt-frill to compensate
for this untidiness below. The edge of his skull round
his eye-sockets was visible through the skin, and he
had a mouth whose corners made towards the back
of his head on the slightest provocation. He walked
with great apparent difficulty bark into the room, Anne
following him.

Y Well, you can have the paper if you want it; but
you never give me much time to see what's in en!
Here's the paper.’ He held it out, but before she could
take it he drew it back again, saying, '| have not had
niy share o' the paper by a good deal, what with my
weak sight, and people coming so soon for en. | ama
poor put-upon soul; but my " Duty of Man" will be left
to me when the newspaper is gone,’ And he sank into
his chair with an air of exhaustion.

Anne said that she did not wish to take the paper if
he had not done with it, and that she was realy later
in the week than usual, owing to the soldiers.

' Soldiers, yes—rot the soldiers! And now hedges
will be broke, and hens' nests robbed, and sucking-pigs
stole, and | don't know what al. Who's to pay for't,
sure? | reckon that because the soldiers be come you
don't mean to be kind enough to read to me what |
hadn't time to read myself.'

She would read if he wished, she said; she was in
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no hurry. And sitting herself down she unfolded the
paper.

""" Dinner a Cariton House" ?'

"No, faith.  Tis nothing to I.

' " Defence of the country " ?'

"Ye may read that if ye will. | hope there will be
no billeting in this parish, or any wild work of that
sort; for what would a poor old lamiger like myself do
with soldiers in his house, and nothing to feed 'em with ?*

Anne began reading, and continued at her task
nearly ten minutes, when she was interrupted by the
appearance in the quadrangular slough without of a
large figure in the uniform of the yeomanry cavalry.

" What do you see out there?' said the farmer with
a start, as she paused and slowly blushed.

" A spldier—one of the yeomanry," said Anne, not
quite at her ease.

" Scrounch it all—'tis my nephew !" exclaimed the
old man, his face turning to a phosphoric pallor, and
his body twitching with innumerable alarms as he
formed upon his face a gasping smile of joy, with
which to welcome the new-coming relative. ' Read
on, prithee, Miss Garland.'

Before she had read far the visitor straddled over
the door-hurdle into the passage and entered the room.

"Well, nunc, how do you feel ? sad the giant,
shaking hands with the farmer in the manner of one
violently ringing a hand-bell. ' Glad to see you.'

" Bad and weakish, Festus,' replied the other, his
person responding passively to the rapid vibrations
imparted. ' O, be tender, please—a little softer, there's
a dear nephew! My arm is no more than a cobweb.'

" Ah, poor soul !

'Yes, | am not much more than a skeleton, and
can't bear rough usage.'

' Sorry to hear that; but I'll bear your affliction in
mind. Why, you are dl in a tremble, Uncle Benjy ! '
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Tis because | am so gratified,' said the old man.
Iways get al in a tremble when | am taken by
ise by a beloved relation.'
Ah, that's it!" said the yeoman, bringing his hand
-n on the back of his uncle's chair with a loud
ick, at which Uncle Benjy nervously sprang three
Thes from his seat and dropped into it again. ' Ask
thur pardon for frightening ye, uncle. 'Tis how we
Go in the army, and | forgot your nerves. You have
scarcely expected to see me, | dare say, but here | am.'
"l am glad to see ye. You are not going to stay
long, perhaps?'

' Quite the contrary. | am going to stay ever so
long "

‘0 | seel | am so glad, dear Festus. Ever so
long, did ye say ?'

' Yes, ever solong,' said the young gentleman, sitting
on the dope of the bureau and stretching out his legs
as props. 'l am going to make this quite my own
home whenever | am off duty, as long as we stay out
And after that, when the campaign is over in the
autumn, | shall come here, and live with you like your
own son, and help manage your land and your farm,
you know, and make you a comfortable old man.'

" Ah! How you do please me!" said the fanner, with
a horrified smile, and grasping the arms of his chair to
sustain himself.

"Yes; | have been meaning to come a long time, as
| knew you'd like to have me, Uncle Benjy; and 'tisn't
in my heart to refuse you.'

"You aways was kind that way !

'Yes; | always-was. But | ought to tell you at
once, not to disappoint you, that | shan't be here always
—all day, that is, because of my military duties as a
cavalry man.'

'O, not always? That's a pity !" exclaimed the
farmer with a cheerful eye.
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"I knew you'd say s0. And | shan't be able to
here at night sometimes, for the same reason.’

"Not sleep here o' nights ? said the old gentle
still more relieved. ' You ought to degp here—
certainly ought; in short, you must. But you can't

" Not while we are with the colours. But dire(
that's over—the very next day—I'll stay here al d
and al night too, to oblige you, since you ask me
very kindly.'

' Th-thank ye, that will be very nice!" said Uncle
Benjy.

"Yes; | knew 'twould relieve ye! And he kindly
stroked his uncle's head, the old man expressing his
enjoyment at the affectionate token by a death's-head
grimace. * | should have cdled to see you the other
night when | passed through here/ Festus continued;
"but it was so late that | couldn't come so far out of
my way. You won't think it unkind ?

"Not at al, if you couldn't. | never shal think it
unkind if you realy can't come, you know, Festy.
There was afew minutes' pause, and as the nephew said
nothing Uncle Benjy went on: "I wish | had a little
present for ye. But as ill-luck would have it we have
lost a dedl of stock this year, and | have had to pay
away so much,'

"Poor old man—I know you have. Shal | lend
you a seven-shilling piece, Uncle Benjy ?

' Ha, ha!—you must have your joke; well, I'll think
0' that. And so they expect Buonaparty to choose this
very part of the coast for his landing, hey? And that
the yeomanry be to stand in front as the forlorn hope ?

" Who says so ? asked the florid son of Mars, losing
a little redness.

' The newspaper-man.’

'O, there's nothing in that,’ said Festus bravely.
' The gover'ment thought it possible at one time; but
they don't know.'
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Festus turned himself as he talked, and now said
abruptly : ' Ah, who's this? Why, 'tis our little Anne!"
He had not noticed her till this moment, the young
woman having at his entry kept her face over the news-
paper, and then got away to the back part of the room.
"And are you and your mother aways going to stay
down there in the mill house watching the little fishes,
Miss Anne?'

She said that it was uncertain, in a tone of truthful
precision which the question was hardly woith, looking
forcedly at him as she spoke. But she blushed fitfully,
in her arms and hands as much as in her face. Not
that she was overpowered by the great boots, formidable
spurs, and other fierce appliances of his person, as he
imagined; simply she had not been prepared to meet
him there.

'l hope you will, | am sure, for my own good, said
he, letting his eyes linger on the round of her cheek.

Anne became a little more dignified, and her look
showed reserve. But the yeoman on perceiving this
went on talking to her in so civil a way that heirresistibly
amused her, though she tried to conceal dl feeling. At
a brighter remark of his than usual her mouth moved,
her upper lip playing uncertainly over her white teeth;
it would stay still—no, it would withdraw a little way
in a smile; then it would flutter down again; and so
it wavered like abutterfly in a tender desire to be pleased
and smiling, and yet to be also sedate and composed;
to show him that she did not want compliments, and
yet that she was not so cold as to wish to repress any
genuine feeling he might be anxious to utter.

Shal you want any more reading, Mr. Derriman?'
said she, interrupting the younger man in his remarks,
"If not, Il go homeward.'

" Don't let me hinder you longer,’ said Festus. 'l
am off in a minute or two, when your man has cleaned
ny boots.'
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'Ye don't hinder us, nephew. She must have the
paper: 'tis the day for her to have 'n.  She might read
a little more, as | have had so little profit out o' en
hitherto. Well, why don't ye speak ?  Will ye, or won't
ye, my deai ?'

' Not to two," she said.

" Ho, ho! damn it, | must go then, | suppose/ said
Festus, laughing; and unable to get a further glance
from her he left the room and clanked into the back
yard, where he saw aman ; holding up his hand he cried,
" Anthony Cripplestraw !

Cripplestraw came up in a trot, moved a lock of
his hair and replaced it, and said, ' Yes, Maister Derri-
man.! He was old Mr. Derriman's odd hand in the
yard and garden, and like his employer had no great
pretensions to manly beauty, owing to a limpness of
backbone and speciality of mouth, which opened on one
side only, giving him atriangular smile.

"Well, Cripplestraw, how is it to-day ?' said Festus,
with socially-superior heartiness.

" Middlin', considering, Maister , Derriman.  And
how's yerself ?

" Fairish.  Well, now, see and clean these military
boots of mine. Il cock my foot up on this bench.
This pigsty of my uncle's is not fit for a soldier to come
into.'

'Yes, Maister Derriman, | will. No, 'tis not fit,
Maister Derriman.'

" What stock has uncle lost this year, Cripplestraw ?

* Well, let's see, sir. | can cdl to mind that we've
lost three chickens, a tom-pigeon, and aweakly sucking-
pig, one of a fare of ten. | can't think of no more,
Maister Derriman.'

"H'm, not alarge quantity of cattle. The old rascal!

"No, 'tis not a large quantity. Old what did you
sy, Sir ? .

" O nothing. Hes within there' Festus flung his

52



THE TRUMPET-MAJOR

forehead in the direction of a right line towards the
inner apartment. ' He's a regular sniche one.'

' Hee, hee; fie, fie, Master Derriman !" said Cripple-
straw, shaking his head in delighted censure. ' Gentle-
folks shouldn't talk so. And an officer, Mr. Derriman!
‘Tis the duty of al cavalry gentlemen to hear in mind
that their blood is a knowed thing in the country, and
not to speak ill ot

" He's close-fisted.'

" Well, maistcr, he is—I own he is a little.  Tis the
natcr of some old venerable gentlemen to be so.  Well
hope helll treat ye well in yer fortune, sir.'

"Hope he will. Do people talk about me here,
Cripplestraw ? asked the yeoman, as the other con-
tinued busy with his boots.

"Well, yes, sir; they do off and on, you know. They
says you be as fine a piece of calvery flesh and bones as
was ever growed on fallow-ground; in short, al owns
that you be a fine fellow, sir. | wish | wasn't no more
afraid of the French than you be; but being in the
Locas, Maibter Derriman, | assure ye | dream of having
to defend my country every night; and | don't like the
dream at dl.

" You should take it careless, Cripplestraw, as | do;
and 'twould soon come natural to you not to mind it at
al. Waell, afine fellow is not everything, you know. O
no. There's as good as | in the army, and even better.'

"And they say that when you fall this summer, you'll
die like a man.’

"When | fall ?°

" Yes, sure, Maister Derriman. Poor soul o' theel
| shan't forget 'ee as you lie mouldering in yer soldier's
grave.'

"Hey ?' sad the warrior uneasily. 'What makes
‘'em think | am going to fal ?

"Well, sir, by dl accounts the yeomanry will be put in
front.'
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" Front! That's what my uncle has been saying.'

"Yes, and by al accounts 'tis true. And naterelty
they'll be mowed down like grass; and you among 'em,
poor young galliant officer !"

"Look here, Cripplestraw. This is a reg'lar foolish
report. How can yeomanry be put in front? Nobody's
put in front. We yeomanry have nothing to do with
Buonaparte's landing.  We shall be away in a safe place,
guarding the possessions and jewels. Now, can you
see, Cripplestraw, any way at dl that the yeomanry can
be put in front ? Do you think they realy can ?"

" Well, maister, | am afraid | do,' sad the cheering
Cripplestraw. "And | know a great warrior like you is
only too glad o' the chance. 'Twill be a great thing for
ye, death and glory! In short, | hope fiom my heart
you will be, and | say so very often to volk—in fact, |
pray at night for't.'

"O! cussyou! you needn't piay about it.'

' No, Maister Derriman, | won't.'

"Of course my sword will do its duty. That's
enough. And now be off with ye'

Festus gloomily returned to his uncle's room and
found that Anne was just leaving. He was inclined to
follow her at once, but as she gave him no opportunity
for doing this he went to the window, and remained
tapping his fingers against the shutter while she crossed
the yard.

" WEell, nephy, you are not gone yet ?' said the farmer,
looking dubiously at Festus from under one eyelid.
"You s how | am. Not by any means better, you
see; S0 | can't entertain 'ee as well as | would '

"You can't, nunc, you can't. | don't think you are
worse—if | do, dash my wig. But you'll have plenty of
opportunities to make me welcome when you are better.
If you are not so brisk inwardly as you was, why not try
change of air? This is a dull, damp hole.'

" 'tis Festus, and | am thinking of moving.'
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"Ah, where to?' sad
interest.

" Up into the garret in the
no fireplace in the room; but | shan't want that, poor
soul 0" me'

" 'Tis not moving far.'

" 'Tis not. But | have not a soul belonging to me
within ten mile; and you know very well that | couldn't
afford to go to lodgings that | had to pay for.'

'I know it—I know it, Uncle Benjy ! Waéll, don't
be disturbed. I'll come and manage for you as soon
as ever this Boney alarm is over; but when a man's
country calls he must obey, if he is a man.'

" A splendid spirit! ' said Uncle Benjy, with much
admiration on the surface of his countenance. I
never had it. How could it have got into the boy ?'

" From my mother's side, perhaps.’

" Perhaps so. Well, take care of yourself, nephy,’
said the farmer, waving his hand impressively. ' Take
care! In these warlike times your spirit may cairy ye
into the arms of the enemy; and you are the last of
the family. You should think of this, and not let your
bravery carry ye away.'

" Don't be disturbed, uncle; I'll control myself,' sad
Festus, betrayed into self-complacency against his will.
"At least I'll do what | can, but nature will out some-
times. Well, I'm off." He began humming ' Brighton
Camp,' and, promising to come again soon, retired with
assurance, each yard of his retreat adding private joyous-
ness to his uncle's form.

When the bulky young man had disappeared through
the porter's lodge, Uncle Benjy showed preternatural
activity for one in his invalid state, jumping up quickly
without his stick, at the same time opening and shuttin
his mouth quite silently like a thirsty frog, which
his way of expressing mirth. He ran upstairs as
as an old squirrel, and went to a dormer wind
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commanded a view of the grounds beyond the gate,
and the footpath that stretched across them to the
village.

' Yes, yes !' he said in a suppressed scream, dancing
up and down, 'hes after her: sheve hit en!" For
there appeared upon the path the figure of Anne Gar-
land, and, hastening on at some little distance behind
her, the swaggering shape of Festus. She became con-
scious of his approach, and moved more quickly. He
moved more quickly still, and overtook her.  She turned
as if in answer to a cal from him, and he walked on
beside her, till they were out of sight. The old man
then played upon an imaginary fiddle for about half a
minute; and, suddenly discontinuing these signs of
pleasure, went downstairs again.
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HOW THEY TALKED

IN THE PASTURES

VIl

You often come this way?' sad Festus to Anne
rather before he had overtaken her.

"1 come for the newspaper and other things,' she
sad, perplexed by a doubt whether he were there by
accident or design.

They moved on in silence, Festus beating the grass
with his switch in a masterful way. ' Did you speak,
Misess Anne? ' he asked.

' No," said Anne.

" Ten thousand pardons. | thought you did. Now
don't let me driveyou out of the path. | can walk
among the high grass and giltycups—they will not yellow
my stockings as they will yours. Well, what do you
think of a lot of soldiers coming to the neighbourhood
in this way ?*

"I think it is very lively, and a great change,' she
said with demure seriousness.

' Perhaps you don't like us warriors as a body ?

Anne smiled without replying.

" Why, you are laughing!" said the yeoman, looking
searchingly at her and blushing like alittle fire * What
do you see to laugh at ?
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| laugh ? sad Anne, a little scared at his
uden mortification.

" Why, yes; you know you did, you young sneerer,’
he said like a cross baby. ' You are laughing at me—
that's who you are laughing at! | should like to know
what you would do without such as me if the French
were to drop in upon ye any night ?

' Would you help to beat them off ? said she.

"Can you ask such a question? What are we for ?
But you don't think anything of soldiers.'

0 yes, she liked soldiers, she said, especidly when
they came home from the wars, covered with glory;
though when she thought what doings had won them
that glory she did not like them quite so well. The
gallant and appeased yeoman said he supposed her to
mean chopping off heads, blowing out brains, and that
kind of business, and thought it quite right that a
tender-hearted thing like her should fed alittle horrified.
But as for him, he should not mind such another
Blenheim this summer as the army had fought a hundred
years ago, or whenever it wns—dash hiswig if he should
mind it at al. 'Hullo! now you are laughing again;
yes, | saw you!' And the choleric Festus turned his
blue eyes and flushed face upon her as though he would
read her through. Anne strove valiantly to look calmly
back; but her eyes could not face his, and they fell.
" You did laugh !" he repeated.

"It was only a tiny little one,' she murmured.

" Ah—I knew you did !" thundered he. ' Now what
was it you laughed at ?

‘I only—thought that you were—merely ¢ in the
yeomanry,' she murmured slily.

'‘And what of that ?

'‘And the yeomanry only seem farmers that have
logt their senses!’

"Yes, yes! | knew you meant some jeering o' that
sort, Mistress Anne. But | suppose ‘tis the way of

58



THE TRUMPET-MAJOR

women, and | take no notice. I'll confess that some
of us are no great things: but | know how to draw a
sword, don't | ?—say | don't just to provoke me'

"l am sure you do,’ sad Anne sweetly. ' If a
Frenchman came up to you, Mr. Derriman, would you
take him on the hip, or on the thigh ?

"Now you are flattering!" he said, his white teeth
uncovering themselves in a smile. ' Well, of course |
should draw my sword—no, | mean my sword would
be adready drawn; and | should put spurs to my horse
«—charger, as we cal it in the army; and | should ride
up to him and say—no, | shouldn't say anything, of
course—men never waste words in battle; | should
take him with the third guard, low point, and then
coming back to the second guard——'

"But that would be taking care of yourself—not
hitting at him.'

"How can you say that!' he cried, the beams upon
his face turning to a lurid cloud in a moment. 'How
can you understand military terms who've never had a
sword in your life? | shouldn't take him with the
sword at adl.' He went~on with eager sulkiness, ' |
should take him with my pistol. | should pull off my
right glove, and throw back my goat-skin ; then I should
open my priming-pan, prime, and cast about—no, |
shouldn't, that's wrong; | should draw my right pistol,
and as soon as loaded, seize the weapon by the butt;
then at the word " Cock your pistol " | should——

" Then there is plenty of time to give such words of
command in the heat of battle ? said Anne innocently.

"No!" sad the yeoman, his face again in flames.
" Why, of course | am only telling you what would be
the word of command if-—there now ! you la—j—'

" | didn't; 'pon my word | didn't!"

'No, | don't think you did; it was my mistake.
Well, then | come smartly to Present, looking well along
the barrel—along the barrel—and fire. Of course |
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know well enough how to engage the enemy! But |
expect my old uncle has been setting you against me.'

"He has not said a word," replied Anne; ' though 1
have heard of you, of course.’

"What have you heard ? Nothing good, | dare say
It makes my blood boil within me!'

'O, nothing bad,’ said she assuringly. 'Just a word
now and then.’

"Now, come, tell me, there's adear. | don't like to
be crossed. It shdl be a sacred secret between us.
Come, now!"

Anne was embarrassed, and her smile was uncom-
fortable. 'l shal not tell you," she said at last.

"There it is again!' said the yeoman, throwing him-
df into a despair. ' | shall soon begin to believe that
my name is not worth sixpence about here !'

I tdl you ‘twas nothing against you,' repeated
Anne.

That means it might have been for me,' said Festus,
in a mollified tone. ' Waell, though, to spesk the truth,
| have agood many faults, some people will praise me,
| suppose. ‘Twas praise ?

It was!

'Well, | am not much at farming, and | am not
much in company, and | am not much at figures, but
perhaps | must own, since it is forced upon me, that |
can show as fine a soldier's figure on the Esplanade as
any man of the cavalry.'

"You can,’ said Anne ; for though her flesh crept in
mortal terror of his irascibility, she could not resist the
fearful pleasure of leading him on. 'You look very
well; and some say, you are——'

"What ?  Well, they say | am good-looking. | don't
make mysdlf, so 'tis no praise. Hullo! what are you
looking across there for ?

"Only at a bird that | saw fly out of that tree sad
Anne.
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"What? Only a a bird, do you say ?' he heaved
cut in a voice of thunder. ' | see your shoulders a
shaking, young madam. Now don't you provoke me
with that laughing! By God, it won't do !"

" Then go away!" said Anne, changed from mirthful-
ness to irritation by his rough manner. ' 1 don't want
your company, you great bragging thing! You are so
touchy there's no bearing with you. Go away !

"No, no, Anne; | am wrong to spesk to you s0. |
give you free liberty to say what you will to me. Say |
am not a bit of a soldier, or anything! Abuse me—
do now, there's a dear. I'm scum, I'm froth, I'm dirt
before the besom—yes !'

"I have nothing to say, sir.  Stay where you are till
| am out of this field.'

" Well, there's such command in your looks that |
han't heart to go against you. You will come this way
to-morrow at the same time? Now, don't be uncivil.'

She was too generous not to forgive him, but the
short little lip murmured that she did not think it at
al likely she should come that way to-morrow.

" Then Sunday ?' he said.

" Not Sunday,' said she.

' Then Monday—Tuesday— Wednesday, surely ? he
went on experimentally.

She answered that she should probably not see him
on either day, and, cutting short the argument, went
through the wicket into the other field. Festus paused,
looking after her; and when he could no longer see
her dlight figure he swept away his deliberations, began
singing, and turned off in the other direction.
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ANNE MAKES A

CIRCUIT OF THE CAMP

VI

WHEN Anne was crossing the last field, she saw
approaching her an old woman with wrinkled cheeks,
who surveyed the earth and its inhabitants through the
medium of brass-rimmed spectacles.  Shaking her head
at Anne till the glasses shone like two moons, she said,
"Ah, ah; | zeed ye! If | had only kept on my short
ones that | use for reading the Collect and Gospel |
shouldn't have zeed ye; but thinks I, | be going out o
doors, and I'll put on my long ones, little thinking what
they'd show me. Ay, | can tell folk at any distance
with these—'is a beautiful pair for out o' doors; though
my short ones be best for close work, such as darning,
and catching fleas, that's true.'

"What have you seen, Granny Seamore ?' said Anne.

'Fie fie, Miss Nancy! you know,' said Granny Sea
more, shaking her head ill. 'But he's a fine young
feller, and will have dl his uncles money when 'ds
gone’ Anne sad nothing to this, and looking ahead
with a smile passed Granny Seamore by.

Festus, the subject of the remark, was at this time
about three-and-twenty, a fine fellow as to feet and
inches, and of a remarkably warm tone in skin and
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hair. Symptoms of beard and whiskers had appeared
upon him at a very early age, owing to his persistent
use of the razor before there was any necessity for its
operation. The brave boy had scraped unseen in the
out-house, in the cellar, in the wood-shed, in the stable,
in the unused parlour, in the cow-stals, in the barn,
and wherever he could st up his triangular bit of
looking-glass without observation, or extemporize a
mirror by sticking up hishat on the outside of awindow-
pane. The result now was that, did he neglect to use
the instrument he once had trifled with, a fine rust,
broke out upon his countenance on the first day, a
golden lichen on the second, and a fiery stubble on
the third to a degree which admitted of no further post-
ponement.

His disposition divided naturally into two, the boast-
ful and the cantankerous. When Festus put on the
big pot, as it is classicaly caled, he was quite blinded
ipso facto to the diverting effect of that mood and
manner upon others ; but when disposed to be envious
or quarrelsome he was rather shrewd than otherwise,
and could do some pretty strokes of satire. He was
both liked and abused by the girls who knew him, and
though they were pleased by his attentions, they never
failed to ridicule him behind his back. * In his cups
(he knew those vessels, though only twenty-three) he
first became noisy, then excessively friendly, and then
invariably nagging,’ During childhood he had made
himself renowned for his pleasant habit of pouncing
down upon boys smaller and poorer than himself, and
knocking their birds nests out of their hands, or over-
turning their little carts of apples, or pouring water
down their backs;, but his conduct became singularly
the reverse of aggressive the moment the little boys
mothers ran out to him, brandishing brooms, frying-
pans, skimmers, and whatever else they could lay hands
on by way of weapons. %% then fled and hid behind
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bushes, under faggots, or in pits till they had gone away;
and on one such occasion was known to creep into a
badger's hole quite out of sight, maintaining that post
with great firmness and resolution for two or three hours.
He had brought more vulgar exclamations upon the
tongues of respectable parents in his native parish than
any other boy of his time. When other youngsters
snowballed him he ran into a place of shelter, where
he kneaded snowballs of his own, with a stone inside,
and used these formidable missiles in returning their
pleasantry. Sometimes he got fearfully beaten by boys
his own age, when he would roar most lustily, but fight
on in the midst of his tears, blood, and cries.

'He was early in love, and had at the time of the
story suffered from the ravages of that passion thirteen
distinct times. He could not love lightly and gaily;
his love was earnest, cross-tempered, and even savage.
It was a positive agony to him to be ridiculed by the
object of his affections, and such conduct drove him
into a frenzy if persisted in. He was a torment to those
who behaved humbly towards him, cynical with those
who denied his superiority, and avery nice fellow towards
those who had the courage to ill-use him.

This stalwart gentleman and Anne Garland did not
cross each other's paths again for a week. Then her
mother began as before about the newspaper, and,
though Anne did not much like the errand, she agreed
to go for it on Mrs. Garland pressing her with unusual
anxiety. Why her mother was so persistent on so small
a matter quite puzzled the girl; but she put on her hat
and started.

As she had expected, Festus appeared at a stile over
which she sometimes went for shortness sake, and
showed by his manner that he awaited her. When she
saw this she kept straight on, as if she would not enter
the park at al.

" Surely thisis your way ?' said Festus.
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‘I was thinking of going round by the road, she
said.

"Why is that ?*

She paused, as if she were not inclined to say. 'l
go that way when the grass is wet,' she returned at
last.

