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GHOST GOSSIPS AT BLAKESLEY HOUSE.
BY THE AUTHOR OP " 8TEPHEN DUGARD."

When they assembled in the morning they found their num
bers reinforced by the arrival of Major Grooby and his maiden sister,
first cousins of Mrs. Dagleish. This was a valuable accession ; for
the Major was a first-rate story-teller, and Miss Sophia Grooby a
first-rate believer. Both of them had seen and heard more super
natural things than had ever fallen to the lot of any one person ;
and as to the Major, he lived in daily fear of some bodily harm from
an old woman in his parish, whom he knew to be a witch.
And here it has just occurred to us that we have left our readers
in utter ignorance upon one or two subjects with which they have
an undoubted right to be acquainted. Who is Mrs. Dagleish, at
whose house the little circle were keeping their Christmas ? And
where was her house situated ? And, lastly, who were her friends,
Mr. Carliel, Simon Barnardiston, Hugh Buckner, and the rest of
them ? We shall explain these several matters