"It is not wet now,' he persisted; 'the sun has been
shining on it these nine hours." The fact was that the
way by the path was less open than by the road, and
Festus wished to walk with her uninterrupted. ' But,
of coursg, it is nothing to me what you do,” He flung
himself from the stile and waked away towards the
house.

Anne, supposing him really indifferent, took the same
way, upon which he turned his head and waited for her
with a proud smile.

"1 cannot go with you," she said decisively.

' Nonsense, you foolish girl! | must walk along with
you down to the corner.'

' No, please, Mr. Derriman; we might be seen.

' Now, now—that's shyness!" he said jocosely.

" No; you know | cannot let you.'

'But | must.'

" But | do not alow it.'

" Allow it or not, | will.'

' Then you are unkind, and | must submit/ she said,
her eyes brimming with tears.

' Ho, ho; what a shame of me! My wig, | won't
do any such thing for the world,' said the repentant
yeoman. ' llaw, haw; why, | thought your " go away "
meant " come on," as it does with so many of the women
I meet, especidly in these clothes. Who was to know
you were so confoundedly serious ?"

As he did not go Anne stood still and said nothing.

" | se you have a deadl more caution and a dea less
good-nature than | ever thought you had,’ he continued
emphatically.
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"No, sir; it is not any planned manner of mine at
al,; she sad earnestly. ' But you will see, | am sure,
that | could not go down to the hal with you without
putting myself in a wrong light.'

"Yes; that's it, that's it. | am only a fellow in the
yeomanry cavalry—a plain soldier, | may say; and we
know what women think of such: that they are a bad
lot—men you mustn't speak to for fear of losing your
character—chaps you avoid in the roads—chaps that
come into a house like oxen, daub the stairs wi' their
boots, stain the furniture wi' their drink, talk rubbish
to the servants, abuse al that's holy and righteous, and
are only saved from being caried off by Old Nick
because they are wanted for Boney.'

"Indeed, | didn't know you were thought so bad of
as that," said she simply.

" What! don't my uncle complain to you of me?
You are a favourite of that handsome, nice old gaffer's,
| know.'

" Never.'

" Well, what do we think of our nice trumpet-major,
hey?'

Anne closed her mouth up tight, built it up, in fact,
to show that no answer was coming to that question.

'O now, come, seriously, Loveday is a good fellow,
and so is his father.'

"1 don't know.'

"What a close little rogue you are! There is no
getting anything out of you. | believe you would say
"| don't know," to every mortal question, so very dis
creet as you ae. Upon my heart, there are some
women who would say "I don't know," to " Will ye
marry me?"

The brightness upon Anne's cheek and in her eyes
during this remark showed that there was a fair quantity
of life and warmth beneath the discretion he complained
of. Having spoken thus, he drew aside that she might
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pass, and bowed very low. Anne formally inclined her
self and went on.

She had been at vexation point al the time that he
was present, from a haunting sense that he would not
have spoken to her so freely had she been a young
woman with thriving male relatives to keep forward
admirers in check. But she had been struck, now as a
their previous meeting, with the power she possessed of
working him up either to irritation or to complacency
at will; and this consciousness of being able to play
upon him as upon an instrument disposed her to a
humorous considerateness, and made her tolerate even
while she rebuffed him.

When Anne got to the hall the farmer, as usual,
insisted upon her reading what he had been unable to get
through, and held the paper tightly in his skinny hand
till she had agreed. He sent her to a hard chair that she
could not possibly injure to the extent of a pennyworth
by sitting in it a twelvemonth, and watched her from the
outer angle of his near eye while she bent over the paper.
His look might have been suggested by the sight that
he had witnessed from his window on the last occasion of
her visit, for it partook of the nature of concern. The
old man was afraid of his nephew, physicaly and morally,
and he began to regard Anne as a fellow-sufferer under
the same despot.  After this dy and curious gaze at her
he withdrew his eye again, so that when she casually
lifted her own there was nothing visible but his keen
bluish profile as before.

When the reading was about half-way through, the
door behind them opened, and footsteps crossed the
threshold. The farmer diminished perceptibly in his
chair, and looked fearful, but pretended to be absorbed
in the reading, and quite unconscious of an intruder.
Anne felt the presence of the swashing Festus, and
stopped her reading.

' Please go on, Miss Anne," he said, 'l am not going
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to spesk a word." He withdrew to the mantelpiece and
leaned against it at his ease.

' Go on, do ye, maidy Anne,' sad Uncle Benjy, keep-
ing down his tremblings by a great effort to half their
natural extent.

Anne's voice became much lower now that there were
two listeners, and her modesty shrank somewhat from
exposing to Festus the appreciative modulations which
an intelligent interest in the subject drew from her when
unembarrassed. But she still went on that he might not
suppose her to be disconcerted, though the ensuing ten
minutes was one of disguietude. She knew that the
bothering yeoman's eyes were travelling over her from his
position behind, creeping over her shoulders, up to her
head, and across her arms and hands.  Old Benjy on his
part knew the same thing, and after sundry endeavours
to peep a his nephew from the corner of his eye, he
could bear the situation no longer.

' Do ye want to say anything to me, nephew ? he
quaked.

"No, uncle, thank ye' said Festus heartily. ' 1 like
to stay here, thinking of you and looking at your back
hair.'

The nervous old man writhed under this vivisection,
and Anne read on; till, to the relief of both, the gallant
fellow grew tired of his amusement and went out of the
room. Anne soon finished her paragraph and rose to
go, determined never to come again as long as Festus
haunted the precincts. Her face grew warmer as she
thought that he would be sure to waylay her on her
journey home to-day.

On this account, when she left the house, instead of
going in the customary direction, she bolted round to
the further side, through the bushes, along under the
kitchen-garden wall, and through a door leading into a
rutted cart-track, which had been a pleasant gravelled
drive when the fine old hal was in its prosperity.
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Once out of dght of the windows she ran with dl her
might till she had quitted the park by a route directly
opposite to that towards her home. Why she was so
seriously bent upon doing this she could hardly tell;
but the instinct to run was irresistible.

It was necessary now to clamber over the down to
the left of the camp, and make a complete circuit round
the latter'—infantry, cavalry, sutlers, and all—descend-
ing to her house on the other side. This tremendous
walk she performed at a rapid rate, never once turning
her head, and avoiding every beaten track to keep cleat
of the knots of soldiers taking a walk. When she at
last got down to the levels again she paused to fetch
breath, and murmured, 'Why did | take so much
trouble? He would not, after al, have hurt me'

As she neared the mill an erect figure with a blue
body and white thighs descended before her from the
down towards the village, and went past the mill to a
stile beyond, over which she usually returned to her
house. Here he lingered. On coming nearer Anne
discovered this person to be Trumpet-major Loveday;
and not wishing to meet anybody just now Anne passed
quickly on, and entered the house by the garden door.

" My dear Anne, what a time you have been gone!'
said her mother.

"Yes, | have been round by another road.'

"Why did you do that ?'

Anne looked thoughtful and reticent, for her reason
was amost too silly a one to confess. ' Well, | wanted
to avoid a person who is very busy trying to meet me—
that's dl,' she said.

Her mother glanced out of the window. ' And there
he is, | suppose, she said, as John Loveday, tired of
looking for Anne at the stile, passed the house on his
way to his father's door. He could not help casting
his eyes towards their window, and, seeing them, he
smiled.
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Anne's reluctance to mention Festus was such that
she did not correct her mother's error, and the dame
went on: ' Well, you are quite right, my dear. Be
friendly with him, but no more at present. | have
heard of your other affair, and think it is a very wise
choice. | am sure you have my best wishes in it, and
| only hope it will come to a point.'

" What's that ?"' said the astonished Anne.

"You and Mr. Festus Derriman, dear. You need
not mind me; | have known it for severd clays. Old
Granny Seamore caled here Saturday, and told me
she saw him coming home with you across Park Close
last week, when you went for the newspaper; so |
thought I'd send you again to-day, and give you another
chance’

" Then you didn't want the paper—and it was only
forthat!"

' He's a very fine young fellow ; he looks a thorough
woman's protector.'

' He may look it," said Anne.

' He has given up the freehold farm his father held
at Pitstock, and lives in independence on what the land
brings him. And when Farmer Derriman dies, he'll
have dl the old man's, for certain. Hell be worth ten
thousand pounds, if a penny, in money, besides sixteen
horses, cart and hack, afifty-cow dairy, and at least five
hundred sheep.’

Anne turned away, and instead of informing her
mother that she had been running like a doe to escape
the interesting heir-presumptive aluded to, merely said,
" Mother, | don't like this at all’
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ANNE IS KINDLY FETCHED

BY THE TRUMPET-MAJOR

IX

AFTER this, Anne would on no account walk in the
direction of the hall for fear of another encounter with
young Derriman. In the course of a few days it was
told in the village that the old farmer had actually
gone for a week's holiday and change of ar to the
Royal watering-place near at hand, at the instance of
his nephew Festus. This was a wonderful thing to
hear of Uncle Benjy, who had not dept outside the
walls of Oxwell Hal for many a long year before;
and Anne well imagined what extraordinary pressure
must have been put upon him to induce him to take
such a step. She pictured his unhappiness at the
bustling watering-place, and hoped no harm would come
to him.

She spent much of her time indoors or in the
garden, hearing little of the camp movements beyond the
periodical Tatatataa of the trumpeters sounding their
various ingenious cals for watch-setting, stables, feed,
boot-and-saddle, parade, and so on, which made her
think how clever her friend the trumpet-major must
be to teach his pupils to play those pretty little tunes
0 well
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On the third morning after Uncle Benjy's departure,
she was disturbed as usual while dressing by the tramp
of the troops down the dope to the mill-pond, and
during the now familiar stamping and splashing which
followed there sounded upon the glass of the window
a dight smack, which might have been caused by a
whip or switch. She listened more particularly, and
it was repeated.

As John Loveday was the only dragoon likely to
be aware that she dept in that particular apartment,
she imagined the signd to come from him, though
wondering that he should venture upon such a freak of
familiarity.

Wrapping herself up in a red cloak, she went to the
window, gently drew up a corner of the curtain, and
peeped out, as she had done many times before. Nobody
who was not quite close beneath her window could see
her face; but as it happened, somebody was close. The
soldiers whose floundering Anne had heard were not
Loveday's dragoons, but a troop of the York Hussars,
quite oblivious of her existence. They had passed on
out of the water, and instead of them there sat Festus
Derriman aone on his horse, and in plain clothes, the
water reaching up to the animal's belly, and Festus' heels
elevated over the saddle to keep them out of the stream,
which threatened to wash rider and horse into the deep
mill-head just below. It was plainly he who had struck
her lattice, for in a moment he looked up, and their eyes
met  Festus laughed loudly, and slapped her window
again; and just at that moment the dragoons began
prancing down the dope in review order. She could not
but wait a minute or two to see them pass. While doing
s0 she was suddenly led to draw back, drop the corner of
the curtain, and blush privately in her room. She had
not only been seen by Festus Derriman, but by John
Loveday, who, riding along with his trumpet slung up
behind him, had looked over his shoulder at the pheno-
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menon of Derriman beneath Anne's bedroom window
and seemed quite astounded at the sight.

She was quite vexed a the conjunction of incidents,
and went no more to the window till the dragoons had
ridden far away and she had heard Festuss horse labo-
riously wade onto dry land. When she looked out there
was nobody left but Miller Loveday, who usually stood
in the garden at this time of the morning to say aword or
two to the soldiers, of whom he aready' knew so many,
and was in a fair way of knowing many more, from the
liberality with which he handed round mugs of cheering
liquor whenever parties of them walked that way.

In the afternoon of this day Anne walked to a chris-
tening party at a neighbour's in the adjoining parish of
Springham, intending to walk home again before it got
dark ; but there was a dlight fall of rain towards evening,
and she was pressed by the people of the house to stay
over the night. With some hesitation she accepted their
hospitality ; but at ten o'clock, when they were thinking
of going to bed, they were startled by a smart rap at the
door, and on it being unbolted a man's form was seen in
the shadows outside.

Is Miss Garland here? the visitor inquired, at
which Anne suspended her breath.

' Yes' said Anne's entertainer, warily.

' Her mother is very anxious to know what's become
of her. She promised to come home.! To her great
relief Anne recognized the voice as John Loveday's, and
not Festus Derriman's.

'Yes, | did, Mr. Loveday," said she, coming forward;
"but it rained, and | thought my mother would guess
where | was.

Loveday said with diffidence that it had not rained
anything to spesk of at the camp, or at the mill, so that
her mother was rather alarmed.

"And she asked you to come for me? Anne
inquired.
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This was a question which the trumpet-major had
been dreading during the whole of his walk thither,
" Well, she didn't exactly ask me," he said rather lamely,
but still in @ manner to show that Mrs. Garland had
indirectly signified such to be her wish. In reality Mrs.
Garland had not addressed him at al on the subject.
She had merely spoken to his father on finding that her
daughter did not return, and received an -assurance from
the miller that the precious girl was doubtless quite safe.
John heard of this inquiry, and, having a pass that
evening, resolved to relieve Mrs. Garland's mind on his
own responsibility. Ever since his morning view of
Festus under her window he had been on thorns of
anxiety, and his thrilling hope now was that she would
walk back with him.

He shifted his foot nervously as he made the bold
request. Anne felt at once that she would go. There
was nobody in the world whose care she would more
readily be under than the trumpet-mgjor's in a case like
the present. He was their nearest neighbour's son, and
she had liked his single-minded ingenuousness from the
first moment of his return home.

When they had started on their walk, Anne said in a
practical way, to show that there was no sentiment what-
ever in her acceptance of his company, * Mother was
much alarmed about me, perhaps?'

' Yes; she was uneasy/ he said; and then was com-
pelled by conscience to make a clean breast of it. '
know shewas uneasy, because my father said so. But |
did not see her myself. The truth is, she doesn't know
| am come.’

Anne now saw how the matter stood; but she was
not offended with him.  What woman could have been ?
They walked on in silence, the respectful trumpet-major
keeping a yard off on her right as precisely as if that
measure had been fixed between them.  She had a great
feeling of civility toward him this evening, and spoke
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again. ' | often hear your trumpeters blowing the cadls
They do it beautifully, | think." ,

" Pretty fair; they might do better,’ sad he, as one
too well-mannered to make much of an accomplishment
in which he had a hand.

"And you taught them how to do it ?

"Yes, | taught them.'

"It must require wonderful practice to get them into
the way of beginning and finishing so exactly at one
time. It islike onethroat doingital. How came you
to be a trumpeter, Mr. Loveday ?

"Wl | took to it naturally when | was a little boy,’
sad he betrayed into quite a gushing state by her
delightful interest. "1 used to make trumpets of paper,
eldersticks, eltrot stems, and even stinging-nettle stalks,
you know. Then father set me to keep the birds off
that little barley-ground of his, and gave me an old horn
to frighten 'em with. | learnt to blow that horn so that
you could hear me for miles and miles.  Then he bought
me a clarionet, and when | could play that | borrowed
a serpent, and | learned to play a tolerable bass. So
when | ‘listed | was picked out for training as trumpeter
at once.'

" Of course you were.'

" Sometimes, however, | wish | had never joined the
army. My father gave me a very fair education, and
your father showed me how to draw horses—on a date,
| mean. Yes | ought to have done more than | have.

'What, did you know my father?' she asked with
new interest.

'O yes, for years. You were alittle mite of a thing
then; and you used to cry when we hig boys looked at
you, and made pig's eyes at you, which- we did some-
times. Many and many a time have | stood by your
poor father while he worked. Ah, you don't remember
much about him ; but | do! "'

Anne remained thoughtful; and the moon broke
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from behind the clouds, lighting up the wet foliage with
a twinkling brightness, and lending to each of the
trumpet-major's buttons and spurs a little ray of its own.
They had come to Oxwell park gate, and he said, ' Do
you like going across, or round by the lane ?"'

"We may as well go by the nearest road/ said
Anne.

They entered the park, following the half-obliterated
drive till they came amost opposite the hal, when they
entered a footpath leading on to the village. While
hereabout they heard a shout, or chorus of exclamation,
apparently from within the walls of the dark buildings
near them.

" What was that ?' said Anne.

"l don't know," said her companion. 'I'll go and
e’

He went round the intervening swamp of watercress
and brooklime which had once been the fish-pond,
crossed by a culvert the trickling brook that still flowed
that way, and advanced to the wall of the house.
Boisterous noises were resounding from within, and he
was tempted to go round the corner, where the low
windows were, and look through a chink into the room
whence the sounds proceeded.

It was the room in which the owner dined—tradition-
aly cdled the great parlour—and within it sat about a
dozen young men of the yeomanry cavalry, one of them
being Festus. They were drinking, laughing, singing,
thumping their fists on the tables, and enjoying them-
svesin the very perfection of confusion. The candles,
blown by the breeze from the partly opened window, hed!
guttered into coffin handles and shrouds, and, choked
by their long black wicks for want of snuffing, gave out
a smoky yellow light. One of the young men might
possibly have been in a maudlin state, for he had his
arm round the neck of his next neighbour. Another
was making an incoherent speech to which nobody was
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listening. Some of their faces were red, some were
sallow ; some were deepy, some wide awake. The only
one among them who appeared in his usual frame of
mind was Festus, whose huge, burly form rose at the
head of the table, enjoying with a serene and triumphant
aspect the difference between his own condition and that
of his neighbours. While the trumpet-major looked, a
young woman, niece of Anthony Cripplestraw, and one
of Uncle Benjy's servants, was cdled in by one of the
crew, and much against her will afiddle was placed in
her hands, from which they made her produce discordant
screeches.

The absence of Uncle Benjy had, in fact, been con-
trived by young Derriman that he might make use of the
hall on his own account. Cripplestraw had been left in
charge, and Festus had found no difficulty in forcing
from that dependent the keys of whatever he required.
John Loveday turned his eyes from the scene to the
neighbouring moonlit path, where Anne still stood wait-
ing. Then he looked into the room, then at Anne again.
It was an opportunity of advancing his own cause with
her by exposing Festus, for whom he began to entertain
hostile feelings of no mean force.

"No; | can't do it he said. ' 'Tis underhand. Let
things take their chance.'

He moved away, and then perceived that Anne,
tired of waiting, had crossed the stream, and amost
come up with him.

' What is the noise about ? she said.

' There's company in the house,' said Loveday.

' Company ? Farmer Derriman is not at home,
sad Anne, and went on to the window whence the rays
of light lesked out, the trumpet-major standing where
he was. He saw her face enter the beam of candle-
light, stay there for a moment, and quickly withdraw.
She came back to him at once. 'Let us go on,' she
said.
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Loveday imagined from her tone that she must have
an interest in Derriman, and said sadly, ' You blame
me for going across to the window, and leading you
to follow me

"Not a bit,' said Anne, seeing his mistake as to the
state of her heart, and being rather angry with him
for it. 'l think it was most natural, considering the
noise.

Slence again. ' Derriman is sober as ajudge,’ said
Loveday, as they turned to go. ' It was only the others
who were noisy.'

" Whether he is sober or not is nothing whatever to
me' said Anne.

" Of course not. | know it," said the trumpet-major,
in accents expressing unhappiness at her somewhat curt
tone, and some doubt of her assurance.

Before they had emerged from the shadow of the hall
some persons were seen moving aong the road. Love
day was for going on just the same; but Anne, from
a shy feeling' that it was as well not to be seen walking
alone with a man who was not her lover, said—

" Mr. Loveday, let us wait here a minute till they
have passed.’

On nearer view the group was seen to comprise a
man on a piebald horse, and another man walking
beside him.  When they were opposite the house they
halted, and the rider dismounted, whereupon a dispute
between him and the other man ensued, apparently on
a question of money.

''Tis old Mr. Derriman come home!' said Anne.
* He has hired that horse from the bathing-machine to
bring him.  Only fancy ! '

Before they had gone many steps further the farmer
and his companion had ended their dispute, and the
latter mounted the horse and cantered away, Uncle
Benjy coming on to the house a a nimble pace. As
soon as he observed Loveday and Anne, he fel into
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a feebler gait; when they came up he recognized
Anne.

" And you have torn yourself avay from King George's
Esplanade so soon, Farmer Derriman ? sad she.

"Yes, faith! | couldn't bide at such a ruination
place! said the farmer. 'Your hand in your pocket
every minute of the day. Tis a shilling for this, half-
a-crown for that; if you only eat one egg, or even a
poor windfall of an apple, you've got to pay; and a
bunch o' radishes is a halfpenny, and a quart o' cider
a good tuppence three-farthings at lowest reckoning.
Nothing without paying! | couldn't even get a ride
homeward upon that screw without the man wanting
a shilling for it, when my weight didn't take a penny
out of the beast. I've saved a penn'orth or so of shoe-
leather to be sure; but the saddle was so rough wi'
patches that 'a took twopence out of the seat of my
best breeches. King George hev' ruined the town for
other folks. More than that, my nephew promised to
come there to-morrow to see me, and if | had stayed
| must have treated en. Hey—what's that ?'

It was a shout from within the walls of the building,
and Loveday said—

" Your nephew is here, and has company.'

"My nephew here?' gasped the old man. 'Good
folks, will you come up to the door with me? | mean
—hee—hee—just for company! Dear me, | thought
my house was as quiet as a church!’

They went back to the window, and the farmer looked
in, his mouth falling apart to a greater width at the
corners than in the middle, and his fingers assuming a
state of radiation.

' 'Tis my best slver tankards they've got, that I've
never used! O, 'tis my strong beer! Tis eight
candles guttering away, when I've used nothing but
twenties, mysdlf for the last half-year!"

'You didn't know he was here, then ?' said Loveday
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'O no!' sad the farmer, shaking his head half-
way. * Nothing's known to poor | There's my best
rummers jingling as careless as if 'twas tin cups; and
my table scratched, and my chairs wrenched out of
joint. See how they tilt 'em on the two back legs—
and that's ruin to a chair! Ah! when | be gone he
won't find another old man to make such work with,
and provide goods for his breaking, and house-room and
drink for his tear-brass set!"

'‘Comrades and fellow-soldiers, said Festus to the
hot farmers and yeomen he entertained within, 'as we
have vowed to brave danger and death together, so welll
share the couch of peace.  You shal deep here to-night,
for it is getting late. My scram blue-vinnied gallicrow
of an uncle takes care that there shan't be much comfort
in the house, but you can curl up on the furniture if
beds run short. As for my deep, it won't be much.
I'm melancholy! A woman has, | may say, got my
heart in her pocket, and | have hers in mine. She's
not much—to other folk, | mean—but she is to me.
The little thing came in my way, and conquered me.
| fancy that smple girl! | ought to have looked higher
—I know it; what of that ? 'Tis a fate that may
happen to the greatest men.'

" Whash her name ? said one of the warriors, whose
head occasionally drooped upon his epaulettes, and
whose eyes fell together in the casua manner charac-
terigtic of thetired soldier. (It was really Farmer Stubb,
of Duddle Hole)

"Her name? Well, 'tis spelt, A, N—but, by gad,
| won't giveye her name here in company. She don't
live a hundred miles off, however, and she wears the
prettiest cap-ribbons you ever saw. Wel, well; 'tis
weakness !. She has little, and | have much ! but | dc
adore that girl, in spite of myself!'

' Let's go on,' said Anne.

' Prithee stand by an old man till he's got into his
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house I'" implored Uncle Benjy. ' | only ask ye to bide
within cal. Stand back under the frees, and I'll do my
poor best to give no trouble.'

" I'll stand by you for half-an-hour, sir,' said Loveday.
" After that | must bolt to camp.'

"Very well; bide back there under the trees said
Uncle Benjy. ' 1 don't want to spite 'em !

"You'll wait afew minutes, just to see if he gets in ?
said the trumpet-major to Anne as they retired from the
old man.

"I want to get home,' said Anne anxiously.

When they had quite receded behind the tree-trunks
and he stood aone, Uncle Benjy, to their surprise, set up
a loud shout, altogether beyond the imagined power of
his lungs. :

"Man a-lost! man alost! ' he cried, repeating the
exclamation several times ; and then ran and hid himself
behind a corner of the building. Soon the door opened,
and Festus and his guests came tumbling out upon the
green.

' 'Tis our duty to help folks in distress,' said Festus.
' Man alost, where are you ?'

' "Twas across there,' said one of his friends.

"No; 'twas here,/ said another.

Meanwhile Uncle Benjy, coming from his hiding-place,
had scampered with the quickness of a boy up to the
door they had quitted, and dipped in. In a moment
the door flew together, and Anne heard him bolting and
barring it inside.  The revellers, however, did not notice
this, and came on towards the spot where the trumpet-
major and Anne were standing.

' Here's succour at hand, friends,' said Festus. ' We
are dl king's men; do not fear us.

"Thank you,' said Loveday ; 'so are we'! He ex-
plained in two words that they were not the distressed
traveller who had cried out, and turned to go on.

' Tis she! my life, 'tis she! ' said Festus, now first
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recognizing Anne. ' Fair Anne, | will not part from you
till 1 see you safe at your own dear door.'

' She's in my hands,' said Loveday civilly, though not
without firmness, ' so it is not required, thank you.'

"Man, had | but my sword——'

' Come,' said Loveday, ' | dont want to quarrel.
Let's put it to her. Whichever of us she likes best,
he shdl take her home. Miss Anne, which ?'

Anne would much rather have gone home aone, but
seeing the remainder of the yeomanry party staggering up
she thought it best to secure a protector of some kind.
How to choose one without offending the other and
provoking a quarrel was the difficulty.

"You must both wak home with me' she adroitly
said, ‘one on one sde, and one on the other. And if
you are not quite civil to one another al the time, I'll
never speak to either of you again.'

They agreed to the terms, and the other yeomen
arriving at this time said they would go adso as rear-
guard.

' Very wel,' said Anne. ' Now go and get your hats,
and don't be long.'

"Ah, yes; our hats,' said the yeomanry, whose heads
were so hot that they had forgotten their nakedness-
till then.

"You'll wait till weve got 'em—we won't be a mo-
ment,' said Festus eagerly.

Anne and Loveday said yes, and Festus ran back to
the house, followed by al his band.

"Now let's run and leave 'em, said Anne, when
they were out of hearing.

' But we've promised to wait! ' said the trumpet-
major in surprise.

"Promised to wait!' said Anne indignantly. 'As if
one ought to keep such a promise to drunken men as
that. You can do as you like, | shal go.

"It is hardly fair to leave the chaps,' said Loveday
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reluctantly, and looking back at them. But she heard
no more, and flitting off under the trees, was soon lost
to his sight.

Festus and the test had by this time reached Uncle
Benjy's door, which they were discomfited and astonished
to find closed. They began to knock, and then to kick
at the venerable timber, till the old man's head, crowned
with a tasselled nightcap, appeared at an upper window,
followed by his shoulders, with apparently nothing -on
but his shirt, though it was in truth a sheet thrown over
his coat.

" Fie, fie upon ye al for making such a hullabaloo at
a weak old man's door,’ he said, yawning. ' What's in
ye to rouse honest folks at this time o' night ?

'Hang me—why—it's Uncle Benjy! Haw-haw-
haw ! ' said Festus. ' Nunc, why how the devil's this ?
Tis |—Festus—wanting to come in.'

"O no, no, my clever man, whoever you be!' said
Uncle Benjy in a tone of incredulous integrity. * My
nephew, dear boy, is miles away at quarters, and sound
adeep by this time, as becomes a good soldier. That
story won't do to-night, my man, not at al.'

" Upon my soul 'tis I,' sad Festus.

" Not to-night, my man; not to-night!  Anthony,
bring my blunderbuss,’ said the farmer, turning and
addressing nobody inside the room.

"Let's bresk in the window-shutters,' said one of the
others.

"My wig, and we will!" said Festus. 'What atrick
of the old man "

' Get some hig stones said the yeomen, searching
under the wall.

' No; forbear, forbear,’ sad Festus, beginning to be
frightened at the spirit he had raised. ' | forget; we
should drive him into fits, for he's subject to 'em, and
then perhaps 'twould be manslaughter. Comrades, we
must march! No, well lie in the barn. I'll see into
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this, take my word for 't.  Our honour is at stake.
Now let's back to see my beauty home.'

' We can't, as we hav'n't got our hats,' said one of
his fellow-troopers—in domestic life Jacob Noakes, of
Muckleford Farm.

"No more we can' sad Festus, in a melancholy
tone. ' But | must go to her and tell her the reason.
She pulls me in spite of dl.'

"She's gone. | saw her flee across park while we
were knocking at the door,' sad another of the yeo-
manry.

' Gone!" said Festus, grinding his teeth and putting
himself into a rigid shape. ' Then 'tis my enemy—he
has tempted her away with him! But | am a rich man,
and he's poor, and rides the King's horse while | ride
my own. Could | but find that fellow, that regular,
that common man, | would——'

'Yes?' said the trumpet-major, coming up behind
him.

"l,'—said Festus, starting round,—'| would seize
him by the hand and say, " Guard her; if you are my
friend, guard her from al harm ! ™

‘A good speech. And | will, too, sad Loveday
heartily.

" And now for shelter,' said Festus to his companions.

They then unceremoniously left Loveday, without
wishing him good-night, and proceeded towards the
barn. He crossed the park and ascended the down
to the camp, grieved that he had given Anne cause
of complaint, and fancying that she hed him of dight
account beside his wealthier rival.
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THE MATCH-MAKING VIRTUES

OF A DOUBLE GARDEN

X

ANNE was so flurried by the military incidents at-
tending her return home that she was almost afraid to
venture alone outside her mother's premises. More-
over, the numerous soldiers, regular and otherwise, that
haunted Overcombe and its neighbourhood, were getting
better acquainted with the villagers, and the result was
that they were always standing at garden gates, walking
in the orchards, or sitting gossiping just within cottage
doors, with the bowls of their tobacco-pipes thrust out-
side for politeness' sake, that they might not defile the
air of the household. Being gentlemen of a gallant and
most affectionate nature, they naturally turned their
heads and smiled if a pretty girl passed by, which was
rather disconcerting to the latter if she were unused
to society. Every bdle in the village soon had a lover,
and when the belles were dl allotted those who scarcely
deserved that title had their turn, many of the soldiers
being not a al particular about half-an-inch of nose
more or less, a trifling deficiency of teeth, or a larger
crop of freckles than is customary in the Saxon race.
Thus, with one and another, courtship began to be
practised in Overcombe on rather a large scde, and the
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dispossessed young men who had been born in the place
were left to take their walks alone, where, instead of
studying the works of nature, they meditated gross out-
rages on the brave men who had been so good as to
visit their village.

Anne watched these romantic proceedings from her
window with much interest, and when she saw how
triumphantly other handsome girls of the neighbourhood
walked by on the gorgeous arms of Lieutenant Knock-
heelmann, Cornet Flitzenhart, and Captain Klaspen-
kissen, of the thrilling York Hussars, who swore the
most picturesque foreign oaths, and had a wonderful
sort of estate or property cadled the Vaterland in their
country across the sea, she was filled with a sense of her
own loneliness. It made her think of things which she
tried to forget, and to look into alittle drawer at some-
thing soft and brown that lay in a curl there, wrapped
in paper. At last she could bear it no longer, and went
downstairs.

" Where are you going ?"' said Mrs. Garland.

' To see the folks, because | am so gloomy!"

' Certainly not at present, Anne.'

"Why not, mother ? sad Anne, blushing with an
indefinite sense of being very wicked.

' Because you must not. | have been going to tell
you severa times not to go into the street at this time of
day. Why not wak in the morning? There's young
Mr. Derriman would be glad to——'

" Don't mention him, mother, don't!"

"Well then, dear, walk in the garden.'

So poor Anne, who really had not the slightest wish
to throw her heart away upon a soldier, but merely
wanted to displace old thoughts by new, turned into the
inner garden from day to day, and passed a good many
hours there, the pleasant birds singing to her, and the
delightful butterflies alighting on her hat, and the horrid
ants running up her stockings.
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This garden was undivided from Loveday's, the two
having originally been the single garden of the whole
house. It was a quaint old place, enclosed by a thorn
hedge so shapely and dense from incessant clipping that
the mill-boy could walk aong the top without sinking
in—a feat which he often performed as a means of filling
out his day's work. The soil within was of that intense
fat blackness which is only seen after a century of con-
stant cultivation. The paths were grassed over, so that
people came and went upon them without being heard.
The grass harboured slugs, and on this account the
miller was going to replace it by gravel as soon as he had
time; but as he had said this for thirty years without
doing it, the grass and the slugs seemed likely to remain.

The miller's man attended to Mrs. Garland's piece
of the garden as well as to the larger portion, digging,
planting, and weeding indifferently in both, the miller
observing with reason that it was not worth while for a
helpless widow lady to hire a man for her little plot
when his man, working alongside, could tend it without
much addition to his labour. The two households were
on this account even more closely united in the garden
than within the mill.  Out there they were almost one
family, and they talked from plot to plot with a zest
and animation which Mrs. Garland could never have
anticipated when she first removed thither after her
husband's death.

The lower half of the garden, farthest from the road,
was the most snug and sheltered part of this snug and
sheltered enclosure, and it was well watered as the land
of Lot. Three small brooks, about a yard wide, ran
with a tinkling sound from side to side between the
plots, crossing the path under wood dabs lad as
bridges, and passing out of the garden through little
tunnels in the hedge. The brooks were so far over-
hung at their brinks by grass and garden produce that,
had it not been for their perpetual babbling, few would
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have noticed that they were there. This was where
Anne liked best to linger when her excursions became
restricted to her own premises, and in a spot of the
garden not far removed the trumpet-major loved to
linger also.

Having by virtue of his office no stable duty to per-
form, he came down from the camp to the mill almost
every day; and Anne, finding that he adroitly walked
and sat in his father's portion of the garden whenever
she did so in the other half, could not help smiling and
speaking to him. So his epaulettes and blue jacket,
and Anne's yellow gipsy hat, were often seen in dif-
ferent parts of the garden at the same time; but he
never intruded into her part of the enclosure, nor did
she into Loveday's. She aways spoke to him when
she saw him there, and he replied in deep, firm accents
across the gooseberry bushes, or through the tall rows
of flowering peas,'as the case might be. He thus gave
her accounts at fifteen paces of his experiences in
camp, in quarters, in Flanders, and elsewhere; of the
difference between line and column, of forced marches,
billeting, and such-like, together with his hopes of pro-
motion. Anne listened at first indifferently; but know-
ing no one else so good-natured and experienced, she
grew interested in him as in a brother. By degrees his
gold lace, buckles, and spurs lost al their strangeness
and were as familiar to her as her own clothes.

At last Mrs. Garland noticed this growing friend-
ship, and began to despair of her motherly scheme of
uniting Anne to the moneyed Festus. Why she could
not take prompt steps to check interference with her
plans arose partly from her nature, which was the re-
verse of managing, and partly from a new emotiona
circumstance with which she found it difficult to reckon.
The near neighbourhood that had produced the friend-
ship of Anne for John Loveday was dowly effecting a
warmer liking between her mother and his father.
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Thus the month of July passed. The troop horses
came with the regularity of clockwork twice a day down
to drink under her window, and, as the weather grew
hotter, kicked up their hedls and shook their heads
furiously under the maddening sting of the dun-fly.
The green leaves in the garden became of a darker
dye, the gooseberries ripened, and the three brooks
were reduced to half their winter volume.

At length the earnest trumpet-major obtained Mrs.
Garland's consent to take her and her daughter to the
camp, which they had not yet viewed from any closer
point than their own windows. So one afternoon they
went, the miller being one of the party. The villagers
were by this time driving a roaring trade with the
soldiers, who purchased of them every description of
garden produce, milk, butter, and eggs at liberal prices.
The figures of these rural sutlers could be seen creeping
up the dopes, laden like bees, to a spot in the rear of
the camp, where there was a kind of market-place on
the greensward.

Mrs. Garland, Anne, and the miller were conducted
from one place to another, and on to the quarter where
the soldiers’ wives lived who had not been able to get
lodgings in the cottages near.  The most sheltered place
had been chosen for them, and shug huts had been
built for their use by their husbands, of clods, hurdles, a
little thatch, or whatever they could lay hands on. The
trumpet-major conducted his friends thence to the large
bam which had been appropriated as a hospital, and to
the cottage with its windows bricked up, that was used
as the magazine; then they inspected the lines of
shining dark horses (each representing the then high
figure of two-and-twenty guineas purchase money),'stand-
ing patiently at the ropes which stretched from one
picket-post to another, a bank being thrown up in front
of them as a protection a night.

They passed on to the tents of the German Legion,
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a well-grown and rather dandy set of men, with a
poetical look about their faces which rendered them
interesting to feminine eyes. Hanoverians, Saxons,
Prussians, Swedes, Hungarians, and other foreigners
were numbered in their ranks. They were cleaning
arms, which they leant carefully against a rail when the
work was complete.

On their return they passed the mess-house, a
temporary wooden building with a brick chimney. As
Anne and her companions went by, a group of three or
four of the hussars were standing at the door talking
to a dashing young man, who was expatiating on the
qualities of a horse that one was inclined to buy. Anne
recognized Festus Derriman in the seller, and Cripple-
straw was trotting the anima up and down. As soon
as she caught the yeoman's eye he came forward, making
some friendly remark to the miller, and then turning to
Miss Garland, who kept her eyes steadily fixed on the
distant landscape till he got so near that it was impos-
sble to do so longer. Festus looked from Anne to
the trumpet-major, and from the trumpet-major back
to Anne, with a dark expression of face, as if he sus
pected that there might be a tender understanding
between them.

" Are you offended with me ? he said to her in a low
voice of repressed resentment.

" No,' said Anne.

' When are you coming to the hall again ?

' Never, perhaps.'

" Nonsense, Anne," said Mrs. Garland, who had come
near, and smiled pleasantly on Festus. ' You can go
at any time, as usual.’

" Let her come with me now, Mrs. Garland ; | should
be pleased to walk along with her. My man can lead
home the horse.'

" Thank you, but | shadl not come' sad Miss Anne
coldly.
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The widow looked unhappily in her daughter's face,
distressed between her desire that Anne should en-
courage Festus, and her wish to consult Anne's own
fedlings.

"Leave her aone, leave her done' said Festus, his
gaze blackening. ' Now | think of it | am glad she
can't come with me, for | am engaged;' and he stalked
away.

Anne moved on with her mother, young Loveday
silently following, and they began to descend the hill.

"Well, where's Mr. Loveday ? asked Mrs. Garland.

* Father's behind,' said John.

Mrs. Garland looked behind her solicitously ; and the
milrller, who had been waiting for the event, beckoned
to her.

"I'll overtake you in aminute," she said to the younger
pair, and went back, her colour, for some unaccountable
reason, rising as she did so. The miller and she then
came on dowly together, conversing in very low tones,
and when they got to the bottom they stood still.  Love-
day and Anne waited for them, saying but little to each
other, for the rencounter with Festus had damped the
spirits of both. At last the widow's private talk with
Miller Loveday came to an end, and she hastened on-
ward, the miller going in another direction to meet a
man on business. When she reached the trumpet-major
and Anne she was looking very bright and rather flurried,
and seemed sorry when Loveday said that he must leave
them and return to the camp. They parted in their
usual friendly manner, and Anne and her mother were
left to walk the few remaining yards aone.

‘There, I've settled it,' sad Mrs. Garland. 'Anne,
what are you thinking about? | have settled in my
mind that it is dl right.'

" What's dl right ? said Anne.

‘That you do not care for Derriman, and mean to
encourage John Loveday. What's al the world so long
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as folks are happy ! Child, don't take any notice of
what | have said about Festus, and don't meet him any
more.' :

* What a weathercock you are, mother ! Why should
you say that just now ?

"It is easy to call me a weathercock,” said the matron,
putting on the look of a good woman; 'but | have
reasoned it out, and at last, thank God, | have got over
my ambition. The Lovedays are our true and only
friends, and Mr. Festus Derriman, with all his money, is
nothing to us at all.'

' But,' said Anne, ' what has made you change nil of
a sudden from what you have said before ?

" My feelings and my reason, which | am thankful
for!"

Anne knew that her mother's sentiments were natu-
rally so versatile that they could not be depended on for
two days together; but it did not occur to her for the
moment that a change had been helped on in the present
case by aromantic talk between Mrs. Garland and the
miller.  But Mrs. Garland could not keep the secret
long. She chatted gaily as she walked, and before they
had entered the house she said, ' What do you think Mr
Loveday has been saying to me, dear Anne ?

Anne did not know at .

"Why, he has asked me to marry him *
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OUR PEOPLE ARE
AFFECTED BY THE

PRESENCE OF ROYALTY

XI

TO explain the miller's sudden proposa it is only
necessary to go back to that moment when Anne, Festus,
and Mrs. Garland were talking together on the down.
John Loveday had fallen behind so as not to interfere
with a meeting in which he was decidedly superfluous;
and his father, who guessed the trumpet-major's secret,
watched his face as he stood. John's face was sad, and
his eyes followed Mrs. Garland's encouraging manner to
Festus in a way which plainly said that every parting of
her lips was tribulation to him.  The miller loved his son
as much as any miller or private gentleman could do,
and he was pained to see John's gloom a such a trivia
circumstance.  So what did he resolve but to help John
there and then by precipitating a matter which, had he
himself been the only person concerned, he would have
delayed for another six months.

He had long liked the society of his impulsive, trac-
table neighbour, Mrs. Garland; had mentally taken
her up and pondered her in connexion with the ques-
tion whether it would not be for the happiness of
both if she were to share his home, even though she
was a little his superior in antecedents and knowledge.
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In fact he loved her; not tragicdly, but to a very
creditable extent for his years; that is, next to his sons,
Bob and John, though he knew very well of that
ploughed-ground appearance near the corners of her
once handsome eyes, and that the little depression in
her right cheek was not the lingering dimple it was
poetically assumed to be, but aresult of the abstraction
of some worn-out nether millstones within the cheek
by Rootle, the Budmouth man, who lived by such
practices on the heads of the elderly. But what of that,
when he had lost two to each one of hers, and exceeded
her in age by some eight years! To do John a service,
then, he quickened his designs, and put the question
to her while they were standing under the eyes of the
younger pair.

Mrs. Garland, though she had been interested in the
miller for a long time, and had for a moment now and
then thought on this question as far as, ' Suppose he
should,” ' If he were to,” and so on, had never thought
much further ; and she was redly taken by surprise when
the question came. She answered without affectation that
she would think over the proposal; and thus they parted.

Her mother's infirmity of purpose set Anne thinking,
and she was suddenly filled with a conviction that in
such a case she ought to have some purpose herself.
Mrs. Garland's complacency at the miller's offer had, in
truth, amazed her. While her mother had held up her
head, and recommended Festus, it had seemed a very
pretty thing to rebel; but the pressure being removed an
awful sense of her own responsibility took possession of
her mind. As there was no longer anybody to be wise
or ambitious for her, surely she should be wise and
ambitious for herself, discountenance her mother's
attachment, and encourage Festus in his addresses, for
her own and her mother's good. There had been a
time when a Loveday thrilled her own heart; but that
was long ago, before she had thought of position or
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differences. To wake into cold daylight like this, when
and because her mother had gone into the land of
romance, was dreadful and new to her, and like an
increase of years without living them.

But it was easier to think that she ought to marry
the yeoman than to take steps for doing it; and she
went on living just as before, only with a little more
thoughtfulness in her eyes.

Two days after the visit to the camp, when she was
again in the garden, Soldier Loveday said to her, a a
distance of five rows of beans and a parsley-bed—

" You have heard the news. Miss Garland ?

"No," sad Anne, without looking up from a book
she was reading.

' The King is coming to-morrow.'

" The King?"'  She looked up then.

"Yes; to Gloucester Lodge; and he will pass this
way. He can't arrive till long past the middle of the
night, if what they say is true, that he istimed to change
horses at Woodyates Inn—between Mid and South
Wessex—at twelve o'clock,” continued Loveday, encour-
aged by her interest to cut off the pardey-bed from the
distance between them.

Miller Loveday came round the corner of the house.

' Have ye heard about the King coming, Miss Maidy
Anne?' he said.

Anne said that she had just heard of it; and the
trumpet-major, who hardly welcomed his father at such
a moment, explained what he knew of the matter.

"And you will go with your regiment to meet 'en, |
suppose ? ' said old Loveday.

Young Loveday said that the men of the German
Legion were to perform that duty. And turning half
from his father, and half towards Anne, he added, in a
tentative tone, that he thought he might get leave for
the night, if anybody would like to be taken to the top
of the Ridgeway over which the royal party must pass.
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Anne, knowing by this time of the budding hopein
the gallant dragoon's mind, and not wishing to encour-
age it, said, ' | don't want to go.

The miller looked disappointed as well as John.

"Your mother might like to !"

"Yes, | am going indoors, and I'll ask her if you
wish me to, said she.

She went indoors and rather coldly told her mother
of the proposal.  Mrs. Garland, though she had deter-
mined not to answer the miller's question on matrimony
just yet, was quite ready for this jaunt, and in spite of
Anne she sailed off at once to the garden to hear more
about it. When she re-entered, she said—

"Anne, | have not seen the King or the King's
horsm for these many years; and | am going.'

" Ah, it is well to be you, mother,' said Anne, in an
eIderIy tone.

' Then you won't come with us?' said Mrs. Garland,
rather rebuffed.

"I have very different things to think of," said her
daughter with virtuous emphass 'than going to see
sights at that time of night.'

Mrs. Garland was sorry, but resolved to adhere to
the arrangement. The night came on; and it having
gone abroad that the King would pass by the road,
many of the villagers went out to see the procession.
When the two Lovedays and Mrs. Garland were gone,
Anne bolted the door for security, and sat down to
think again on her grave responsibilities in the choice
of a husband, now that her natural guardian could no
longer be trusted.

A knock came to the door.

Anne's instinct was at once to be silent, that the
comer might think the family had retired.

The knocking person, however, was not to be easily
persuaded. He had in fact seen rays of light over the
top of the shutter, and, unable to get an answer, went
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on to the door of the mill, which was still going, the
miller sometimes grinding al night when busy. The
grinder accompanied the stranger to Mrs. Garland's
oor.

' The daughter is certainly at home, sir, said the
grinder. ' I'll go round to t'other side, and see if she's
there, Master Derriman.’

"1 want to take her out to see the King,' sad
Festus.

Anne had started at the sound of the voice. No
opportunity could have been better for carrying out her
new convictions on the disposal of her hand. But in
her mortal dislike of Festus, Anne forgot her principles,
and her idea of keeping herself above the Lovedays.
Tossing on her hat and blowing out the candle, she
slipped out at the back door, and hastily followed in the
direction that her mother and the rest had taken. She
overtook them as they were beginning to climb the hill.

"What ! you have atered your mind after al ?' said
the widow. ' How came you to do that, my dear ?'

"1 thought I might as well come,' said Anne.

' To be sure you did, said the miller heartily. ' A
good dedl better than biding at home there.’

John said nothing, though she could almost see
through the gloom how glad he was that she had
atered her mind. When they reached the ridge over
which the highway stretched they found many of their
neighbours who had got there before them idling on
the grass border between the roadway and the hedge,
enjoying a sort of midnight picnic, which it was easy to
do, the air being still and dry.  Some carriages were also
standing near, though most people of the district who
possessed four whedls, or even two, had driven into the
town to await the King there.  From this height could
be seen in the distance the position of the watering-
place, an additional number of lanterns, lamps, and
c~n~dles having been lighted to-night by the loya
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burghers to grace the roya entry, if it should occui
before dawn.

Mrs. Garland touched Anne's elbow severa times as
they walked, and the young woman at last understood
that this was meant as a hint to her to take the trumpet-
major's arm, which its owner was rather suggesting than
offering to her. Anne wondered what infatuation was
possessing her mother, declined to take the arm, and
contrived to get in front with the miller, who mostly
kept in the van to guide the others' footsteps. The
trumpet-major was left with Mrs. Garland, and Anne's
encouraging pursuit of them induced him to say afew
words to the former.

' By your leave, maam, I'll speak to you on some-
thing that concerns my mind very much indeed ?'
' Certainly.'

"It is my wish to be alowed to pay my addresses to
your daughter.'

"I thought you meant that,’ sad Mrs. Garland
simply.

" And you'll not object!’

" | shall leave it to her. | don't think she will agree,
even if | do.

The soldier sighed, and seemed helpless. ' Well,
| can but ask her,' he said.

The spot on which they had finally chosen to wait
for the King was by a field gate, whence the white
road could be seen for a long distance northwards by
day, and some little distance now. They lingered and
lingered, but no King came to bresk the silence of
that beautiful summer night. As half-hour after half-
hour glided by, and nobody came, Anne began to get
weary; she knew why her mother did not propose to
go back, and regretted the reason. She would have
proposed it herself, but that Mrs. Garland seemed so
cheerful, and as wide awake as a noonday, so that it
was amost a cruelty to disturb her.
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The trumpet-major at last made up his mind, and
tried to draw Anne into a private conversation. The
feeling which a week ago had been a vague and piquant
aspiration, was to-day altogether too lively for the reason-
ing of this warm-hearted soldier to regulate. So he
persevered in his intention to catch her alone, and at
last, in spite of her manoeuvres to the contrary, he
succeeded. The miller and Mrs. Garland had walked
about fifty yards further on, and Anne and himself were
left standing by the gate.

But the gallant musician's soul was so much disturbed
by tender vibrations and by the sense of his presumption
that he could not begin; and it may be questioned
if he would ever have broached the subject at all,
had not a distant church clock opportunely assisted
him by striking the hour of three.  The trumpet-major
heaved a breath of relief.

" That clock strikes in G sharp,' he said.

" Indeed—G sharp ? ' said Anne civilly.

"Yes. 'Tis afine-toned bell. | used to notice that
note when | was a boy.'

' Did you—the very same ?

"Yes; and since then | had a wager about that
bell with the bandmaster of the North Wessex Militia.
He said the note was G; | said it wasn't. When we
found it G sharp we didn't know how to settle it.'

"It is not a deep note for a clock.'

'O no! The finest tenor bell about here is the
bell of Peter's, Casterbridge—in E fla. Tum-m-m-m
—that's the note—tum-m-m-m."  The trumpet-major
sounded from far down his throat what he considered
to be E flat, with a parenthetic sense of luxury un-
quenchable even by his present distraction.

"Shall we go on to where my mother is? sad
Anne, less impressed by the beauty of the note than
the trumpet-major himself was.

"In one minute,' he said tremulously. 'Talking of
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music—I fear you don't think the rank of a trumpet
major much to compare with your own ?'

‘I do, | think a trumpet-major a very respectable
man.'

'l am glad to hear you say that. It is given out
by the King's command that trumpet-majors are to be
considered respectable.’

"Indeed! Then | am, by chance, more loyal than |
thought for.'

"] get a good deal a year extra to the trumpeters,
because of my position.'

' That's very nice.'

"And | am not supposed ever to drink with the
trumpeters who serve beneath me.'

"Naturally.'

" And, by the orders of the War Office, | am to exert
over them (that's the government word) exert over them
full authority; and if any one behaves towards me with
the least impropriety, or neglects my orders, he is to be
confined and reported.’

"It isreally adignified post, she said, with, however,
a reserve of enthusiasm which was not altogether en-
couraging.

"And of course some day | shall,’ stammered the
dragoon—' shal be in rather a better position than | am
at present.'

"1 am glad to hear it, Mr. Loveday.'

" And in short, Mistress Anne," continued John Love-
day bravely and desperately, ' may | pay court to you in
the hope that—no, no, don't go away!—you haven't
heard yet—that you may make me the happiest of men;
not yet, but when peace is proclaimed and al is smooth
and easy again? | can't put it any better, though there's
more to be explained.'

‘This is most awkward," said Anne, evidently with
pain. ' | cannot possibly agree; believe me, Mr. Love
day, | cannot.'
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* But there's more than this. You would be sur
prised to see what snug rooms the married trumpet
and sergeant-majors have in quarters,'

' Barracks are not all; consider camp and war.'

" That brings me to my strong point!" exclaimed the
soldier hopefully. * My father is better off than most
non-commissioned officers' fathers; and there's always a
home for you at his house in any emergency. | can tell
you privately that he has enough to keep us both, and if
you wouldn't hear of barracks, well, peace once estab-
lished, I'd live a home as a miller and farmer—next
door to your own mother.'

" My mother would be sure to object,” expostulated
Anne.

' No ; she leaves it al to you.'

" What! you have asked her ? said Anne, with
surprise.

' Yes. | thought it would not be honourable to act
otherwise.'

' That's very good of you," said Anne, her face warm-
ing with a generous sense of his straightforwardness.
' But my mother is so entirely ignorant of a soldier's life,
and the life of a soldier's wife—she is so simple in al
such 'matters, that | cannot listen to you any more
readily for what she may say.'

"Then it is al over for me' said the poor trumpet-
major, wiping his face and putting away his handkerchief
with an ar of finality.

Anne was silent. Any woman who has ever tried
will know without explanation what an unpalatable task
it is to dismiss, even when she does not love him, a
man who has dl the natural and moral qualities she
would desire, and only fails in the social. Would-be
lovers are not so humerous, even with the best women,
that the sacrifice of one can be felt as other than a
good thing wasted, in a world where there are few good
things.
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" You ate not angry, Miss Garland ? said he, finding
that she did not spesk.

'O no. Don'tlet us say anything more about this
now." And she moved on.

When she drew near to the miller and her mother
she perceived that they were engaged in a conversation
of that peculiar kind which is al the more full and
communicative from the fact of definitive words being
few. In short, here the game was succeeding which
with herself had failed. It was pretty clear from the
symptoms, marks, tokens, telegraphs, and genera by-
play between widower and widow, that Miller Loveday
must have again said to Mrs. Garland some such thing
as he had said before, with what result this time she did
not know.

As the situation was delicate, Anne halted awhile
apart from them. The trumpet-major, quite ignorant
of how his cause was entered into by the white-coated
man in the distance (for his father had not yet told him
of his designs upon Mrs. Garland), did not advance,
but stood still by the gate, as though he were attending
a princess, waiting till he should be caled up. Thus
they lingered, and the day began to break. Mrs.
Garland and the miller took no heed of the time, and
what it was bringing to earth and sky, so occupied were
they with themselves, but Anne in her place and the
trumpet-mgjor in his, each in private thought of no
bright kind, watched the gradual glory of the east through
al its tones and changes. The world of birds and
insects got lively, the blue and the yellow and the gold
of Loveday's uniform again became distinct; the sun
bored its way upward, the fields, the trees, and the
distant landscape kindled to flame, and the trumpet-
major, backed by a lilac shadow as tal as a steeple,
blazed in the rays like a very god of war.

It was half-past three o'clock. A short time after,
a rattle of horses "and wheels reached their ears from
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the quarter in which they gazed, and there appeared
upon the white line of road a moving mass, which pre-
sently ascended the hill and drew near.

Then there arose a huzza from the few knots of
watchers gathered there, and they cried, 'Long live
King Jarge!" The cortege passed abreast. It consisted
of three travelling-carriages, escorted by a detachment
of the German Legion. Anne was told to look in the
first carriage—a post-chariot drawn by four horses—
for the King and Queen, and \vas rewarded by seeing a
profile reminding her of the current coin of the realm;
but as the party had been travelling dl night, and the
spectators here gathered were few, none of the roya
family looked out of the carriage windows. It was sad
that the two elder princesses were in the same carriage,
but they remained invisible. The next vehicle, a coach
and four, contained more princesses, and the third some
of their attendants.

‘Thank God, | have seen my King!" sad Mrs.
Garland, when they had al gone hy.

Nobody ese expressed any thankfulness, for most of
them had expected a more pompous procession than
the bucolic tastes of the King cared to indulge in; and
one old man said grimly that that sight of dusty old
leather coaches was not worth waiting for.  Anne looked
hither and thither in the bright rays of the day, each of
her eyes having a little sun in it, which gave her glance
a peculiar golden fire, and kindled the brown curls
grouped over her forehead to a yellow brilliancy, and
made single hairs, blown astray by the night, look like
lacquered wires. She was wondering if Festus were
anywhere near, but she could not see him.

Before they left the ridge they turned their attention
towards the Royal watering-place, which was visible at
this place only as a portion of the sea-shore, from which
the night-mist was rolling slowly back. The sea beyond
was still wrapped in summer fog, the ships in the roads
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showing through it as black spiders suspended in the air,
While they looked and walked a white jet of smoke burst
from a spot which the miller knew to be the battery in
front of the King's residence, and then the report of guns
reached their ears. This announcement was answered
by a salute from the Castle of the adjoining Ide, and
the ships in the neighbouring anchorage.  All the bells
in the town began ringing. The King and his family
had arrived-
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HOW EVERYBODY
GREAT AND SMALL
CLIMBED TO THE TOP

OF THE DOWNS

Xl

As the days went on, echoes of the life and bustle of
.the town reached the ears of the quiet people in Over-
combe hollow—exciting and moving those unimportant
natives as a ground-swell moves the weeds in a cave.
Travelling-carriages of al kinds and colours climbed and
descended the road that led towards the seaside borough
Some contained those personages of the King's suite
who had not kept pace with him in his journey from
Windsor; others were the coaches of aristocracy, big
and little, whom news of the King's arrival drew thither
for their own pleasure : so that the highway, as seen from
the hills about Overcombe, appeared like an ant-walk—
a constant succession of dark spots creeping aong its
surface at nearly uniform rates of progress, and al in
one direction.

The traffic and intelligence between camp and town
passed in a measure over the villagers heads. It being
summer time the miller was much occupied with business,
and the trumpet-major was too constantly engaged in
marching between the camp and Gloucester Lodge with
the rest of the dragoons to bring his friends any news for
some days.

{1



THE TRUMPET-MAJOR

At last he sent a message that there was to be a
review on the downs by the King, and that it was fixed
for the day following. This information soon spread
through the village and country round, and next morning
the whole population of Overcombe—except two or three
very old men and women, a few babies and their nurses,
a cripple, and Corpora Tullidge—ascended the dope with
the crowds from afar, and awaited the events of the day.

The miller wore his best coa on this occasion, which
meant a good dea. An Overcombe man in those days
would have a best coat, and keep it as abest coat haf his
life. The miller's had seen five and twenty summers,
chiefly through the chinks of a clothes-box, and was not
at al shabby as yet, though getting singular. But that
could not be helped ; common coats and best coats were
distinct species, and never interchangeable. Living so
near the scene of the review he walked up the hill,
accompanied by Mrs. Garland and Anne as usual.

It was a clear day, with little wind stirring, and the
view from the downs, one of the most extensive in the
county, was unclouded. The eye of any observer who
cared for such things swept over the wave-washed town,
and the bay beyond, and the Ide, with its pebble bank,
lying on the sea to the left of these, like a great crouching
animal tethered to the mainland. On the extreme east of
the marine horizon, St. Aldhelm's Head closed the scene,
the sea to the southward of that point glaring like a mirror
under the sun. Inland could be seen Badbury Rings,
where a beacon had been recently erected; and nearer,
Rainbarrow, on Egdon Heath, where another stood: far-
ther to the left Bulbarrow, where there was yet another.
Not far from this came Nettlecombe Tout; to the west,
Dogberry Hill, and Black'on near to the foreground, the
beacon thereon being built of furze faggots thatched with
straw, and standing on the spot where the monumen,
now raises its head _

At nine oclock the troops marched upon the ground
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—some from the camps in the vicinity, and some from
quarters in the different towns round about. The ap-
proaches to the down were blocked with carriages of all
descriptions, ages, and colours, and with pedestrians of
every class. At ten the royal personages were said to
be drawing near, and soon after the King, accompanied
by the Dukes of Cambridge and Cumberland, and a
couple of generals, appeared on horseback, wearing a
round hat turned up at the side, with a cockade and
military feather. (Sensation among the crowd.) Then
the Queen and three of the princesses entered the field
in a great coach drawn by six beautiful cream-coloured
horses.  Another coach, with four horses of the same
sort, brought the two remaining princesses. (Confused
acclamations, ' Theres King Jarge!" ' That's Queen
Sharlett! * ' Princess ‘Lizabeth I" ' Princesses Sophiar
and Meelycr!" &c., from the surrounding spectators.)

Anne and her party were fortunate enough to secure
a position on the top of one of the barrows which rose
here and there on the down; and the miller having
gallantly constructed a little cairn of flints, he placed the
two women thereon, by which means they were enabled
to see over the heads, horses, and coaches of the multi-
tudes below and around. At the march-past the miller's
eye, which had been wandering about for the purpose,
discovered his son in his place by the trumpeters, who
had moved forwards in two ranks, and were sounding
the march.

‘That's John!" he cried to the widow. ‘'His
trumpet-sling is of two colours, d'ye see; and the
others be plain.'

Mrs. Garland too saw him now, and enthusiastically
admired him from her hands upwards, and Anne silently
did the same. But before the young woman's eyes had
quite left the trumpet-major they fell upon the figure of
Yeoman Festus riding with his troop, and keeping his
face at a medium between haughtiness and mere bravery.
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He certainly looked as soldierly as any of his own corps,
and felt more soldierly than half-a-dozen, as anybody
could see by observing him.  Anne got behind the
miller, in case Festus should discover her, and, regard-
less of his monarch, rush upon her in a rage with, ' Why
the devil did you run away from me that night—hey,
madam ?' But she resolved to think no more of him
just now, and to stick to Loveday, who was her mother's
friend. In this she was helped by the stirring tones
which burst from the latter gentleman and his subordi-
nates from time to time.

'Well," said the miller complacently, 'there's few of
more consequence in a regiment than a trumpeter.
He's the chap that tells 'em what to do, after al. Hey,
Mrs. Garland ?'

' S0 heis, miller," said she.

' They could no more do without Jack and his men
than they could without generals.'

" Indeed they could not, said Mrs. Garland again, in
a tone of pleasant agreement with any one in Great
Britain or Ireland.

It was said that the line that day was three miles
long, reaching from the high ground on the right of
where the people stood to the turnpike road on the left.
After the review came a sham fight, during which action
the crowd dispersed more widely over the clowns,
enabling Widow Garland to get still clearer glimpses
of the King, and his handsome charger, and the head
of the Queen, and the elbows and shoulders of the
princesses in the carnages, and fractional parts of
General Garth and the Duke of Cumberland; which
sights gave her great gratification. She tugged at her
daughter at every opportunity, exclaiming, ' Now you
can se his feather ! ' ' Theres her hat!" ' There's
her Majesty's India muslin shawl!" in a minor form of
ecstasy, that made the miller think her more girlish and
animated than her daughter Anne.
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In those military manoeuvres the miller followed the
fortunes of one man; Anne Garland of two. The
spectators, who, unlike our party, had no personal
interest in the soldiery, saw only troops and battalions
in the concrete, straight lines of red, straight lines of
blue, white lines formed of innumerable knee-breeches,
black lines formed of many gaiters, coming and going
in kaleidoscopic change. Who thought of every point
in the line as an isolated man, each dwelling al to
himself in the hermitage of his own mind ? One person- -
did, ayoung man far removed from the barrow where
the Garlands and Miller Loveday stood. The natural
expression of his face was somewhat obscured by the
bronzing effects of rough weather, but the lines of his
mouth showed that affectionate impulses were strong
within him—operhaps stronger than judgment well could
regulate. He wore a blue jacket with little brass
buttons, and was plainly a seafaring man.

Meanwhile, in the part of the plain where rose the
tumulus on which the miller had established himself, a
broad-brimmed tradesman was elbowing his way aong.
He saw Mr. Loveday from the base of the barrow, and
beckoned to attract his attention. Loveday went half-
way down, and the other came up as near as he could.

‘Miller," said the man, a letter has been lying at
the post-office for you for the last three days. If | had
known that | should see ye here I'd have brought it
aong with me!

The miller thanked him for the news, and they
parted, Loveday returning to the summit. 'What a
very strange thing!" he said to Mrs. Garland, who had
looked inquiringly at his face, now very grave. 'That
was Budmouth postmaster, and he says there's a letter
for me.  Ah, | now cdl to mind that there was a letter
in the candle three days ago this very night—a large
red one; but foolish-like | thought nothing o't. Who
can that letter be from ?'
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A letter at this time was such an ettent for hamleteers,
even of the miller's respectable standing, that Loveday
thenceforward was thrown into a fit of abstraction which
prevented his seeing any more of the sham fight, or
the people, or the King. Mrs. Garland imbibed some
of his concern, and suggested that the letter might come
from his son Robert.

" should naturally have thought that,’ sad Miller
Loveday; 'but he wrote to me only two months ago,
and his brother John heard from him within the last
four weeks, when he was just about starting on another
voyage. If you'll pardon me, Mrs. Garland, maam, I'll
e if there's any Overcombe man here who is going to
Budmouth to-day, so.that | may get the letter by night-
time. | cannot possibly go myself.

So Mr. Loveday left them for awhile; and as they
were so near home Mrs. Garland did not wait on the
barrow for him to come back, but walked about with
Anne a little time, until they should be disposed to trot
down the dope to their own door. They listened to a
man who was offering one guinea to receive ten in case
Buonaparte should be killed in three months, and to
other entertainments of that nature, which at this time
were not rare.  Once during their peregrination the
eyes of the sailor before-mentioned fell upon Anne; but
he glanced over her and passed her unheedingly by.
Loveday the elder was at this time on the other side of
the line, looking for a messenger to the town. At
twelve o'clock the review was over, and the King and
his family left the hill.  The troops then cleared off the
field, the spectators followed, and by one o'clock the
downs were again bare.

They still spread their grassy surface to the sun as
on that beautiful morning not, historically speaking, so
very long ago; but the King and his fifteen thousand
amed men, the horses, the bands of music, the
princesses, the cream-coloured teams—the gorgeous
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centre-piece, in short, to which the downs were but
the mere mount or margin—how entirely have they al
passed and gonel—lying scattered about the world
as military and other dust, some at Taavera, Albuera,
Salamanca, Vittoria, Toulouse, and Waterloo; some in
home churchyards; and a few smal handfuls in royal
vaults.

In the afternoon John Loveday, lightened of his
trumpet and trappings, appeared at the old mill-house
door, and beheld Anne standing at hers.

" | saw you, Miss Garland, said the soldier gaily.

" Where was | 7 said she, smiling.

' On the top of the big mound—to the right of the
King.'

"And | saw you; lots of times,' she rejoined.

Loveday seemed pleased. ' Did you redly take the
trouble to find me? That was very good of you.'

" Her eyes followed you everywhere,' said Mrs. Gar-
land from an upper window.

"Of course | looked at the dragoons most,' said
Anne, disconcerted. ' And when | looked at them my
eyes naturally fell upon the trumpets. 1 looked at the
dragoons generaly, no more.'

She did not mean to show any vexation to the
trumpet-major, but he fancied otherwise, and stood
repressed.  The situation was relieved by the arrival of
the miller, still looking serious.

"I am very much concerned, John; | did not go
to the review for nothing. There's a letter a-waiting
for me at Budmouth, and | must get it before bedtime,
or | shan't degp a wink.'

"Il go, of course'’ sad John; 'and perhaps
Miss Garland would like to see what's doing there
to-day ? Everybody is gone or going; the road is like
a far.

He spoke pleadingly, but Anne was not won to
assent.
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"You can drive in the gig; 'twill do Blossom good,
said the miller.

' Let David drive Miss Garland,’ said the trumpet-
major, not wishing to coerce her; '| would just as soon
walk.'

Anne joyfully welcomed this arrangement, and atime
wasfixedfor the start.
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THE CONVERSATION

IN THE CROWD

X111

IN the afternoon they drove off, John Loveclay being
nowhere visible. All along the road they passed and
were overtaken by vehicles of al descriptions going in
the same direction; among them the extraordinary
machines which had been invented for the conveyance
of troops to any point of the coast on which the enemy
should land; they consisted of four boards placed
across a sort of trolly, thirty men of the volunteer
companies riding on each.

The popular Georgian watering-place was in a par-
oxysm of gaiety. The town was quite overpowered by
the country round, much to the town's delight and profit.
The fear of invasion was such that six frigates lay in
the roads to ensure the safety of the roya family,
and from the regiments of horse and foot quartered at
the barracks, or encamped on the hills round about,
a picket of a thousand men mounted guard every day
in front of Gloucester Lodge, where the King resided.
When Anne and her attendant reached this point,
which they did on foot, stabling the horse on the out-
skirts of the town, it was about Sx oclock. The
King was on the Esplanade, and the soldiers were just
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marching past to mount guard. The band formed in
front of the King, and al the officers saluted as they
went by.

Anne now felt hersef close to and looking into the
stream of recorded history, within whose banks the littlest
things are great, and outside which she and the general
bulk of the human race were content to live on as an
unreckoned, unheeded superfluity.

When she turned from her interested gaze at this
scene, there stood John Loveday. She had had a pre-
sentiment that he would turn up in this mysterious
way. |t was marvellous that he could have got there
so quickly; but there he was—not looking at the
King, or at the crowd, but waiting for the turn of
her head.

" Trumpet-mgjor, | didn't see you,” said Anne de-
murely. " How is it that your regiment is not marching
past?

'We take it by turns, and it is not our turn,' said
Loveday.

She wanted to know then if they were afraid that
the King would be carried off by the First Consul.
Yes, Loveday told her; and his Majesty was rather ven-
turesome. A day or two before he had gone so far
to sea that he was nearly caught by some of the enemy's
cruisers. ' He is anxious to fight Boney single-handed.'
he said.

' What agood, brave King !" said Anne.

Loveday seemed anxious to come to more personal
matters. ' Will you let me take you round to the other
side, where you can see better ?' he asked. * The Queen
and the princesses are at the window.'

Anne passively assented. ' David, wait here for me,
she said; ' | shal be back again in a few minutes,

The trumpet-major then led her off triumphantly, and
they skirted the crowd and came round on the side to-
wards the sands.  He told her everything he could think
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of, military and civil, to which Anne returned pretty
syllables and parenthetic words about the colour of the
sea and the curl of the foam—a way of speaking that
moved the soldier's heart even more than long and direct
speeches would have done.

" And that other thing | asked you ? he ventured to
say at last.

' We won't speak of it.'

"You don't dislike me ?

'O no!' she said, gazing at the bathing-machines,
digging children, and other common objects of the sea
shore, as if her interest lay there rather than with him.

"But | am not worthy of the daughter of a genteel
professional man—that's what you mean ?'

' There's something more than worthiness required in
such cases, you know,' she said, still without calling her
mind away from surrounding scenes. ' Ah, there are the.
Queen and princesses a the window !

' Something more ?'

"Well, since you will make me speak, | mean the
woman ought to love the man.'

The trumpet-major seemed to be less concerned about
this than about her supposed superiority. 'If it were
al right on that point, would you mind the other 7 he
asked, like a man who knows heistoo persistent, yet who
cannot be still.

"How can | say, when| don't know ? What a pretty
chip hat the elder princess wears !'

Her companion's general disappointment extended
over him amost to his lace and his plume. * Your
mother said, you know, Miss Anne——

'Yes, that's the worst of it she said. ' Let us go
back to David; | have seen dl | want to see Mr.
Loveday.'

The mass of the people had by this time noticed the
Queen and princesses at the window, and raised a cheer,
to which the ladies waved their embroidered handker-
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chiefs. Annewent back towards the pavement with hei
trumpet-major, whom all the girls envied her, so fine-
looking a soldier was he; and not only for that, but
because it was well known that he was not a soldier
from necessity, but from patriotism, his father having
repeatedly offered to set him up in business: his artistic
taste in preferring a horse and uniform to a dirty,
rumbling flour-mill was admired by dl. She, too, had a
very nice appearance in her best clothes as she walked
along—the sarcenet hat, muslin shawl, and tight-sleeved
gown being of the newest Overcombe fashion, that was
only about a year old in the adjoining town, and in
London three or four. She could not be harsh to
Loveday and dismiss him curtly, for his musical pursuits
had refined him, educated him, and made him quite
poetical. To-day he had been particularl%/ well-mannered
and tender; <0, instead of answering, ‘Never speak to
me like this again/ she merely put him off witha ' Let
us go back to David.

When they reached the place where they had left him
David was gone. .

Annewas now positively vexed. 'What shall | do?'
she said.

"He's only gone to drink the King's health/ said
Loveday, who had privately given David the money for
performing that operation. * Depend upon it, hell be
back soon/

"Will you go and find him ? said she, with intense
propriety in her looks and tone.

* | will/ said Loveday reluctantly; and he went.

Anne stood still.  She could now escape her gal-
lant friend, for, although the distance was long, it was
not impossible to wak home. On the other hand,
Loveday was a good and sincere fellow, for whom she
had almost a brotherly feeling, and she shrank from
such a trick. While she stood and mused, scarcely
heeding the music, the marching of the soldiers, the
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King, the dukes, the brilliant staff, the attendants, and
the happy groups of people, her eyes fell upon the
ground.

Before her she saw a flower lying—a crimson sweet-
william—fresh and uninjured. An instinctive wish to
save it from destruction by the passengers.feet led her to
pick it up; and then, moved by a sudden self-conscious-
ness, she looked around. She was standing before an
inn, and from an upper window Festus Derriman was
leaning with two or three kindred spirits of his cut and
kind. He nodded eagerly, and signified to her that he
had thrown the flower.

What should she do? To throw it away would
seem stupid, and to keep it was awkward. She held it
between her finger and thumb," twirléd it round on its
axis and twirled it back again, regarding and yet not
examining" it. Just then she saw the trumpet-major
coming back.

"1 can't find David anywhere," he said ; and his heart
was not sorry as he sad it.

Anne was dtill holding out the sweet-william as if
about to drop it, and, scarcely knowing what she did
under the distressing sense that she was watched, she
offered the flower to Loveday.

His face brightened with pleasure as he took' it.
‘Thank you, indeed," he said.

Then Anne saw what a misleading blunder she had
committed towards Loveday in playing to the yeoman.
Perhaps she had sown the seeds of a quarrel.

"It was not my sweet-william," she said hastily; it
was lying on the ground. | don't mean anything by
giving it to you.'

‘But I'll keep it al the same,’ said the innocent
soldier, as if he knew a good ded about womankind;
and he put the flower carefully inside his jacket, between
his white waistcoat and his heart.

Festus, seeing this, enlarged himself wrathfully, got
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hot in the face, rose to his feet, and glared down upon
them like a turnip-lantern.

' Let us go away,” said Anne timorously.

"Il see you safe to your own door, depend upon
me,' said Loveday. ' But—I| had near forgot—there's
father's letter, that he's so anxiously waiting for!  Will
you come with me to the post-office? Then I'll take
you straight home.'

Anne, expecting Festus to pounce down every minute,
was glad to be off anywhere; so she accepted the sug-
gestion, and they went along the parade together.

Loveday set this down as a proof of Anne's relenting.
Thus in joyful spirits he entered the office, paid the
postage, and received the letter.

"It is from Bob, after all!' he said. < Father told
me to read it at once, in case of bad news. Ask your
pardon for keeping you a moment." He broke the sed
and read, Anne standing silently by.

"He is coming home to be married,’ said the trumpet-
major, without looking up.

Anne did not answer. The blood swept impetuously
up her face at his words, and as suddenly went away
again, leaving her rather paler than before. She dis
guised her agitation and then overcame it, Loveday
observing nothing of this emotional performance.

" As far as | can understand he will be here Saturday,'
he said.

‘Indeed !" said Anne quite calmly. ' And who is he
going to marry ?'

That | don't know," said John, turning the letter
about. 'The woman is a stranger.'

At this moment the miller entered the office hastily.

' Come, John," he cried, '| have been waiting and
waiting for that there letter till | was nigh crazy!"

John briefly explained the news, and when his father
had recovered from his astonishment, taken off his hat,
and wiped the exact line where his forehead joined
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his hair, he walked with Anne up the street, leaving
John to return aone. The miller was so absorbed
in his mental perspective of Bob's marriage, that he
saw nothing of the gaieties they passed through; and
Anne seemed dso so much impressed by the same
intelligence, that she crossed before the inn occupied by
Festus without showing a recollection of his presence
there,
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LATER IN THE EVENING

OF THE SAME DAY

XIv

WHEN they reached home the sun was going down,
It had already been noised abroad that miller Loveday
had received a letter, and, his cart having been heard
coming up the lane, the population of Overcombe drew
down towards the mill as soon as he had gone indoors
—a sudden flash of brightness from the window show-
ing that he had struck such an early light as nothing
but the immediate deciphering of literature could re-
quire. 'Letters were matters of public moment, and
everybody in the parish had an interest in the reading
of those rare documents; so that when the miller had
placed; the candle, slanted himself, and caled in Mrs.
Garland to have her opinion on the meaning of any
hieroglyphics that he might encounter in his course, he
found that he was to be additionally assisted by the
opinions of the other neighbours, whose persons ap-
peared in the doorway, partly covering each other like
a hand of cards, yet each showing a large enough piece
of himself for identification. To pass the time while
they were arranging themselves, the miller adopted his
usual way of filling up casua intervals, that of snuffing
the candle. 120
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" We heard you had got a letter, Maister Love vy,
they said.

" Yes; " Southampton, the twelfth of August, dea
father," said Loveday; and they were as silent as
relations at the reading of a will. Anne, for whom
the letter had a singular fascination, came in with her
mother and sat down.

Bob stated in his own way that having, since landing,
taken into consideration his father's wish that he should
renounce a seafaring life and become a partner in the
mill, he had decided to agree to the proposal; and
with that object in view he would return to Overcombe
in three days from the time of writing.

He then said incidentally that since his voyage he
had been in lodgings at Southampton, and during that
time had become acquainted with a lovely and virtuous
young maiden, in whom he found the exact qualities
necessary to his happiness. Having known this lady
for the full space of a fortnight he had had ample oppor-
tunities of studying her character, and, being struck
with the recollection that, if there was one thing more
than another necessary in a mill which had no mistress,
it was somebody who could play that part with grace and
dignity, he had asked Miss Matilda Johnson to be his
wife. In her kindness she, though sacrificing far better
prospects, had agreed; and he could not but regard
it as a happy chance that he should have found at the
nick of time such a woman to adorn his home, whose
innocence was as stunning as her beauty. Without
much ado, therefore, he and she had arranged to be
married at once, and at Overcombe, that his father
might not be deprived of the pleasures of the wedding
feast. She had kindly consented to follow him by land
in the course of a few days, and to live in the house as
their guest for the week or so previous to the ceremony.

' Tis a proper good letter,' said Mrs. Comfort from
the background. * | never heerd true love better put
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or of hand in my life; and they seem 'nation fond oi
one another.’ .

' He haven't knowed her such a very long time,' said
Job Mitchell dubiously.

'That's nothing," said Esther Beach. ," 'Nater will
find her way very rapid when the time's come for't.
Well, 'tis good news for ye, miller.'

'Yes, sure, | hope 'tis,; said Loveday, without, how-
ever, showing any great hurry to burst into the frantic
form of fatherly joy whicn the event should naturally
have produced, seeming more disposed to let off his
feelings by examining thoroughly into the fibres of the
| etter-paper.

"I was five years a-courttng my wife,' he presently
remarked. ' But folks were slower about everything in
them days. Well, since she's coming we must make
her welcome. Did any of ye catich by my reading which
day it is he means? What with making out the pen-
manship, my mind was drawn off from the sense here
and there.'

" He says in three days,' said Mrs. Garland. 'The
date of the letter will fix it."

On examination it was found that the day appointed
was the one nearly expired; at which the miller jumped
up and said, ' Then hell be here before bedtime. |
didn't gather till now that he was coming afore Saturday.
Why, he may drop in this very minute!"

He had scarcely spoken when footsteps were heard
coming along the front, and they presently halted at the
door. Loveday pushed through the neighbours and
rushed out; and, seeing in the passage a form which
obscured the declining light, the miller seized hold of
him, saying, ' O my dear Bob; then you are come!'

" Scrounch it dl, miller, don't quite pull my poor
shoulder out or ‘joint! Whatever is the matter ?" said
the new-comer, trying to release himself from Loveday's
grasp of affection. It was Uncle Benjy.
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" Thought 'twas my son!" faltered the miller, sinking
back upon the toes of the neighbours who had closely
followed him into the entry. 'Well, come in, Mr.
Derriman, and make yerself at home. Why, you haven't
been here for years! Whatever has made you come now,
sir, of dl times in the world ?'

_"Is hein there with ye?" whispered the farmer with
misgiving.

'"Who?'

" My nephew; after that maid that he's so mighty
smit with ?*

"O no; he never cadls here.

Farmer Derriman breathed a breath of relief. ' Well,
I've called to tell ye,' he said, 'that there's more news
of the French. We shall have 'em here this month as
sure as agun. The gunboats be al ready—near two
thousand of 'em—and the whole army is at Boulogne.
And, miller, | know ye to be an honest man.'

Loveday did not say nay.

" Neighbour Loveday, | know ye to be an honest man,'
repeated the old squireen. ' Can | speak to ye alone ?'

As the houseWas"full, Loveday took him into the
garden, al the while upon tenter-hooks, not lest Buona-
parte should appear in their midst, but lest Bob should
come whilst he was not there to receive him. When
they had got into a corner Uncle Benjy said, ' Miller,
what with the French, and what with my nephew Festus,
| assure ye my life is nothing but wherrit from morning
to night. Miller Loveday, you are an honest man.'

Loveday nodded.

" Well, I've come to ask a favour—to ask if you will
take charge of my few poor title-deeds and documents
and suchlike, while | am away from home next week,
lest anything should befall me, and thé" should be stole
away by Boney or Festus, and | should have nothing
left in the wide world? | can trust neither banks nor
lawyers in these terrible times; and 1 am come to you.'
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Loveday after some hesitation agreed to take care of
anything that Derriman should bring, whereupon the
farmer sad he would cal with the parchments and
papers aluded to in the course of a week. Derriman
then went away by the garden gate, mounted his pony,
which had been tethered outside, and rode on till his
form was lost in the shades.

The miller rejoined his friends, and found that in
the meantime John had arrived.  John informed the
company that after parting from his father and Anne
he had rambled to the harbour, and discovered the
Pewit by the quay. On inquiry he had learnt that she
came in at eleven oclock, and that Bob had gone
ashore.

"Well go and meet him/ said the miller. * Tis
still light out of doors.'

So, as the dew rose from the meads and formed
fleeces in the hollows, Loveday and his friends and
neighbours strolled out, and loitered by the stiles which
hampered the footpath from Overcombe to the high-
road at intervals of a hundred yards. John Loveday,
being obliged to return to camp, was unable to accom-
pany them, but Widow Garland thought proper to fall
in with the procession. When she had put on her
bonnet she cdled to her daughter. Anne said from
upstairs that she was coming in a minute; and her
mother walked on without her.

What was Anne doing? Having hastily unlocked a
receptacle for emotional objects of small size, she took
thence the little folded paper with which we have
aready become acquainted, and, striking a light from
her private tinder-box, she held the paper, and curl of
hair it contained, in the candle till they were burnt.
Then she put on her hat and followed her mother and
the rest of them across the moist grey fields, cheerfully
singing in an undertone as she went, to assure herself
of her indifference to circumstances.
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' CAPTAIN' BOB LOVEDAV

OF THE MERCHANT SERVICE

XV

WHILE Loveday and his neighbours were thus
rambling forth, full of expectancy, some of them, in-
cluding Anne in the rear, heard the crackling of light
wheels adong the curved lane to which the path was the
chord. At once Anne thought, ' Verhaps that's he, and
we are missing him." But recent events were not of
a kind to induce her to say anything; and the others of
the company did not reflect on the sound.

Had they gone across to the hedge which hid the
lane, and looked through it, they would have seen a
light cart driven by a boy, beside whom was seated a
seafaring man, apparently of good standing in the
merchant service, with his feet outside on the shaft.
The vehicle went over the main bridge, turned in upon
the other bridge at the tail of the mill, and halted by
the door. The sailor alighted, showing himself to be a
well-shaped, active, and fine young man, with a bright
eye, an anoymous nose, and of such a rich complexion
by exposure to ripening suns that he might have been
some connexion of the foreigner who cals his likeness
the Portrait of a Gentleman in galeries of the Old
Masters.  Yet in spite of this, and though Bob Love-
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day had been dl over the world from Cape Horn to
Pekin, and from India's coral strand to the White Seq,
the most conspicuous of dl the marks that he had
brought back with him was an increased resemblance
to his mother, who had lain al the time beneath Over-
combe church wall.

Captain Loveday tried the house door; finding this
locked he went to the mill door : this was locked also,
the mill being stopped for the night.

" They are not at home,' he said to the boy. 'But
never mind that. Just help to unload the things; and
then I'll pay you, and you can drive off home.'

The cart was unloaded, and the boy was dismissed,
thanking the sailor profusely for the payment rendered.
Then Bob Loveday, finding that he had still some leisure
on his hands, looked musingly east, west, north, south,
and nadir ; after which he bestirred himself by carrying
his goods, article by article, round to the back door,
out of the way of casual passers. This done, he walked
round the mill in a more regardful attitude, and sur-
veyed its familiar features one by one—the panes of the
grinding-room, now as heretofore clouded with flour as
with stale hoar-frost; the .mea lodged in the corners
of the window-sills, forming a soil in which lichens grew
without ever getting any bigger, as they had clone since
his smallest infancy; the mosses on the plinth towards
the river, reaching as high as the capillary power of the
walls would fetch up moisture for their nourishment,
and the penned mill-pond, now as ever on the point
of overflowing into the garden. Everything was the
same.

When he had had enough of this it occurred to
Loveday that he might get into the house in spite of
the locked doors; and by entering the garden, placing
a pole from the fork of an apple-tree to the window-sill
of a bedroom on that sde, and climbing across like a
Barbary ape, he entered thle2 é/vindow and stepped down
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inside.  There was something anomalous in being close
to the familiar furniture without having first seen his
father, and its silent, impassive shine was not cheering ¢
it was as if his relations were al dead, and only their
tables and chests of drawers left to greet him. He
went downstairs and seated himself in the dark parlour.
Finding this place, too, rather solitary, and the tick of
the invisible clock preternaturally loud, he unearthed
the tinder-box, obtained a light, and set about making
the house comfortable for his father's return, divining
that the miller had gone out to meet him by the wrong
road.

Robert's interest in this work increased as he pro
ceeded, and he bustled round and round the kitchen as
lightly as a girl. David, the indoor factotum, having lost
himself among the quart pots of Budmo-uth, there had
been nobody left here to prepare supper, and Bob had
it al to himself. In a short time a fire blazed up the
chimney, a tablecloth was found, the plates were clapped
down, and a’séarch made for what provisions the house
afforded, which, in addition to various meats, included
some fresh eggs of the elongated shape that produces
cockerels when hatched, and had been set aside on that
account for putting under the next broody hen.

A more reckless cracking of eggs than that which now
went on had never been known in Overcombe since the
last large christening; and as Loveday gashed one on
the side, another at the end, another longways, and an-
other diagonally, he acquired adroitness by practice, and
at last made every son of a hen of them fal into two
hemispheres as neatly as if it opened by a hinge. From
eggs he proceeded to ham, and from ham to kidneys, the
result being a brilliant fry.

Not to be tempted to fall to before his father came
back, the returned navigator emptied the whole into a
dish, laid a plate over the top, his coat over the plate,
and his hat over his coat. Thus completely stopping
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in the appetizing smell, he sat down to await events,
He was relieved from the tediousness of doing this by
hearing voices outside; and in a minute his father
entered.

' Glad to welcome ye home, father,' said Bob. ' And
supper isjust ready.’

"Lard, lard—why, Captain Bob's here! ' said Mrs.
Garland.

" And we've been out waiting to meet thee!' said the
miller, as he entered the room, followed by represen-
tatives of the houses of Cripplestraw, Comfort, Mitchell,
Beach, and Snooks, together with some small beginnings
of Fencible Tremlett's posterity. In the rear came
David, and' quite in the vanishing-point of the com-
position, Anne the fair.

"| drove over; and so was forced to come by the
road,” said Bob.

" And we went across thefields, thinking you'd walk,'
sad his father.

" | should have been here this morning; but not so

much as a wheelbarrow could | get for my traps; every-
thing was gone to the review. So | went too, thinking
| might meet you there. | was then obliged to return to
the harbour for the luggage.'
" Then there was a welcoming of Captain Bob by pull-
jng out his arms like drawers and shutting them again,
smacking him on the back as if he were choking, holding
him a arm's length as if he were of too large type to
read close.  All which persecution Bob bore with awide,
genid smile that was shaken into fragments and scattered
promiscuously among the spectators.

' Get a chair for 'n!" said the miller to David, whom
they had met in the fields and found to have got nothing
worse by his absence than a dlight dant in his walk.

"Never mind—I am not tired—I| have been here
ever so long,' sad Bob. 'And |—' But the chair
having been placed behind him, and a smart touch in
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the hollow of a person's, knee by the edge of that piece
of furniture having a tendency to make the person sit
without further argument, Bob sank down dumb, and
the others drew up other chairs at a convenient nearness
for easy analytic vision and the subtler forms of good
fellowship. The miller went about saying, ' David, the
nine best glasses from the corner cupboard !'—' David,
the corkscrew!'—' David, whisk the tail of thy smock-
frock round the inside of these quart pots afore you draw
drink in ‘em—they be an inch thick in dust!'—' David,
lower that chimney-crook a couple of notches that the
flame may touch the bottom of the kettle, and light
three more of the largest candles!'—° If you can't get
the cork out of thejar, David, bore a hole in the tub of
Hollands that's buried under the scroff in the fuel-house;
dye hear —Dan Brown left en there yesterday as a
return for the little porker | gied en.’

When they had dl had a thimbleful round, and the
superfluous neighbours had reluctantly departed, one by
one, the inmates gave their minds to the supper, which
David had begun to serve up.

'What be you rolling back the tablecloth for, David ?
said the miller.

' Maister Bob have put down one of the under sheets
by mistake, and | thought you might not like it, sir, as
there's ladies present!

' Faith, 'twas the first thing that came to hand," said
Robert, ' It seemed a tablecloth to me!

' Never mind—don't pull off the things now he's
laid 'em down—let it bide' said the miller. ' But
where's Widow Garland and Maidy Anne ?

' They were here but a minute ago,’ said David.
' Depend upon it they have slinked off'cause they be shy.'

The miller at once went round to ask them to come
back and sup with him; and while he was gone David
told Bob in confidence what an excellent place he had
for an old man.
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" Yes, Cap'n Bob, as | suppose | must cal ye; I've
worked for yer father these eight-and-thirty years, and
we have adways got on very well together. Trusts me
with al the keys, lends me his sleeve-waistcoat, and
leaves the house entirely to me. Widow Garland next
door, too, is just the same with me, and treats me as if
| was her own child.'

' She must have married young to make you that,
David.'

' Yes, yes—I'm years older than she. ‘Tis only my
common way of speaking.'

Mrs. Garland would not come in to supper, and the
meal proceeded without her, Bob recommending to his
father the dish he had cooked, in the manner of a house-
holder to a stranger just come. The miller was anxious
to know more about his son's plans for the future, but
would not for the present interrupt his eating, looking
up from his own plate to appreciate Bob's travelled way
of putting English victuals out of sight, as he would
have looked at a mill on improved principles.

David had only just got the table clear, and st
the plates in a row under the bakehouse table for the
cats to lick, when the door was hastily opened, and
Mrs. Garland came in, looking concerned.

'I have been waiting to hear the plates removed
to tell you how frightened we are at something we hear
at the back-door. It seems like robbers muttering ; but
when | look out there's nobody there!'

" This must be seen to,' said the miller, rising
promptly. ' David, light the middie-sized lantern.  I'll
go and search the garden.’

"And I'll go too,’ said his son, taking up a cudgel.
' Lucky I've come home just in time !'

They went out stealthily, followed by the widow and
Anne, who had been afrad to stay alone in the house
under the circumstances. No sooner were they beyond
the door when, sure enough, there was the muttering,

130



THE TRUMPET-MAJOR

almost close at hand, and low upon the ground,
persons lying down in hiding.

' Bless my heart!" said Bob, striking his head
though it were some enemy's. 'why, 'tis my luggage.
I'd quite forgot it!"

" What!" asked his father.

"My luggage. Realy, if it hadn't been for Mrs.
Garland it would have stayed there dl night, and they,
poor things! would have been starved. I've got all
sorts of articles for ye.  You goinside, and I'll bring 'em
in. 'Tis parrots that you hear a muttering, Mrs. Garland.
You needn't be afraid any more.'

"Parrots ?"' said the miller. ' Well, I'm glad 'tis no
worse.  But how couldst forget so, Bob ?'

The packages were taken in by David and Bob, and
the first unfastened were three, wrapped in cloths, which
being stripped off revedled three cages, with a gorgeous
parrot in each.

"This one is for you, father, to hang up outside the
door, and amuse us,' said Bob. ' Hell talk very well,
but he's deepy to-night. This other one | brought
along for any neighbour that would like to have him.
His colours are not so bright; but 'tis a good bird.
If you would like to have him you are welcome to him,'
he said, turning to Anne, who had been tempted forward
by the birds. ' You have hardly spoken yet, Miss Anne,
but | recollect you very well. How much taller you
have got, to be sure!

Anne said she was much obliged, but did not know
what she could do with such a present. Mrs. Garland
accepted it for her, and the sailor went on—' Now this
other bird | hardly know what to do with; but | dare
say hell come in for something or other.'

'He is by far the prettiest, sad the widow. ' |
would rather have it than the other, if you don't mind.'

' Yes' said Bob, with embarrassment. ' But the fact
is, that bird will hardly do for ye, maam. Hes a hard
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wearer, to tell the truth; and | am afraid he's too old
to be broken of it.'

' How dreadful!" said Mrs, Garland.

'We could keep him in the mill," suggested the
miller. "It won't matter about the grinder hearing him,
for he can't learn to cuss worse than he do aready ! '

" The grinder shal have him, then,' said Bob. 'The
one | have given you, ma'am, has no harm in him at all.
You might take him to church o' Sundays as far as that
goes.’

The sailor now untied a small wooden box about a
foot square, perforates! with holes. ' Here are two
marmosets,’ he continued. 'You can't see them to-
night; but they are beauties—the tufted sort.'

" What's a marmoset ? ' said the miller.

'O, a little kind of monkey. They bite strangers
rather hard, but you'll soon get used to 'em.

' They are wrapped up in something, | declare,’ said
Mrs. Garland, peeping in through a chink.

"Yes, that's my flannel shirt,’ said Bob apologeticaly.
" They suffer terribly from cold in this climate, poor
things! and | had nothing better to give them. Well,
now, in this next box I've got things of different
sorts.'

The latter was a regular seaman's chest, and out of
it he produced shells of many sizes and colours, carved
ivories, queer little caskets, gorgeous feathers, and
severd silk handkerchiefs, which articles were spread out
upon al the available tables and chairs till the house
began to look like a bazaar.

" What a lovely shawl!" exclaimed Widow Garland,
in her interest forestalling the regular exhibition by look-
ing into the box at what was coming.

'O yes said the mate, pulling out a couple of the
most bewitching shawls that eyes ever saw. ' One of
these | am going to give to that young lady | am shortly
to be married to, you know, Mrs. Garland. Has father
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told you about it ? Matilda Johnson, of Southampton,
that's her name.'

' Yes, we know dl about it," said the widow.

"Well, | shall give one of these shawls to her—
because, of course, | ought to.

" Of course,' said she.

," But the other one I've got no use for at all; and,’
he continued, looking round, 'will you have it, Miss
Anne? You refused the parrot, and you ought not to
refusethis.’

' Thank you,' said Anne calmly, but much distressed ;
" but really | don't want it, and couldn't take it.

'‘But do have it!" said Bob, in hurt tones, Mrs.
Garland being al the while on tenter-hooks lest Anne
should persist in her absurd refusal.

‘Why, there's another reason why you ought to!’
said he, his face lighting up with recollections. It
never came into my head till this moment that | used to
be your beau in a humble sort of way. Faith, so | did,
and we used to meet at places sometimes, didn't we ?—
that is, uhen you were not too proud; and once | gave
you, or somebody else, a bit of my hair in fun.'

It was somebody dse' said Anne quickly.

" Ah, perhaps it was,' said Bob innocently. ' But it
wasyou | used to meet, or try to, | am sure.  Well, I've
never thought of that boyish time for years till this
minute! | am sure you ought to accept some one gift,
dear, out of compliment to those old times !'

Anne drew back and shook her head, for she would
not trust her voice.

'Well, Mrs. Garland, then you shal have it,' sad
.Bob, tossing the shawl to that ready receiver. 'If you
don't, upon my life I will throw it out to the first beggar
| see. Now, here's a parcel of cap ribbons of the splen-
didest sort | could get.  Have these—do, Anne!"

'Yes, do, said Mrs, Garland.

"' promised them to Matilda,' continued Bob; ' but
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| am sure she won't want 'em, as she has got some of
her own: and | would as soon see them upon your
head, my dear, as upon hers.'

"I think you had better keep them for your bride if
you have promised them to her,’ sad Mrs. Garland
mildly.

It wasn't exactly a promise. | just said, "Til,
there's some cap ribbons in my box, if you would like
to have them." But she's got enough things already
for any bride in creation. Anne, now you shal have
‘em—upon my soul you shall—or I'll fling them down
the mill-tail!'

Anne had meant to be perfectly firm in refusing
everything, for reasons obvious even to that poor waif,
the meanest capacity; but when it came to this point
she was absolutely compelled to give in, and reluctantly
received the cap ribbons in her arms, blushing fitfully,
and with her lip trembling in a motion which she tried
to exhibit as a smile.

'What would Tilly say if she knew!" said the miller
dily.

' Yes, indeed—and it is wrong of him!" Anne in-
stantly cried, tears running down her face as she threw
the parcd of ribbons on the floor. ' You'd better be-
stow your gifts where you bestow your I—I—love, Mr.
Loveday—that's what | say!" And Anne turned her
back and went away.

"I'll take them for her,’ said Mrs. Garland, quickly
picking up the parcel.

"Now that's a pity," said Bab, looking regretfully
after Anne. ' | didn't remember that she was a quick-
tempered sort of girl at al. Tel her, Mrs. Garland,
that | ask her pardon. But of coursel didn't know she
was too proud to accept a little present—how should
I ? Upon my lifeif it wasn't for Matilda I'd— Wall,
that can't be, of course’

' What's this? said Mrs. Garland, touching with hei
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foot a large package that had been laid down by Bob
unseen.

‘That's a bit of baccy for myself, sad Robert
meekly.

The examination of presents at last ended, and the
two families parted for the night. When they were
aone, Mrs. Garland sad to Anne, 'What a dose girl
you are! | am sure | never knew that Bob Loveday
and you had walked together: you must have been
mere children.’

'O yes—so we were,' sad Anne, now quite re-
covered. ' It was when we first came here, about a
year after father died. We did not walk together in
any regular way. You know | have never thought the
Lovcdays high enough for me. It was only just—
nothing at dl; and | had amost forgotten it.'

It is to be hoped that somebody's sins were forgiven
her that night before she went to bed.

When Bob and his father were left aone, the miller
said, ' Well, Robert, about this young woman of thine—
Matilda what's her name ?

' Yes, father—Matilda Johnson. | was just going to
tell ye about her.'

The miller nodded, and sipped his mug.

"Well, sheis an excellent , continued Bob; ' that
can truly be said—a red charmer, you know—a nice good
comely young woman, a miracle of genteel breeding, you
know, and al that. She can throw her hair into the
nicest curls, and she's got splendid gowns and head-
clothes. In short, you might cal her a land mermaid.
Shelll make such a first-rate wife as there never was!'

" No doubt she will;' sad the miller; 'for | have
never known thee wanting in sense in a jineral way.'
He turned his cup round on its axis till the handle had
travelled a complete circle. ' How long did you say in
your letter that you had known her ?

" A fortnight.'
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" Not very long.'

¢ It don't sound long, ’tis true ; and *twas really longer
'l tdon'tsoundlong, 'tistrue;and'twasredlyl o n
| could see in the twinkling of an eye that the girl would
do. | know a woman well enough when | see her—I
ought to, indeed, having been so much about the world.
Now, for instance, there's Widow Garland and her
daughter. The girl is a nice little thing; but the old
woman—O no!" Bob shook his head.

‘What of her?' said his father, slightly shifting in
his chair.

" W, she's, she's—I mean, | should never have
chose her, you know. She's of a nice disposition, and
young for awidow with a grown-up daughter; but if all
the men had been like me she would never have had a
husband. | like her in some respects; but she'sastyle
of beauty | don't care for.'

"0, if 'tis only looks you are thinking of,' said the
miller, much relieved, ' there's nothing to be sad, of
course. Though there's many a duchess worse-looking,
if it comes to argument, as you would find, my son,' he
added, with a sense of having been mollified too soon.

The mate's thoughts were elsewhere by this time.

" As to my marrying Matilda, thinks 1, here's one of
the very genteelest sort, and | may as well do the job at
once. So | chose her. She's adear girl; there's nobody
like her, search where you will.'

" How many did you choose her out from ? " inquired
his father.

" Well, she was the only young woman | happened to
know in Southampton, that's true. But what of that ?
It would have been dl the same if I had known a
hundred.’

" Her father is in business near the docks, | suppose ?'

"Wédl, no. In short, | didn't see her father.'

' Her mother ?*

" Her mother 2 No, | didn't. | think her mother
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is dead; but she has got a very rich aunt living at Md-
chester. | didn't see her aunt, because there wasn't time
to go; but of course we shal know her when we are
married.’

"Yes, yes, of course, said the miller, trying to fee
quite satisfied. " And she will soon be here ?"

" Ay, she's coming soon,' said Cob. ' She has gone
to this aunt's at Melchester to get her things packed, and
suchlike, or she would have come with me. | am going
to meet the coach at the King's Arms, Casterbridge, on
Sunday, a one oclock. To show what a capital sort
of wife she'll be, | may tell you that she wanted to come
by the Mcrcuiy, because 'tis a little cheaper than the
other. But | said, " For once in your life do it well, and
come by the Royal Mail, and I'll pay." | can have the
pony and trap to fetch her, | suppose, as 'tis too far for
her to walk ?*

" Of course you can, Bob, or anything el And
I'll do al | can to give you a good wedding feast.'



THE TRUMPET-MAJOR

THEY MAKE READ Y FOR THE

ILL USTRIOUS STRANGER

XVI

PREPARATIONS for Matilda's welcome, and for the
event which was to follow, at once occupied the atten-
tion of the mill. The miller and his man had hut
dim notions of housewifery on any large scde; so the
great wedding cleaning was kindly supervised by Mrs.
Garland, Bob being mostly away during the day with
his brother, the trumpet-major, on various errands, one
of which was to buy paint and varnish for the gig that
Matilda was to be fetched in, which he had determined
to decorate with his own hands.

By the widow's direction the old familiar incrusta-
tion of shining dirt, imprinted along the back of the
settle by the heads of countlessjolly sitters, was scrubbed
and scraped away; the brown circle round the nail
whereon the miller hung his hat, stained by the brim
in wet weather, was whitened over; the tawny smudges
of bygone shoulders in the passage were removed with-
out regard to a certain genia and historical value which
they had acquired. The face of the clock, coated with
verdigris as thick as a diachylon plaister, was rubbed

the figures emerged into day; while, inside the case

he same chronometer, the cobwebs that formed
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triangular hammocks, which the pendulum could hardly
wade through, were cleared away at one swoop.

Mrs. Garland dso assisted at the invasion of worm-
eaten cupboards, where layers of ancient smells lingered
on in the stagnant air, and recalled to the reflective nose
the many good things that had been kept there. The
upper floors were scrubbed with such abundance of
water that the old-established death-watches, wood-lice,
and flour-worms were al drowned, the suds trickling
down into the room below in so lively and novel a
manner as to convey the romantic notion that the miller
lived in a cave with dripping stalactites.

They moved what had never been moved before—
the oak coffer, containing the miller's wardrobe—a
tremendous weight, what with its locks, hinges, nails,
dirt, framework, and the hard stratification of old jackets,
waistcoats, and knee-breeches at the bottom, never dis-
turbed since the miller's wife died, and half pulverized
by the moths, whose flattened skeletons lay amid the
mass in thousands. -

‘It fairly makes my back open and shut!" sad
Loveday, as, in obedience to Mrs. Garland's direction,
he lifted one corner, the grinder and David assisting at
the others. ' All together: speak when ye be going to
heave. Now!"

The pot covers and skimmers were brought to such
a state that, on examining them, the beholder was- not
conscious of utensils, but of his own face in a condition
of hideous elastiity. The broken clock-line was mended,
the kettles rocked, the creeper nailed up, and a new
handle put to the warming-pan. The large household
lantern was cleaned out, after three years of uninterrupted
accumulation, the operation yielding a conglomerate of
candle-snuffs, candle-ends, remains of matches, lamp-
black, and eleven ounces and a haf of good grease—
invaluable as dubbing for skitty boots and ointment
for cart-wheds.
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Everybody said that the mill residence had not been
so thoroughly scoured for twenty years. The millet
and David looked on with a sort of awe tempered by
gratitude, tacitly admitting by their gaze that this was
beyond what they had ever thought of. Mrs. Garland
supervised al with disinterested benevolence. It would
never have done, she said, for his future daughter-in-law
to see the house in its original state.  She would have
taken a dislike to him, and perhaps to Bob likewise.

"Why don't ye come and live here with me, and
then you would be able to see to it at dl. times?
said the miller as she bustled about again. To which
she answered that she was considering the matter, and
might in good time. He had previously informed her
that his plan was to put Bob and his wife in the part of
the house that she, Mrs. Garland, occupied, as soon as
she chose to enter his, which relieved her of any fear of
being incommoded by Matilda.

The cooking for the wedding festivities was on a pro-
portionate scae of thoroughness. They killed the four
supernumerary chickens that had just begun to crow,
and the little curly-tailed barrow pig, in preference to
the sow; not having been put up fattening for more
than five weeks it was excdllent small meat, and there-
fore more delicate and likely to suit a town-bred lady's
taste than the large one, which, having reached the
weight of fourteen score, might have been a little gross
to a cultured paae. There were aso provided a cold
chine, stuffed vea, and two pigeon pies. Also thirty
rings of black-pot, a dozen of white-pot, and ten knots
of tender and well-washed chitterlings, cooked plain, in
case she should like a change.

As additiona reserves there were sweetbreads, and five
milts, sewed up at one side in the form of a chrysalis, and
stuffed with thyme, sage, parsley, mint, groats, rice, milk,
chopped egg, and other ingredients. They were afterwards
roasted before a dow fire, and eaten hot.
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The business of chopping so many herbs for the
various stuffings was found to be aching work for women;
and David, the miller, the grinder, and the grinder's boy
being fully occupied in their proper branches, and Bob
being very busy painting the gig and touching up the
harness, Loveday caled in a friendly dragoon of John's
regiment who was passing by, and he, being a muscular
man, willingly chopped al the afternoon for a quart of
strong, judiciously administered, and al other victuas
found, taking off his jacket and gloves, rolling up his
shirt-sleeves and unfastening his collar in an honourable
and energetic way.

All windfallsand maggot-cored codlins were excluded
from the apple pies; and' as there was no known dish
large enough for the purpose, the puddings were stirred
up in the milking-pail, and boiled in the three-legged
bell-metal crock, of great weight and antiquity, which
every travelling tinker for the previous thirty years had
tapped with his stick, coveted, made a bid for, and often
attempted to steal.

In the liquor line Loveday laid in an ample barrel of
Casterbridge ' strong beer.'  This renowned drink—now
almost as much a thing of the past as Falstaffs favourite
beverage—was not only well calculated to win the hearts
of soldiers blown dry and dusty by residence in tents on
a hill-top, but of any wayfarer whatever in that land. It
was of the most beautiful colour that the eye of an artist
in beer could desire; full in body, yet brisk as avolcano;
piquant, yet without a twang; luminous as an autumn
sunset; free from streakiness of taste; but, finally, rather
heady. The masses worshipped it, the minor gentry
loved it more than wine, and by the most illustrious
county families it was not despised. Anybody brought
up for being drunk and disorderly in the streets of its
natal borough, had only to prove that he was a stranger
to the place and its liquor to be honourably dismissed
by the magistrates, as one overtaken in a fault that
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no man could guard against who entered the town
unawares.

In addition, Mr. Loveday also tapped a hogshead of
fine cider that he had had mellowing in the house for
several months, having bought It of an honest down-
country man, who did not colour, for any special occasion
like the present. It had been pressed from fruit judi-
diously chosen by an old hand—Horner and Cleeves
apple for the body, a few Tom-Putts for colour, and
just a dash of Old Five-corners for sparkle—a selection
origindly made to please the palate of a well-known
temperate earl who was a regular cider-drinker, and lived
to be eighty-eight.

On the morning of the Sunday appointed for her
coming Captain Bob Loveday set out to meet his bride.
He had been dl the week engaged in painting the gig,
assisted by his brother at odd times, and it now appeared
of a gorgeous yellow, with blue streaks, and tassels at the
corners, and red wheels outlined with a darker shade.
He put in the pony at half-past eleven, Anne looking at
him from the door as he packed himself into the vehicle
and drove off. There may be young women who look
out at young men driving to meet their brides as Anne
looked at Captain Bob, and yet are quite indifferent to
the circumstances; but they are not often met with.

So much dust had been raised on the highway by
traffic resulting from the presence of the Court at the
town further on, that brambles hanging from the fence,
and giving a friendly scratch to the wanderer's face,
were dingy as church cobwebs; and the grass on the
margin had assumed a paper-shaving hue. Bob's father
had wished him to take David, lest, from want of re-
cent experience at the whip, he should meet with any
mishap; but, picturing to himsdf the awkwardness of
three in such circumstances, Bob would not hear of
this; and nothing more serious happened to his driving
than that the wheel-marks formed two serpentine lines
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along the road during the first mile or two, before he
had got his hand in, and that the horse shied at a
milestone, a piece of paper, a sleeping tramp, and a
wheelbarrow, just to make use of the opportunity of
being in bad hands.

He entered Casterbridge between twelve and one,
and, putting up at the Old Greyhound, walked on to
the Bow. Here, rather dusty on the ledges of his
clothes, he stood and waited while the people in their
best summer dresses poured out of the three churches
round him. When they had al gone, and a smell of
cinders and gravy had spread down the ancient high-
street, and the pie-dishes from adjacent bakehouses had
al travelled past, he saw the mail coach rise above
the arch of Grey's Bridge, a quarter of a mile distant,
surmounted by swaying knobs, which proved to be the
heads of the outside travellers.

' That's the way for a man's bride to come to him !
said Robert to himself with a feeling of poetry; and
as the horn sounded and the horses clattered up the
street he walked down to the inn.  The knot of hostlers
and inn-servants had gathered, the horses were dragged
from the vehicle, and the passengers for Casterbridge
began to descend. Captain Bob eyed them over, looked
inside, looked outside again; to his disappointment
Matilda was not there, nor her boxes, nor anything that
was hers. Neither coachman nor guard had seen or
heard of such a person at Melchester; and Bob walked
slowlyaway.

Depressed by forebodings to an extent which took
away nearly a third of his appetite, he sat down in the
parlour of the Old Greyhound to a dice from the family
joint of the landlord. This gentleman, who dined in
his shirt-dleeves, partly because it was August, and
partly from a sense that they would not be so fit for
public view further on in the week, suggested that Bob
should wait till three or four that afternoon, when the
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road-waggon would arrive, as the lost lady might have
preferred that mode of conveyance; and when Bob
appeared rather hurt at the suggestion, the landlord's
wife assured him, as a woman who knew good life, that
many genteel persons travelled in that way during the
present high price of provisions. Loveday, who knew
little of travelling by land, readily accepted her assurance
and resolved to wait.

Wandering up and down the pavement, or leaning
against some hot wall between the waggon-office and
the corner of the street above, he passed the time away.
It was a dtill, sunny, drowsy afternoon, and scarcely a
soul was visible in the length and breadth of the street.
The office was not far from All Saints' Church, and
the church-windows being open, he could hear the after-
noon service from where he lingered as distinctly as if
he had been one of the congregation. Thus he was
mentally conducted through the Psams, through the
first and second lessons, through the burst of fiddles
and clarionets which announced the evening-hymn, and
well into the sermon, before any signs of the waggon
could be seen upon the London road.

The .afternoon sermons at this church being of a dry
and metaphysical nature at that date, it was by a specid
providence that the waggon-office was placed near the
ancient fabric, so that whenever the Sunday waggon was
late, which it always was in hot weather, in cold weather,
in wet weather, and in weather of amost every other
sort, the rattle, dismounting, and swearing outside com-
pletely drowned the parson's voice within, and sustained
the flagging interest of the congregation at precisely
the right moment. No sooner did the charity children
begin to writhe on their benches, and adult snores grow
audible, than the waggon arrived.

Captain Loveday felt a kind of sinking in his poetry
at the possibility of her for whom they had made such
preparations being in the dow, unwieldy vehicle which
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crunched its way towards him; but he would not give
in to the weakness. Neither would he wak down
the street to meet the waggon, lest she should not
be there. At last the broad wheels drew up against
the kerb, thewaggoner with his white smock-frock, and
whip as long as a fishing-line, descended from the pony
on which he rode aongside, and the six broad-chested
horses backed from their collars and shook themselves.
In another moment something showed forth, and he
knew that Matilda was there.

Bob felt three cheers rise within him as she stepped
down; but it being Sunday he did not utter them. In
dress, Miss Johnson passed his expectations—a green
and white gown, with long, tight deeves, a green silk
handkerchief round her neck and crossed in front, a
green parasol, and green gloves. It was strange enough
to see this verdant caterpillar turn out of a road-
waggon, and gracefully shake herself free from the bits
of straw and fluff which would usually gather on the
raiment of the grandest travellers by that vehicle.

"But, my dear Matilda' sad Bob, when he had
kissed her three times with much publicity—the prac-
ticd step he had determined on seeming to demand
that these things should no longer be done in a corner
—'my dear Matilda, way didn't you come by the coach,
having the money for't and dl ?

' That's my scrimping!' said Matilda in a delightful
gush. ' | know you won't be offended when you know
| did it to save against a rainy day !'

Bob, of course, was not offended, though the glory
of meeting her had been less; and even if vexation were
possible, it would have been out of place to say so.
Still, he would have experienced no little surprise had
he learnt the rea reason of his Matilda's change of plan.
That angel had, in short, so wildly spent Bob's and her
own money in the adornment of her person before
setting out, that she found herself without a sufficient
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margin for her fare by coach, and had scrimped from
sheer necessity.

" Wadll, | have got the trap out at the Greyhound,
said Bob. 'l don't know whether it will hold your
luggage and us too; but it looked more respectable than
the waggon on a Sunday, and if there's not room for the
boxes | can walk aongside.'

"1 think there will be room, said Miss Johnson
mildly. And it was soon very evident that she spoke
the truth; for when her property was deposited on the
pavement, it consisted of a trunk about eighteen inches
long, and nothing more.

' O—that's all!" sad Captain Loveday, surprised.

' That's dl' said the young woman assuringly. ' |
didn't want to give trouble, you know, and what | have
besides | have left at my aunt's.

' Yes, of course,' he answered readily. 'And as it's
no bigger, | can carry it in my hand to theinn, and so it
will be no trouble at all.

He caught up the little box, and they went side by-
side to the Greyhound; and in ten minutes they were
trotting up the Southern Road.

Bob did not hurry the horse, there being many things
to say and hear, for which the present situation was
admirably suited. The sun shone occasionally into
Matilda's face as they drove on, its rays picking out all
her features to a great nicety. Her eyes would have
been called brown, but they were realy eel-colour, like
many other nice brown eyes; they were well-shaped and
rather bright, though they had more of a broad shine
than a sparkle. She had a firm, sufficient nose, which
seemed to say of itself that it was good as noses go.
She had rather a picturesque way of wrapping her upper
in her lower lip, so that the red of the latter showed
strongly. Whenever she gazed against the sun towards
the distant hills, she brought into her forehead, without
knowing it, three short vertical lines—not there at
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other times—giving her for the moment rather a hard
look. And in turning her head round to afar angle,
to stare at something or other that he pointed out,
the drawn flesh of her neck became a mass of lines.
But Bob did not look at these things, which, of course,
were of no significance; for had she not told him,
when they compared ages, that she was a little over
two-and-twenty ?

As Nature was hardly invented at this early point of
the century, Bob's Matilda could not say much about the
glamour of the hills, or the shimmering of the foliage, or
the wealth of glory in the distant sea, as she would
doubtless have done had she lived later on; but she
did her best to be interesting, asking Bob about matters
of socid interest in the neighbourhood, to which she
seemed quite a stranger.

"Is your watering-place a large city ? she inquired
when they mounted the hill where the Overcombe folk
had waited for the King.

' Bless you, my dear—no! ‘Twould be nothing if it
wasn't for the Roya Family, and the lords and ladies,
and the regiments of soldiers, and the frigates, and the
King's messengers, and the actors and actiesses, and the
games that go on.'

At the words ' actors and actresses,' the innocent
young thing pricked up her ears.

" Does Elliston pay as good salaries this summer as
in—7?

" O, you know about it then? | thought——'

"0 no, no! | have heard of Budmouth—read in
the papers, you know, dear Robert, about the doings
there, and the actors and actresses, you know.'

'Yes, yes, | se. Wel, | have been away from
England a long time, and don't know much about the
theatre in the town; but I'll take you there some day.
Would it be a treat to you ?

" O, an amazing treat!' said Miss Johnson, with an
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ecstasy in which a close observer might have discovered
a tinge of ghastliness.

' You've never been into one perhaps, dear ?

" N—never,' sad Matilda flatly. «Whatever do | see
yonder—a row of white things on the down ?'

' Yes, that's a part of the encampment above Over-
combe. Lots of soldiers are encamped about here;
those are the white tops of their tents.'

He pointed to a wing of the camp that had become
visible. Matilda was much interested.

"It will make it very lively for us,' he added, ' espe-
cidly as John is there!

She thought so too, and thus they chatted on.



THE TRUMPET-MAJOR

TWO FAINTING FITS

AND A BEWLDERMENT

XVII

M EANWHILE Miller Loveday was expecting the pair
with interest; and about five o'clock, after repeated out-
looks, he saw two specks the size of caraway seeds on the
far line of ridge where the sunlit white of the road met the
blue of the sky. Then the remainder parts of Bob and his
lady became visible, and then the whole vehicle, end on,
and he heard the dry rattle of the wheels on the dusty road.
Miller Loveday's plan, as far as he had formed any, was
that Robert and his wife should live with him in the mill-
house until Mrs. Garland made up her mind to join him
there; in which event her present house would be made
over to the young couple. Upon al grounds, he wished
to welcome becomingly the woman of his son's choice, and
came forward promptly as they drew up at the door.

"What a lovely place you've got here!' said Miss
Johnson, when the miller had received her from the
captain. ' A red stream of water, a rea mill-wheel, and
rea fowls, and everything"

' Yes, 'tis red enough,’ said Loveday, looking at the
river with balanced sentiments; 'and so you will say
when you've lived here a bit as misess, and had the
trouble of claning the furniture.'
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At this Miss Johnson looked modest, and continued
to do so till Anne, not knowing they were there, came
round the corner of the house, with her prayer-book in
her hand, having just arrived from church. Bob turned
and smiled to her, at which Miss Johnson looked glum.
How long she would have remained in that phase is
unknown, for just then her ears were assailed by a loud
bass note from the other side, causing her to jump round.

'O lal what dreadful thing is it? she exclaimed,
and beheld a cow of Loveday's, of the name of Grumpier,
standing close to her shoulder. It being about milking-
time, she had come to look up David and hasten on the
operation.

" O, what a horrid bull!'—it did frighten me 0. |
hope | shan't faint," said Matilda.

The miller immediately used the formula which has
been uttered by the proprietors of live stock ever since
Noah's time. ' She won't hurt ye. Hoosh, Grumpier !
She's as timid as a mouse, ma'am,’

But as Grumpier persisted in making another terrific
inquiry for David, Matilda could not help closing her
eyes and saying, ' O, | shall be gored to death!" her
head falling back upon Bob's shoulder, which—seeing
the urgent circumstances, and knowing her delicate
nature—he had providentially placed in a position to
catch her. Anne Garland, who had been standing at
the corner of the house, not knowing whether to go
back or come on, at this felt her womanly sympathies
aroused. She ran and dipped her handkerchief into the
splashing mill-tail, and with it damped Matilda's face.
But as her eyes till remained closed, Bob, to increase
the effect, took the handkerchief from Anne and wrung
it out on the bridge of Matilda's nbse, whence it ran
over the rest of her face in a stream.

'O, Captain Loveday!" sad Anne, 'the water is
running over her green silk handkerchief, and into her
pretty reticule!’
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‘There—if | didn't think so!' exclaimed Matilda,
opening her eyes, starting up, and promptly pulling out
her own handkerchief, with which she wiped away the
drops, and an unimportant trifle of her complexion,
assisted by Anne, who, in spite of her background of
antagonistic emotions, could not help being interested.

" That's right!" said the miller, his spirits reviving
with the revival of Matilda. 'The lady is not used to
country life; are you, maam ?'

"1 am not," replied the sufferer. ' All is so strange
about here!

Suddenly there spread into- the firmament, from the
direction of the down :—

'Ra, ta, ta! Ta-ta-ta-tata! Ra ta, tal!'

‘0 dear, dear! more hideous country sounds, |
suppose ?' she inquired, with another start.

‘0 no,’ said the miller cheerfully. ''Tis only my
son John's trumpeter chaps at the camp of dragoons
just above us, a-blowing Mess, or Feed, or Picket, or
some other of their vagaries. John will be much pleased
to tell you the meaning on't when he comes down. He's
trumpet-major, as you may know, maam.'

"Oyes; you mean Captain Loveday's brother. Dear
Bob has mentioned him.'

" If you come round to Widow Garland's side of the
house, you can see the camp,' said the miller.

"Don't force her ; she's tired with her long journey,
sad Mrs. Garland humanely, the widow having come
out in the general wish to see Captain Bob's choice.
Indeed, they al behaved towards her as if she were a
tender exotic, which their crude country manners might
seriously Tnjure.

She went into the house, accompanied by Mrs.
Garland and her daughter; though before leaving Bob
she managed to whisper in his ear, ' Don't tell them |
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came by waggon, will you, dear ?—a request which was
quite needless, for Bob had long ago determined to keep
that a dead secret; not because it was an uncommon
mode of travel, but simply that it was hardly the usual
conveyance for a gorgeous lady to her bridal.

As the men had a feeling that they would be super-
fluous indoors just at present, the miller assisted David
in taking the horse round to the stables, Bob following,
and leaving Matilda to the women. Indoors, Miss
Johnson admired everything: the new parrots and mar-
mosets, the black beams of the ceiling, the double-corner
cupboard with the glass doors, through which gleamed
the remainders of sundry china sets acquired by Bob's
mother in her housekeeping—two-handled sugar-basins,
no-handled tea-cups, a tea-pot like a pagoda, and a
cream-jug in the form of a spotted cow. This sociability
in their visitor was returned by Mrs. Garland and Anne;
and Miss Johnson's pleasing habit of partly dying
whenever she heard any unusual bark or bellow added
to her piquancy in their eyes. But conversation, as
such, was naturally at first of a nervous, tentative kind,
in which, as in the works of some minor poets, the sense
was considerably led by the sound.

" You get the sea-breezes here, no doubt ?'

'O yes, dear; when the wind is that way.'

' Do you like windy weather ?

" Yes; though not now, for it blows down the young
apples!

"Apples are plentiful, it seems. You country-folk
cdl St. Swithin's their christening day, if it rains ?

"Yes, dear. Ah me! | have not been to a christening
for these many years; the baby's name was George, |
remember—after the King.'

"| hear that King George is till staying at the town
here. | hope hell stay till 1 have seen him '

"Hell wait till the corn turns yellow; he aways
does’
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" How very fashionable yellow is getting for gloves
just now!

X 'Yes. Some persons wear them to the elbow, |
ear.'

" Do they ? | was not aware of that. | struck my
elbow last week so hard against the door of my aunt's
mansion that | feel the ache now.'

Before they were quite overwhelmed by the interest
of this discourse, the miller and Bob came in. In truth,
Mrs. Garland found the office in which he had placed
her—that of introducing a strange woman to a house
which was not the widow's own—a rather awkward one,
and yet amost a necessity. There was no woman
belonging to the house except that wondrous com-
pendium of usefulness, the intermittent maid-servant,
whom Loveday had, for appearances, borrowed from Mrs.
Garland, and Mrs. Garland was in the habit of borrowing
from the girl's mother. And as for the demi-woman
David, he had been informed as peremptorily as Pharach's
baker that the office of housemaid and bedmaker was
taken from him, and would be given to this girl till the
wedding was over, and Bob's wife took the management
into her own hands.

They al sat down to high tea, Anne and her mother
included, and the captain sitting next to Miss Johnson.
Anne had put a brave face upon the matter—outwardly,
at least—and seemed in a fair way of subduing any
lingering sentiment which Bob's return had revived.
During the evening, and while they still sat over the
meal, John came down on a hurried visit, as he had
promised, ostensibly on purpose to be introduced to
his intended Sister-in-law, but much more to get a word
and a smile from his beloved Anne. Before they saw
him, they heard the trumpet-major's smart step coming
round the corner of the house, and in a moment his
form darkened the door. As it was Sunday, he ap-
peared in his full-dress laced coat, white waistcoat and
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breeches, and towering plume, the latter of which hs
instantly lowered, as much from necessity as good
manners, the beam in the mill-house ceiling having a
tendency to smash and ruin al such head-gear without
warning.

' John, we've been hoping you would come down,’
said the miller, 'and so we have kept the tay about
on purpose. Draw up, and spesk to Mrs. Matilda

Johnson, . . . Maam, this is Robert's brother.'
"Your humble servant, maam," said the trumpet-
major gallantly.

As it was getting dusk in the low, small-paned room,
he instinctively moved towards Miss Johnson as he
spoke, who sat with her back to the window. He had
no sooner noticed her features than his helmet nearly
fell from his hand; his face became suddenly fixed,
and his natural complexion took itself off, leaving a
greenish yellow in its stead. The young person, on
her part, had no sooner looked closely at him than she
sad weakly, ' Robert's brother I' and changed colour
yet more rapidly than the soldier had done. The faint-
ness, previously half counterfeit, seized on her now in
rea earnest.

"1 don't fed well,' she said, suddenly rising by an
effort. ' This warm day has quite upset me! '

There was a regular collapse of the tea-party, like
that of the Hamlet play scene. Bob seized his sweet-
heart and carried her upstairs, the miller exclaiming,
" Ah, she's terribly worn by the journey ! | thought
she was when | saw her nearly go off a the blare of
the cow. No woman would have been frightened at
that if shed been up to her natural strength.'

' That, and being so very shy of men, too, must
have made John's handsome regimentals quite over-
powering to her, poor thing!" added Mrs. Garland,
following the catastrophic young lady upstairs, whose
indisposition was this time beyond question, And yet,
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by some perversity of the heart, she was as eager now
to"make light of her fainess'as she had been to make
much of it two or three hours ago.

The miller and John stood like straight sticks in
the room the others had quitted, John's face being
hastily turned towards a caricature of Buonaparte on
the wall that he had not seen more than a hundred
and fifty times before.

' Come, sit down and have a dish of tea, anyhow,'
said his father at last. ' Shelll soon be right again,
no doubt.'

" Thanks; | don't want any tea,' said John quickly.
And, indeed, he did not, for he was in one gigantic ache
from head to foot.

The light had been too dim for anybody to notice
his amazement; and not knowing where to vent it, the
trumpet-major said he was going out for a minute. He
hastened to the bakehouse; but David being there, he
went to the pantry; but the maid being there, he went
to the cart-shed; but a couple of tramps being there,
he went behind a row of French beans in the garden,
where he let off an gjaculation the most pious that he
had uttered that Sabbath day : ' Heaven! what's to be
donel!"

And then he walked wildly about the paths of the
dusky garden, where the trickling of the brooks seemed
loud by comparison with the stillness around; treading
recklessly on the cracking snails that had come forth
to feed, and entangling his spurs in the long grass till
the rowels were choked with its blades. Presently he
heard another person approaching, and his brother's
shape appeared between the stubbard tree and the
hedge.

'O, isityou?' sad the mate.

'Yes. | am—taking a little air.'

' She is getting round nicely again; and as | am
not wanted indoors just now, | am going into the
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village to cdl upon a friend or two | have not been
able to speak to as yet.'

John took his brother Bob's hand. Bob rather
wondered why.

'All right, old boy, he sad. ' Going into the
village? Youll be back again, | suppose, before it
gets very late ?'

'O yes' sad Captain Bob cheerfully, and passed out
of the garden. '

John alowed his eyes to follow his brother till his
shape could not be seen, and then he turned and again
waked up and down.
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THE NIGHT AFTER

THE ARRIVAL

XVIII

JOHN continued his sad and heavy pace till walking
seemed too old and worn-out a way of showing sorrow so
new, and he leant himself against the fork of an apple-
tree like alog. There the trumpet-major remained for
a considerable time, his face turned towards the house,
whose ancient, many-chimneyed outline rose against the
darkened sky, and just shut out from his view the camp
above. But faint noises coming thence from horses rest-
less at the pickets, and from visitors taking their leave,
recalled its existence, and reminded him that, in conse-
quence of Matilda's arrival, he had obtained leave for the
night—a fact which, owing to the startling emotions that
followed his entry, he had not yet mentioned to his
friends.

While abstractedly considering how he could best use
that privilege under the new circumstances which had
arisen, he heard Farmer Derriman drive up to the front
door and hold a conversation with his father. The old
man had at last apparently brought the tin box of pri-
vate papers that he wished the miller to take charge of
during Derriman's absence; and it being a cam night,
John could hear, though he little heeded, Uncle Benjy's
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reiterated supplications to Loveday to keep it safe from
fire and thieves. Then Uncle Benjy left, and John's
father went upstairs to deposit the box in a place of
security, the whole proceeding reaching John's preoccu-
pied comprehension merely as voices during seep.

The next thing was the appearance of alight in the
bedroom which had been assigned to Matilda Johnson.
This effectually aroused the trumpet-major, and with a
stealthiness unusual in him he went indoors. No light
was in the lower rooms, his father, Mrs. Garland, and
Anne having gone out on the bridge to look at the new
moon. John went upstairs on tip-toe, and along the
uneven passage till he came to her door. It was standing
gjar, a band of candlelight shining across the passage and
up the opposite wall.  As soon as he entered the radi-
ance he saw her. She was standing before the looking-
glass, apparently lost in thought, her fingers being clasped
behind her head in abstraction, and the light falling full
upon her face.

"1 must speak to you," said the trumpet-major.

She started, turned and grew paler than before; and
then, as if moved by a sudden impulse, she swung the
door wide open, and, coming out, said quite collectedly
and with apparent pleasantness, 'O yes; you are my
Bob's brother! | didn't, for a moment, recognize you.'

' But you do now ?'

' As Bab's brother.’

"You have not seen me before ?

" | have not,' she answered, with a face as impassible
as Tdleyrand's.

' Good God !

" | have not!" she repeated.

" Nor any of the —th Dragoons? Captain Jolly,
for instance ?'

" No.'

'You mistake; Il remind you of particulars,’ he
sad drily.  And he did remind her at some length,
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"Never !I' she said desperately.

But she had miscalculated her staying powers, and
her adversary's character. Fve minutes after that she
was in tears, and the conversation had resolved itself
into words, which, on the soldier's part, were of the
nature of commands, tempered by pity, and were a mere
series of entreaties on hers.

The whole scene did not last ten minutes.  When it
was over, the trumpet-major walked from the doorway
where they had been standing, and brushed moisture from
his eyes.  Reaching a dark lumber-room, he stood il
there to calm himself, and then descended by a Flemish-
ladder to the bakehouse, instead of by the front stairs.
He found that the others, including Baob, had gathered in
the parlour during his absence and lighted the candles.

Miss Johnson, having sent down some time before
John re-entered the house to say that she would prefer
to keep her room that evening, was not expected to join
them, and on this account Bob showed less than his
customary liveliness. The miller wishing to keep up
his son's spirits, expressed his regret that, it being Sunday
night, they could have no songs to make the evening
cheerful; when Mrs. Garland proposed that they should
sing psalms which, by “choosing lively tunes and not
thinking of the words, would be almost as good as
ballads.

This they did, the trumpet-major appearing to join
in with the rest; but as a matter of fact no sound came
from his moving lips. His mind was in such a state
that he derived no pleasure even from Anne Garland's
presence, though he held a corner of the same book
with her, and was treated in a winsome way which it
was not her usual practice to indulge in. She saw that
his mind was clouded, and, far from guessing the reason
why, was doing her best to clear it.

At length the Garlands found that it was the hour
for them to leave, and John Loveday at the same time
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wished his father and Bob good-night, and went as far
as Mrs. Garland's door with her.

He had said not a word to show that he was free to
remain out of camp, for the reason that there was painful
work to be done, which it would be best to do in secret
and alone. He lingered near the house till its reflected
window-lights cessed to glimmer upon the mill-pond,
and al within the dwelling was dark and still. Then
he entered the garden and waited there till the back
door opened, and a woman's figure timorously came for-
ward. John Loveday at once went up to her, and they
began to talk in low yet dissentient tones.

They had conversed about ten minutes, and were
parting as if they had come to some painful arrangement,
Miss Johnson sobbing bitterly, when a head stealthily
arose above the dense hedgerow, and in a moment a
shout burst from its owner.

' Thieves! thieves l—my tin box !—thieves ! thieves !

Matilda vanished into the house, and John Loveday
hastened to the hedge. ' For heaven's sake, hold your
tongue, Mr. Derriman!" he exclaimed.

"My tin box!" said Uncle Benjy. ' O, only the
trumpet-major!’

"Your box is safe enough, | assure you. It was
only'—here the trumpet-major gave vent to an artificial
laugh—' only a dy bit of courting, you know.'

"Ha, ha, | see!' said the relieved old squireen.
' Courting Miss Anne!  Then you've ousted my nephew,
trumpet-major!  Well, so much the better. As for my-
sdf, the truth on't is that | haven't been able to go to
bed easy, for thinking that possibly your father might
not take care of what | put under his charge; and at
last | thought | would just step over and see if al was
safe here before | turned in.  And when | saw your two
shapes my poor nerves magnified ye to housebreakers,
and Boneys, and | don't know what all.'

"You have aarmed the house' sad the trumpet-
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major, hearing the clicking of flint and sted in his
father's bedroom, followed in a moment by the rise of
a light in the window of the same apartment. 'You
have got me into difficulty,’ he added gloomily, as his
father opened the casement.

"I am sorry for that,' said Uncle Benjy. 'But step
back; Il put it dl right again, .

' What, for heaven's sake, is the matter ? said the
miller, his tasselled nightcap appearing in the opening.

"Nothing, nothing !I' said the farmer. ' | was uneasy
about my few bonds and documents, and | walked this
way, miller, before going to bed, as | start from home
to-morrow morning.  When | came down by your
garden-hedge, | thought | saw thieves, but it turned
out to be—to be——'

Here a lump of earth from the trumpet-major's hand
struck Uncle Benjy in the back as a reminder.

'To be—the bough of a cherry-tree a-waving in the
wind.  Good-night.'

' No thieves are like to try my house, said Miller
Loveday. ' Now don't you come adarming us like this
again, farmer, or you shall keep your box yourself, begging
your pardon for saying 0. Good-night t' ye!"

" Miller, will yejust look, since | am here—just look
and see if the box is dl right ? there's a good man! |
am old, you know, and my poor remains are not what
my origina sdf was. Look and see if it is where you
put it, there's a good, kind man.'

'"Very wel,'" said the miller good-humouredly.

" Neighbour Loveday ! on second thoughts I will take
my box home again, after al, if you don't mind. You
won't deem it ill of me? | have no suspicion, of course;
but now | think on't there's rivalry between my nephew
and your son; and if Festus should take it into his head
to set your house on fire in his enmity, ‘twould be bad
for my deeds and documents. No offence, miller, but
I'll take the box, if you don't mind.'
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" Faith! 1 dont mind, said Loveday. ' But your
nephew had better think twice before he lets his enmity
take that colour. Receding from the window, he took
the candle to a back part of the room and soon re-
appeared with the tin box.

"1 won't trouble ye to dress,' said Derriman consi-
derately ; 'let en down by anything you have at hand.'

The box was lowered by a cord, and the old man
clagped it in his arms. ' Thank ye!" he said with heart-
felt gratitude. ' Good-night!’

The miller replied and closed the window, and the
light went out.

" There, now | hope you are satisfied, sir ? sad the
trumpet-major.

" Quite, quite!" said Derriman; and, leaning on his
walking-stick, he pursued his lonely way.

That night Anne lay awake in her bed, musing on
the traits of the new friend who had come to her
neighbour's house. She would not be critical, it was
ungenerous and wrong ; but she could not help thinking
of what interested her. And were there, she silently
asked, in Miss Johnson's mind and person such rare
qualities as placed that lady atogether beyond com-
parison with herself? O yes, there must be; for had
not Captain Bob singled out Matilda from among al
other women, hersdlf included? Of course, with his
world-wide experience, he knew best.

When the moon had set, and only the summer stars
threw their light into thegreat damp garden, she fancied
that she heard voices in that direction. Perhaps they
were the voices of Bob and Matilda taking a lover's
wak before retiring. If 0, how deepy they would be
next day, and how absurd it was of Matilda to pretend
she was tired ! Ruminating in this way, and saying to
herself that she hoped they would be happy, Anne
fdl adeep.

162



THE TRUMPET-MAJOR

MISS JOHNSON'S BEHAVIOUR

CAUSES NO LITTLE SURPRISE

XIX

PARTLY from the excitement of having his Matilda
under the paternal roof, Bob rose next morning as
early as his father and the grinder, and, when the big
wheel began to patter and the little ones to mumble in re-
sponse, went to sun himself outside the mill-front, among
the fowls of brown and speckled kinds which haunted
that spot, and the ducks that came up from the mill-tail.

Standing on the worn-out mill-stone inlaid in the
gravel, he talked with his father on various improve-
ments of the premises, and on the proposed arrange-
ments for his permanent residence there, with an
enjoyment that was haf based upon this prospect of
the future, and half on the penetrating warmth of the
sun to his back and shoulders. Then the different
troops of horses began their morning scramble down to
the mill-pond, and, after making it very muddy round
the edge, ascended the dope again.  The bustle of the
camp grew more and more audible, and presently David
came to say that breakfast was ready.

" Is Miss Johnson downstairs ? said the miller; and
Bob listened for the answer, looking at a blue sentinel
aloft on the down.
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" Not yet, maister,’ said the excellent David.

"Well wait till she's down," said Loveday.  When
she is, let us know.'

David went indoors again, and Loveday and Bob
continued their morning survey by ascending into the
mysterious quivering recesses of the mill, and holding
a discussion over a second pair of burr-stones, which
had to be re-dressed before they could be used again.
This and similar things occupied nearly twenty minutes,
and, looking from the window, the elder of the two
was reminded of the time of day by seeing Mrs. Gar-
land's table-cloth fluttering from her back door over
the heads of a flock of pigeons that had alighted for
the crumbs.

"I suppose David can't find us' he said, with a
sense of hunger that was not altogether strange to Bob.
He put out his head and shouted.

' The lady is not down yet," said his man in reply.

" No hurry, no hurry,” said the miller, with cheerful
emptiness. ' Bab, to pass the time well look into the
garden.'

' Shell get up sooner than this, you know, when
she's signed articles and got a berth here,' Bob observed
apologetically.

' Yes, yes,' said Loveday ; and they descended into
the garden.

Here they turned over sundry flat stones and killed
the slugs sheltered beneath them from the coming heat
of the day, talking of slugs in al their branches—of the
brown and the black, of the tough and the tender, of
the reason why there were so many in the garden that
year, of the coming time when the grass-walks harbour-
ing them were to be taken up and gravel laid, and of
the relatively exterminatory merits of a pair of scissors
and the hed of the shoe. At last the miller said,
"Wadl, redly, Bob, I'm hungry; we must begin with-
out her!
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They were about to go in, when David appeared
with haste in his motions, his eyes wider vertically than
crosswise, and his cheeks nearly al gone.

' Maister, I've been to call her; and as 'a didn't
speak | rapped, and as 'a didn't answer | kicked, and
not being latched the door opened, and—she's gone !

Bob went off like a swallow towards the house, and
the miller followed like the rather heavy man that he
was. That Miss Matilda was not in her room, or a
scrap of anything belonging to her, was soon apparent.
They searched every place in which she could possibly
hide or squeeze herself, every place in which she could
not, but found nothing at all.

Captain Bob was quite wild with astonishment and
grief.  When he was quite sure that she was nowhere
in his father's house, he ran into Mrs. Garland's, and
telling them the story so hastily that they hardly under-
stood the particulars, he went on towards Comfort's
house, intending .to raise the alarm there, and aso at
Mitchell's, Beach's, Cripplestraw's, the parson's, the
clerk's, the camp of dragoons, of hussars, and so on
through the whole county. But he paused, and thought
it would be hardly expedient to publish his discom-
fiture in such a way. If Matilda had left the house
for any freakish reason he would not care to look for
her, and if her deed had a tragic intent she would
keep aoof from camp and village.

In his trouble he thought of Anne. She was a nice
girl and could be trusted. To her he went, and found
her in a state of excitement and anxiety which equalled
his own.

"'Tis so lonely to cruise for her dl by myself!" said
Bob disconsolately, his forehead al in wrinkles; 'and
I've thought you would come with me and cheer the
way ?

" Where shall we search ? said Anne.

" O, in the holes of riverf65/ou know, and down wells,
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and in quarries, and over cliffs, and like that. Your
eyes might catch the loom of any bit of a shawl or bonnet
that | should overlook, and it would do me area service.
Please do come!"

So Anne took pity upon him, and put on her hat and
went, the miller and David having gone off in another
direction. They examined the ditches of fields, Bob
going round by one fence and Anne by the other, till
they met at the opposite side.  Then they peeped under
culverts, into outhouses, and down old wells and quarries,
till"the 'theory of a tragical end had nearly spent its force
in Bob's mind, and he began to think that Matilda had
simply run away. However, they still walked on, though
by this time the sun was hot and Anne would gladly
have sat down.

" Now, didn't you think highly of her, Miss Garland ?"
he inquired, as the search began to languish.

'O yes,' sad Anne; 'very highly.'

' She was really beautiful, no nonsense about her
looks, was there ?

" None. Her beauty was thoroughly ripe—not too
young. We should al have got to love her. What can
have possessed her to go away ?

‘| don't know, and, upon my life, | shall soon be
drove to say | don't care!' replied the mate despair-
ingly. 'Let me pilot ye down over those stones,’ he
added, as Anne began to descend a rugged quarry. He
stepped forward, leapt down, and turned to her.

She gave him her hand and sprang down. Before he
relinquished his hold, Captain Bob raised her fingers to
his lips and kissed them.

' O, Captain Loveday!" cried Anne, snatching away
her hand in genuine dismay, while a tear rose unex-
pectedly to each eye. ' | never heard of such a thing!
| won't go an inch further with you, sir; it is too bare-
faced!I" And she turned and ran oft.

"Upon my life | didn't mean it!" sad the repentant
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captain, hastening after. '| do love her best—indeed |
do—and | don't love you at all! | am not so fickle as
that! | merely just for the moment admired you as a
sweet little craft, and that's how | came to do it. You
know, Miss Garland, he continued earnestly, and till
running after, ''tis like this: when you come ashore
after having been shut up in a ship for eighteen months,
women-folks seem so new and nice that you can't help
liking them, one and al in a body; and so your heart
is apt to get scattered and to yaw a bit; but of course |
think of poor Matilda most, and shal always stick to
her! He heaved a sigh of tremendous magnitude, to
show beyond the possibility of doubt that his heart was
dill in the place that honour required.

'I am glad to hear that—of course | am very glad !
said she, with quick petulance, keeping her face turned
from him. " And | hope we shall find her, and that the
wedding will not be put off, and that you'll both be
happy. But | won't look for her any more! No; |
don't care to look for her—and my head aches. | am
going home!"

" And so am |, said Robert promptly.

"No, no; go on looking for her, of course—all the
afternoon, and dl night. | am sure you will, if you
love her.'

"O yes; | mean to. Still, | ought to convoy you
home first ?'

‘No, you ought not; and | shal not accept your
company. Good-morning, sir!" And she went off over
one of the stone dtiles with which the spot abounded,
leaving the friendly sailor standing in the field.

He sighed again, and, observing the camp not far off,
thought he would go to his brother John and ask him
his opinion on the sorrowful case. On reaching the
tents he found that John was not at liberty just at that
time, being engaged in practising the trumpeters; and
leaving word that he wished the trumpet-major to come
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down to the mill as soon as possible, Bob went back
again.

"'Tis no good looking for her,’ he sad gloomily,
' She liked me well enough, but when she came here and
saw the house, and the place, and the old horse, and the
plain furniture, she was disappointed to find us al so
homely, and felt she didn't care to marry into such a
family!'

His father and David had returned with no news.
' Yes, 'tis as I've been thinking, father,” Bob said. ' We
weren't good enough for her, and she went away in
scorn!"

" Well, that can't be helped,’ said the miller. ' What
we be, we be and have been for generations. To my
mind she seemed glad enough to get hold of us !

"Yes, yes—for the moment—because of the flowers,
and birds, and what's pretty in the place, sad Bob
tragically. ' But you don't know, father—how should
you know, who have hardly been out of Overcombe in
your life 2—you don't know what delicate feelings are in
a rea refined woman's mind. Any little vulgar action
unreaves their nerves like a marline-spike.  Now |
wonder if you did anything to disgust her ?'

' Faith! not that | know of,' said Loveday, reflecting.
"1 didn't say a single thing that | should naturally have
said, on purpose to give no offence.’

"You was aways very homely, you know, father.'

"Yes; so | was,' said the miller meekly.

" | wonder what it could have been,’ Bob continued,
wandering about restlessly. ' You didn't go drinking
out of the big mug with your mouth full, or wipe your
lips with your deeve ?'

"That I'l swear | didn't!" said the miller firmly.
'Thinks I, there's no knowing what | may do to
shock her, so I'll take my solid victuals in the bake-
house, and only a crumb and a drop in her company
for manners.'
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'You could do no more than that, certainly,’ said
Bab gently.

" If my manners be good enough for well-brought-up
people like the Garlands, they be good enough for her,'
continued the miller, with a sense of injustice.

' That's true. Then it must have been David.
David, come here! How did you behave before that
lady ? Now, mind you speak the truth !

"Yes, Mr. Captain Robert,' said David earnestly. ' |
assure ye she was served like a royad queen. The best
silver spoons wez put down, and yer poor grandfer's
silver tanket, as you seed, and the feather cushion for
her to sit on——'

"Now I've got it! ' said Bob decisively, bringing
down his hand upon the window-sill. 'Her bed was
hard !—and there's nothing shocks a true lady like that.
The bed in that room dways was as hard as the Rock
of Gibraltar!'

" No, Captain Bob! The beds were changed—wasn't
they, maister ? We put the goose bed in her room, and
the flock one, that used to be there, in yours.'

" Yes, we did,' corroborated the miller. ' David and
| changed 'em with our own hands, because they were
too heavy for the women to move.'

"Sure | didn't know | had the flock bed/ murmured
Bob. 'l dept on, little thinking what | was going to
wake to. Well, well, she's gone; and search as | will
| shall never find another like her!  She was too good
for me. She must have carried her box with her own
hands, poor girl. As far as that goes, | could overtake
her even now, | dare say; but | won't entreat her
against her will—not I.' )

Miller Loveday and David, feeling themselves to be
rather a desecration in the presence of Bob's sacred
emotions, managed to edge off by degrees, the former
burying himself in the most floury recesses of the mill,
bis invariable resource when perturbed, the rumbling
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having a soothing effect upon the nerves of those
properly trained to its music.

Bob was so impatient that, after going up to her
room to assure himself once more that she had not
undressed, but had only lain down on the outside of
the bed, he went out of the house to meet John, and
waited on the sunny dope of the down till his brother
appeared.  John looked so brave and shapely and
warlike that, even in Bob's present distress, he could
not but feel an honest and affectionate pride at owning
such a relative. Yet he fancied that John did not
come along with the same swinging step he had shown
yesterday; and when the trumpet-major got nearer he
looked anxiously at the mate and waited for him to
speak first.

"You know our great trouble, John? sad Robert,
gazing stoically into his brother's eyes.

' Come and st down, and tell me al about it,
answered the trumpet-major, showing no surprise.

They went towards a dight ravine, where it was
easer to st down than on the flat ground, and here
John reclined among the grasshoppers, pointing to his
brother to do the same.

'But do you know what it is? sad Robert. ' Has
anybody told ye?'

"1 do know, said John. 'She's gone; and | am
thankful!'

" What!" said Bob, rising to his knees in amazement.

"I'm a the bottom of it sad the trumpet-major
sowly.

"You, John?'

"Yes; and if you will lisen I'll tell you dl. Do
you remember what happened when | came into the room
last night? Why, she turned colour and nearly fainted
away. That was because she knew me!'

Bob stared at his brother with a face of pain and
distrust.

170



THE TRUMPET-MAJOR

"For once, Bob, | must say something that will
hurt thee a good ded," continued John. ' She was not
a woman who could possibly be your wife—and so she's

gone.'
"You sent her off?"'
"Well, | did.'

" John !—Tdl me right through—tell me !’

"Perhaps | had better,' said the trumpet-major, his
blue eyes resting on the far distant sea, that seemed to
rise like a wall as high as the hill they sat upon.

And then he told a tale of Miss Johnson and the
—th Dragoons which wrung his heart as much in the
telling as it did Bob's to hear, and which showed that
John had been temporarily cruel to be ultimately kind.
Even Bob, excited as he was, could discern from John's
manner of speaking what a terrible undertaking that
night's business had been for him. To justify the
course he had adopted the dictates of duty must have
been imperative; but the trumpet-major, with a becom-
ing reticence which his brother at the time was naturally
unable to appreciate, scarcely dwelt distinctly enough
upon the compelling cause of his conduct. It would,
indeed, have been hard for any man, much less so
modest a one as John, to do himself justice in that
remarkable relation, when the listener was the lady's
lover ; and it is no wonder that Robert rose to his feet
and put a greater distance between himself and John.

" And what time was it ? he asked in a hard, sup-
pressed voice.

" It wasjust before one o'clock.'

" How could you help her to go away ?'

'l had a pass. | carried her box to the coach-office.
She was to follow at dawn.’

' But she had no money.'

" Yes, she had; | took particular care of that.'" John
did not add, as he might have done, that he had given
her, in his pity, al the money he possessed, and at
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present had only eighteenpence in the world. ' Wdll, it
is over, Bob; so sit ye down, and talk with me of old
times,' he added.

" Ah, Jack, it is well enough for you to spesk like
that,' said the disquieted sailor ; ' but | can't help feeling
that it is a cruel thing you have done. After al, she
would have been snug enough for me. Would | had
never found out this about her! John, why did you
interfere? You had no right to overhaul my affairs like
this.  Why didn't you tell me fairly al you knew, and
let me do as | chose? You have turned her out of the
house, and it's a shame! If she had only come to me!
Why didn't she?'

" Because she knew it was best to do otherwise.'

"W, | shal go after her,’ said Bob firmly.

"You can do as you like,' said John; ' but | would
advise you strongly to leave matters where they are’

I won't leave matters where they are' said Bob
impetuously. ' You have made me miserable, and al
for nothing. | tel you she was good enough for me ;
and as long as | knew nothing about what you say of
her history, what difference would it have made to me?
Never was there a young woman who was better com-
pany ; and she loved a merry song as | do myself.
Yes, Il follow her.

"0, Bob," sad John; ' | hardly expected this!'

" That's because you didn't know your man. Can |
ask you to do me one kindness? | don't suppose |
can. “Can | ask you not to "say a word against her to
any of them at home ?'

" Certainly. The very reason why | got her to go off
silently, as she has done, was because nothing should
be sad against her here, and no scandal should be
heard of.'

"That may be; but I'm off after her. Marry that
girl I will.

"You'l be sorry.'
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' That we shal se' replied Robert with determina-
tion; and he went away rapidly towards the mill. The
trumpet-major had no heart to follow—no good could
possibly come of further opposition; and there on the
down he remained like a graven image till Bob had
vanished from his sight into the mill.

Bob entered his father's only to leave word that he
was going on a renewed search for Matilda, and to pack
up a few necessaries for his journey. Ten minutes
later he came out again with a bundle in his hand, and
John saw him go diagonaly across the lower fields
towards the high-road.

" And this is dl the good | have done!' said John,
musingly readjusting his stock where it cut his neck,
and descending towards the mill.
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HOW THEY LESSENED
THE EFFECT

OF THE CALAMITY

XX

MEANWHILE Anne Garland had gone home, and,
being weary with her ramble in search of Matilda, sat
silent in a corner of the room. Her mother was pass-
ing the time in giving utterance to every conceivable
surmise on the cause of Miss Johnson's disappearance
that "the human mind could frame, to which Anne
returned monosyllabic answers, the result, not of in-
difference, but of intense preoccupation. Presently
Loveday, the father, came to the door; her mother
vanished with him, and they remained closeted together
along time. Anne went into the garden and seated
herself beneath the branching tree whose boughs had
sheltered her during so many hours of her residence
here. Her attention was fixed more upon the miller's
wing of the irregular building before her than upon that
occupied by her mother, for she could not help ex-
pecting every moment to see some one run out with a
wild face and announce some awful clearing up of the
mystery.

Every sound set her on the aert, and hearing the
tread of a horse in the lane she looked round eagerly.
Gazing a her over the hedge was Festus Derriman,
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mounted on such an incredibly tall animal that he
could see to her very feet over the thick and broad
thorn fence. She no sooner recognized him than she
withdrew her glance; but as his eyes were fixed steadily
upon her this was a futile manoeuvre.

"l saw you look round!'" he exclaimed crossly.
' What have | doneto make you behave like that ? Come,
Miss Garland, be fair. 'Tis no use to turn your back
upon me.' As she did not turn he went on—' Well,
now, this is enough to provoke a saint. Now | tell you
what, Miss Garland ; here I'll stay till you do turn round,
if 'tis al the afternoon.  You know my temper—what |
say | mean. He seated himself firmly in the saddle,
plucked some leaves from the hedge, and began humming
a song, to show how absolutely indifferent he was to the
flight of time.

' What have you come for, that you are so anxious to
see me? inquired Anne, when at last he had wearied
her patience, rising and facing him with the added inde-
pendence which came from a sense of the hedge between
them.

" There, | knew you would turn round !' he said, his
hot angry face invaded by a smile in which his teeth
showed like white hemmed in by red a chess.

"What do you want, Mr. Derriman ? said she.

"" What do you want, Mr. Derriman ?"—now listen
to that! Is that my encouragement ?'

Anne bowed superciliously, and moved away.

"I have just heard news that explains al that,' sad
the giant, eyeing her movements with somnolet irasci-
bility. ' My uncle has been letting things out. He was
here late last night, and he saw you.'

" Indeed he didn't,’ said Anne.

"O, now ! He saw Trumpet-mgjor Loveday courting
somebody like you in that garden walk; and when he
came you ran indoors.'

"It is not true, and | wish to hear no more.'
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"Upon my life, he sad so! How can you do it,
Miss Garland, when I, who have enough money to buy
up al the Lovedays, would gladly cometo terms with ye ?
What a simpleton you must be, to pass me over for him!
There, now you are angry because | said simpleton !'—I
didn't mean simpleton, | meant misguided—misguided
rosebud! That's it— run off,' he continued in a raised
voice, as Anne made towards thegarden door. ' But I'l
have you yet. Much reason you have to be too proud
to stay with me. But it won't last long; | shall marry
you, madam, if | choose, as you'll see'

When he was quite gone, and Anne had camed down
from the not atogether unrelished fear and excitement
that he always caused her, she returned to her seat under
the tree, and began to wonder what Festus Derriman's
story meant, which, from the earnestness of his tone, did
not seem like a pure invention. It suddenly flashed
upon her mind that she herself had heard voices in the
garden, and that the persons seen by Farmer Derriman,
of whose visit and reclamation of his box the miller had
told her, might have been Matilda and John Loveday.
She further recaled the strange agitation of Miss Johnson
on the preceding evening, and that it occurred just a the
entry of the dragoon, till by degrees suspicion amounted
to conviction that he knew more than any one €else sup-
posed of that lady's disappearance.

It was just at this time that the trumpet-major de-
scended to the mill after his talk with his brother on the
down. As fatewould have it, instead of entering the
house he turned aside to the garden and walked down
that pleasant enclosure, to learn if he were likely to find
in the other half of it the woman he loved so well.

Yes, there she was, sitting on the seat of logs that he
had repaired for her, under the apple-treg; but she was
not facing in his direction. He walked with a noisier
tread, he coughed, he shook a bough, he did everything,
in short, but the one thing that Festus did in the same
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circumstances—call out to her. He would not have
ventured on that for the world. Any of his signs would
have been sufficient to attract her a day or two earlier;
now she would not turn. At last, in his fond anxiety,
he did what he had never done before without an invita-
tion, and crossed over into Mrs. Garland's half of the
garden, till he stood before her.

When she could not escape him she arose, and, saying
' Good afternoon, trumpet-major,’ in a glacid manner
unusual with her, walked away to another part of the
garden.

Loveday, quite at a loss, had not the strength of mind
to persevere further. He had a vague apprehension that
some imperfect knowledge of the previous night's un-
happy business had reached her; and, unable to remedy
the evil without telling more than he dared, he went into
themill, where his father still was, looking doleful enough,
what with his concern at events and the extra quantity
of flour upon his face through sticking so closely to
business that day.

" Well, John; Bob has told you all, of course? A
queer, strange, perplexing thing, isn't it? | can't make
it out a al. There must be something wrong in the
woman, or it couldn't have happened. | haven't been
so upset for years. i

"Nor have I. | wouldn't it should have happened
for al | own in theworld,’ said the dragoon. ' Have you
spoke to Anne Garland to-day—or has anybody been
talking to her ?'

" Festus Derriman rode by half-an-hour ago, and
talked to her over the hedge'

John guessed the rest, and, after standing on the
threshold in silence awhile, walked away towards the
camp.

All this time his brother Robert had been hastening
along in pursuit of the woman who had withdrawn from
the scene to avoid the exposure and complete overthrow
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which would have resulted had she remained. As the
distance lengthened between himself and the mill, Bob
was conscious of some cooling down of the excitement
that had prompted him to set out; but he did not_pause
in hiswalk till he had reached the head of the river which
fed the mill-stream. Here, for some indefinite reason,
he allowed his eyes to be attracted by the bubbling spring
whose waters never failed or lessened, and he stopped as
if to look longer at the scene; it was redly because his
mind was so absorbed by John's story.

The sun was warm, the spot was a pleasant one, and
he deposited his bundle and sat down. By degrees, as
he reflected, first on John's view and then on his own,
his convictions became unsettled; till at length he was
so balanced between the impulse to go on and the impulse
to go back, that a puff of wind either way would have
been well-nigh sufficient to decide for him. When he
alowed John's story to repeat itself in his ears, the reason-
ableness and good sense of his advice seemed beyond
question.  When, on the other hand, he thought of his
poor Matilda's eyes, and her, to him, pleasant ways, their
charming arrangements to marry, and her probable will-
ingness still, he could hardly bring himself to do otherwise
than follow on the road at the top of his speed.

This strife of thought was so well maintained that
sitting and standing, he remained on the borders of the
spring till the shadows had stretched out eastwards, and
the chance of overtaking Matilda had grown consider-
ably less.  Still he did not positively go towards home.
At last he took a guinea from his pocket, and resolved
to put the question to the hazard. * Heads | go;
tails | don't. The piece of gold spun in the air and
came down heads.

"No, | won't go, after dl,’ he said. 'l won't be
steered by accidents any more.’

He picked up his bundle and switch, and retraced
his steps towards Overcombe Mill, knocking down the
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brambles and nettles as he went with gloomy and in-
different blows. When he got within sight of the house
he beheld David in the road.

" All right—all right again, captain! ' shouted that
retainer. ' A wedding after all! Hurrah!"'

' Ah—she's back again ? ' cried Bob, seizing David,
ecstatically, and dancing round with him.

" No—but it's al the same! it is of no consequence
at al, and no harm will be done! Maister and Mrs.
Garland have made up a match, and mean to marry at
once, that the wedding victuals may not be wasted !
They felt 'twould be a thousand pities to let such good
things get blue-vinnied for want of a ceremony to use
‘em upon, and at last they have thought of this.'

"Victuals—I don't care for the victuals!' bitterly
cried Bob, in a tone of far higher thought. ' How you
disappoint me! ' and he went slowly towards the house.

His father appeared in the opening of the mill-door,
looking more cheerful than when they had parted.
" What, Robert, you've been after her? he said.
' Faith, then, | wouldn't have followed her if | had
been as sure as you were that she went away in scorn
of us. Since you told me that, I have not looked for
her at al.'

" | was wrong, father,' Bob replied gravely, throwing
down his bundle and stick. * Matilda, | find, has not
gone away in scorn of us; she has gone away for other
reasons. | followed her some way ; but | have come
back again. She may go.'

" Why is she gone ? ' said the astonished miller.

Bob had intended, for Matildas sake, to give no
reason to a living soul for her departure. But he could
not treat his father thus reservedly ; and he told.

' She has made great fools of us,' said the miller
deliberately; 'and she might have made us greater
ones. Bab, | thought th' hadst more sense.'

"Well, don't say anything against her, father,’ im-
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plored Bob. 'Twas a sorry haul, and there's an end
on't. Let her down quietly, and keep the secret. You
promise that ?'

"l do' Loveday the eder remained thinking
awhile, and then went on—' Well, what | was going
to say is this: I've hit upon a plan to get out of the
awkward comer she has put usin. What you'll think
of it | can't say.'

' David has just given me the heads.'

" And do it hurt your feelings, my son, at such a
time ?'

"No—I'll bring myself to bear it, anyhow! Why
should | object to other people's happiness because |
have lost my own ? said Bob, with saintly self-sacrifice
in his air.

' Well said!" answered the miller heartily. ' But you
may be sure that there will be no unseemly rejoicing, to
disturb ye in your present frame of mind. All the
morning | felt more ashamed than | cared to own at
the thought of how the neighbours, great and small,
would laugh at what they would call your folly, when they
knew what had happened; so | resolved to take this
step to stave it off, if so be 'twas possible.  And when
| saw Mrs. Garland | knew | had done right. She
pitied me so much for having had the house cleaned in
vain, and laid in provisions to waste, that it put her into
the humour to agree.  We mean to do it right off at
once, afore the pies and cakes get mouldy and the black-
pot stale. "Twas a good thought of mine and hers, and
| am glad 'tis settled,’ he concluded cheerfully.

' Poor Matilda!' murmured Bob.

' There—I was afraid 'twould hurt thy feelings,' said
the miller, with self-reproach: ' making preparations for
thy wedding, and using them for my own!'

' No," said Bob heroically; ' it shal not. It will be
a great comfort in my sorrow to feel that the splendid
grub, and the ale, and your stunning new suit of clothes,
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and the great table-cloths you've bought, will be just as
useful now as if | had married myself. Poor Matilda!
But you won't expect me to join in—you-hardly can. |
can sheer off that day very easily, you know.'

" Nonsense, Bob!" said the miller reproachfully.

I couldn't stand it—I should break down.'

' Deuce take me if | would have asked her, then, if |
had known 'twas going to drive thee out of the house!
Now, come, Bob, I'll find a way of arranging it and
sobering it down, so that it shal be as melancholy as
you can require—in short, just like a funeral, if thou'lt
promise to stay ?'

"Very well,' said the afflicted one. ' On that con
dition I'll say.
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' UPON THE HILL

HE TURNED

XXI

HAVING  entered into this solemn compact with his
son, the elder Loveday's next action was to go to Mrs
Garland, and ask her how the toning down of the
wedding had best be done. 'It is plain enough that
to make merry just now would be slighting Bob's
feelings, as if we didn't care who was not married, so
long as we were, he sad. 'But then, what's to be
done about the victuals?'

' Give a dinner to the poor folk,' she suggested. ' We
can get everything used up that way.'

'That's true,' said the miller. 'There's enough of
'em in these times to carry off any extras whatsoever.'

'And it will save Bob's feelings wonderfully. And
they won't know that the dinner was got for another
sort of wedding and another sort of guests; so you'll
have their good-will for nothing.'

The miller smiled at the subtlety of the view. ' That
can hardly be caled fair,’ he sad. ' Still, | did mean
some of it for them, for the friends we meant to ask
would not have cleared dl.’

Upon the whole the idea pleased him well, particularly
when he noticed the forlorn look of his sailor son as he
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walked about the place, and pictured theinevitably jarring
effect of fiddles and tambourines upon Bob's shattered
nerves at such a crisis, even if the notes of the former
were dulled by the application of a mute, and Bob shut
up in a distant bedroom—a plan which had at first
occurred to him. He therefore told Bob that the
surcharged larder was to be emptied by the charitable
process above alluded to, and hoped he would not mind
making himself useful in such a good and gloomy work.
Bob readily fell in with the scheme, and it was at once
put in hand and the tables spread.

The alacrity with which the substituted wedding was
carried out, seemed to show that the worthy pair of
neighbours would have joined themselves into one long
ago, had there previously occurred any domestic incident
dictating such a step as an apposite expedient, apart
from their personal wish to marry.

The appointed morning came, and the service quietly
took place at the cheerful hour of ten, in the face of a
triangular congregation, of which the base was the front
pew, and the apex the west door. Mrs. Garland dressed
herself in the muslin shawl like Queen Charlotte's, that
Bob had brought home, and her best plum-coloured
gown, beneath which peeped out her shoes with red
rosettes. Anne was present, but she considerately toned
herself down, so as not to too seriously damage her
mother's appearance. At moments during the ceremony
she had a distressing sense that she ought not to be
born, and was glad to get home again.

The interest excited in the village, though real, was
hardly enough to bring a serious blush to the face of
coyness. Neighbours' minds had become so saturated by
the abundance of showy military and rega incident lately
vouchsafed to them, that the wedding of middle-aged
civilians was of small account, excepting in so far that
it solved the question whether or not Mrs. Garland would
consider herself too genteel i%g]atewith agrinder of corn



THE TRUMPET-MAJOR

In the evening, Loveday's heart was made glad by
seeing the baked and boiled in rapid' process of con-
sumption by the kitchenful of people assembled for that
purpose. Three-quarters of an hour were sufficient to
banish for ever his fears as to spoilt food. The pro-
visions being the cause of the assembly, and not its
consequence, it had been determined to get al that
would not keep consumed en that day, even if high-
ways and hedges had to be searched for operators.
And, in addition to the poor and needy, every
cottager's daughter known to the miller was invited
and told to bring her lover from camp—an expedient
which, for letting daylight into the inside of full platters,
was among the most happy ever known.

While Mr. and Mrs. Loveday, Anne, and Bob were
standing in the parlour, discussing the progress of the
entertainment in the next room, John, who had not
been down all day, entered the house and looked in
upon them through the open door.

" How's this, John? Why didn't you come before ?"

"Had to see the captain, and—other duties,' said
the trumpet-major, in a tone which showed no great
zed for explanations.

"Well, comein, however,' continued the miller, as his
son remained with his hand on the door-post, surveying
them reflectively.

"I cannot stay long,' said John, advancing. ' The
Route is come, and we are going away.'

' Going away ! Whereto?'

" To Exonbury.'

' When ?

" Friday morning.'

"All of you?'

" Yes; some to-morrow and some next day. The
King goes next week.'

" | am sorry for this,' sad the miller, not expressing
half his sorrow by the simple utterance. ' wish you
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could have been here to-day, since this is the case' he
added, looking' at the horizon through the window.

Mrs. Loveday also expressed her regret, which seemed
to remind the trumpet-major of the event of the day,
and he went to her and tried to say something befitting
the occasion.  Anne had not said that she was either
sorry or glad, but John Loveday fancied that she had
looked rather relieved than otherwise when she heard
his news. His conversation with Bob on the down
made Bob's manner, too, remarkably cool, notwith-
standing that he had after al followed his brother's
advice, which it was as yet too soon after the event
for him to rightly value. John did not know why
the sdilor had come back, never supposing that it
was because he had thought better of going, and sad
to him privately, ' You didn't overtake her ?'

" | didn't try to,’ said Bob.

* And you are not going to ?'

"No; | shdl let her drift.’

"1 am glad indeed, Bob; you have been wise,' said
John heartily.

Bob, however, still loved Matilda too well to be other
than dissatisfied with John and the event that he had
precipitated, which the elder brother only too promptly
perceived; and it made his stay that evening of short
duration. Before leaving he said with some hesitation
to his father, including Anne and her mother by his
glance, ' Do you think to come up and see us of f?'

The miller answered for them dl, and sad that of
course they would come. ' But you'll step down again
between now and then ?' he inquired.

"I'll try to.! He added after a pause, 'In case |
should not, remember that Revalley will sound at half-
past five;' we shall leave about eight. Next summer,
perhaps, we shall come and camp here again.'

"1 hope so0,' said his father and Mrs. Loveday.

There was something in John's manner which indi-
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cated to Anne that he scarcely intended to come down
again; but the others did not notice it, and she said
nothing. He departed a few minutes later, in the dusk
of the August evening, leaving Anne still in doubt as to
the meaning of his private meeting with Miss Johnson.

John Loveday had been going to tell them that on
the last night, by an especid privilege, it would be in
his power to come and stay with them until eleven
o'clock, but at the moment of leaving he abandoned the
intention. Anne's attitude had chilled him, and made
him anxious to be off. He utilized the spare bours of
that last night in another way.

This was by coming down from the outskirts of the
camp in the evening, and seating himself near the brink
of the mill-pond as soon as it was quite dark; where he
watched the lights in the different windows till one
appeared in Anne's bedroom, and she herself came for-
ward to shut the casement, with the candle in her hand.
The light shone out upon the broad and deep mill-head,
illuminating to a distinct individuality every moth and
gnat that entered the quivering chain of radiance stretch-
ing across the water towards him, and every bubble or
atom of froth that floated into its width.  She stood for
some time looking out, little thinking what the darkness
concedled on the other side of that wide stream; till at
length she closed the casement, drew the curtains, and
retreated into the room. Presently the light went out,
upon which John Loveday returned to camp and lay
down in his tent.

The next morning was dull and windy, and the
trumpets of the —th sounded Reveille for the last time
on Overcombe Down. Knowing that the Dragoons
were going away, Anne had slept needfully, and was at
once awakened by the smart notes. She looked out of
the window, to find that the miller was aready astir, his
whit form being visible at the end of his garden, where
he stood motionless, watching the preparations. Anne
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aso looked on as well as she could through the dim
grey gloom, and soon she saw the blue smoke from the
cooks' fires creeping fitfully aong the ground, instead
of rising in vertical columns, as it had done during the
fine weather season. Then the men began to carry
their bedding to the waggons, and others to throw all
refuse into the trenches, till the down was lively as an
ant-hill.  Anne did not want to see John Loveday again,
but hearing the household astir, she began to dress at
leisure, looking out at the camp the while.

When the soldiers had breakfasted, she saw them
selling and giving away their superfluous crockery to the
natives who had clustered round; and then they pulled
down and cleared away the temporary Kitchens which
they had constructed when they came. A tapping of
tent-pegs and wriggling of picket-posts followed, and
soon the cones of white canvas, now almost become a
component part of the landscape, fell to the ground.
At this moment the miller came indoors and asked at
the foot of the stairs if anybody was going up the hill
with him.

Anne felt that, in spite of the cloud hanging over
John in her mind, it would ill become the present
moment not to see him off, and she went downstairs
to her mother, who was aready there, though Bob was
nowhere to be seen. Each took an arm of the miller,
and thus climbed to the top of the hill. By this time
the men and horses were at the place of assembly, and,
shortly after the mill-party reached level ground, the
troops dlowly began to move foiward. When the
trumpet-major, half buried in his uniform, arms, and
horse-furniture, drew near to the spot where the Love-
days were waiting to see him pass, his father turned
anxiously to Anne and said, 'You will shake hands
with John?'

Anne faintly replied ' Yes' and allowed the miller to
take her forward on his arm to the trackway, so as to be
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close to the flank of the approaching column. "line
up, many people on each side grasping the hand. ie
troopers in bidding them farewell; and as soon as  hn
Loveday saw the members of his father's househole, he
stretched down his hand across his right pistol for the
same performance. The miller gave his, then Mrs.
Loveday gave hers, and then the hand of the trumpet-
major was extended towards Anne. But as the horse
did not absolutely stop, it was a somewhat awkward
performance for a young woman to undertake, and,
more on that account than on any other, Anne drew
back, and the gallant trooper passed by without receiving
her adieu. Anne's heart reproached her for a moment;
and then she thought that, after al, he was not going
off to immediate battle, and that she would in al
probability see him again at no distant date, when she
hoped that the mystery of his conduct would be ex-
plained. Her thoughts were interrupted by a voice at
her elbow : ' Thank heaven, he's gone! Now there's a
chance for me.'

She turned, and Festus Derriman was standing by her.

' There's no chance for you,' she said indignantly.

"Why not ?'

' Because there's another | eft!"

The words had slipped out quite unintentionally,
and she blushed quickly. She would have given
anything to be able to recal them; but he had heard,
and said, ' Who ?

Anne went forward to the miller to avoid replying,
and Festus caught her no more.

' Has anybody been hanging about Overcombe Mill
except Loveday's son the soldier? he asked of a
comrade.

' His son the sailor,' was the reply.

' O—his son the salor,' said Festus slowly. ' Damn
his son the sailor!
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THE TWO HOUSEHOLDS

UNITED

XXI1

AT this particular moment the object of Festus Derri-
man'sfulminationwas assuredly not dangerous as a rival.
Bob, after abstractedly watching the soldiers from the
front of the house till they were out of sight, had gone
within doors and seated himself in the mill-parlour,
where his father found him, his elbows resting on the
table and his forehead on his hands, his eyes being fixed
upon a document that lay open before him.

'What art perusing, Bob, with such a long face ?'

Bob sighed, and then Mrs. Loveday and Anne entered.
"Tis only a state-paper that | fondly thought | should
have a use for,' he said gloomily. And, looking down
as before, he cleared his voice, as if moved inwardly to
go on, and began to read in feeling tones from what
proved to be his nullified marriage licence :—

"" Timothy Titus Philemon, by peimission Bishop of Bristol : To
our well-beloved Robert Loveday, of the parish of Ovcrcombe,
Bachelor; and Matilda Johnson, of the same parish, Spinster.
Greeting."

Here Anne sighed, but contrived to keep down her
sigh to a mere nothing.
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' Beautiful language, isn't it!" sad Bob. ' | was
never greeted like that afore!”

"Yes; | have often thought it very excellent language
myself,' said Mrs. Loveday.

' Come to that, the old gentleman will greet thee like
it again any day for a couple of guineas,' said the miller.

' That's not the point, father! You never could see
the real meaning of these things. . . . Well, then he
goes on: " Whereas ye are, as it is aleged, determined
to enter into the holy estate of matrimony—"  But why
should | read on? It dl means nothing how—nothing,
and the splendid words are dl ..wasted..upon.. .air. It
seems as if | had been hailed by some venerable hoary
prophet, and had turned away, put the helm hard up,
and wouldn't hear.

Nobody replied, feeling probably that sympathy could
not meet the case, and Bob went on reading the rest of
it to himself, occasionally heaving a breath like the wind
in a ship's shrouds.

"1 wouldn't set my mind so much upon her, if | was
thee,' said his father at last.

'Why not?'

" Well, folk rnight call thee a fool, and say thy brains
were turning to water.'

Bob was apparently much struck by this thought,
and, instead of continuing the discourse further, he care-
fully folded up the licence, went out, and walked up and
down the garden. It was startlingly apt what his father
had said; and, worse than that, what people would call
him might be true, and the liquefaction of his brains turn
out to be no fable. By degrees he became much con-
cerned, and the more he examined himself by this new
light the more clearly did he perceive that he was in a
very bad way.

On reflection he remembered that since Miss John-
son's departure his appetite had decreased amazingly.
He had eaten in meat no more than fourteen or fifteen
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ounces a day, but one-third of a quartern pudding on
an average, in vegetables only a small heap of potatoes
and half a York cabbage, and no gravy whatever; which,
considering the usual appetite of a seaman for fresh food
at the end of along voyage, was no small index of the
depression of his mind. Then he had waked once
every night, and on one occasion twice. While dressing
each morning since the gloomy day he had not whistled
more than seven bars of a hornpipe without stopping
and falling into thought of a most painful kind; and he
had told none but absolutely true stories of foreign
parts to the neighbouring villagers when they saluted
and clustered about him, as usual, for anything he chose
to pour forth—except that story of the whale whose eye
was about as large as the round pond in Derriman's
ewe-lease—which was like tempting fate to set a sed for
ever upon his tongue as a traveller.  All this enervation,
mental and physical, had been produced by Matilda's
departure.

He aso considered what he had lost of the rational
amusements of manhood during these unfortunate days,
lie might have gone to the neighbouring fashionable
resort every afternoon, stood before Gloucester Lodge
till the King and Queen came out, held his hat in his
hand, and enjoyed their Majesties’ smiles at his homage
al for nothing—watched the picket-mounting, heard
the different bands strike up, observed the staff; and,
above all, have seen the pretty town girls go trip-trip-
trip along the esplanade, deliberately fixing their innocent
eyes on the distant seg, the grey cliffs, and the sky, and
accidentally on the soldiers and himself..

"I'll raze out her image,' he said. ' She shall make
a fool of me no more’ And his resolve resulted in
conduct which had elements of real greatness.

He went back to his father, whom he found in the
mill-loft. ' Tis true, father, what you say," he observed :
"my brains will turn to bilge-water if | think of her
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much longer. By the oath of a—navigator, | wish |
could sigh less and laugh more!  She's gone—why can't
| let her go, and be happy ? But how begin ?'

' Take it careless, my son," said the miller, ' and lay
yourself out to enjoy snacks and cordials.'

' Ah—that's a thought!" said Bob.

"Baccy is good for't. So is sperrits. Though |
don't advise thee to drink neat.’

' Baccy—I'd almost forgot it!" said Captain Loveday.

He went to his room, hastily untied the package of
tobacco that he had brought home, and began to make
use of it in his own way, caling to David for a bottle of
the old household mead that had lain in the cellar these
eleven years. He was discovered by his father three-
quarters of an hour later as a haf-invisible object behind
a cloud of smoke.

The miller drew a breath of relief. ' Why, Bob," he
said, ' | thought the house was a-fire!"

'I'm smoking rather fast to drown my reflections,
father. 'Tis no use to chaw.'

To tempt his attenuated appetite the unhappy mate
made David cook an omelet and bake a seed-cake, the
latter so richly compounded that it opened to the knife
like afreckled buttercup. With the same object he stuck
night-lines into the banks of the mill-pond, and drew
up next morning a family of fat eds, some of which
were skinned and prepared for his breakfast. They
were his favourite fish, but such had been his condition
that, until the moment of making this effort, he had
quite forgotten their existence at his father's back-door.

In a few days Bob Loveday had considerably im-
proved in tone and vigour. One other obvious remedy
for his dejection was to indulge in the society of Miss
Garland, love being so much more effectually got rid of
by displacement than by attempted annihilation. But
Loveday's belief that he had offended her beyond forgive-
ness, and his ever-present sense of her as a woman who
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by education and antecedents was fitted to adorn a
higher sphere than his own, effectually kept him from
going near her for along time, notwithstanding that they
were inmates of one house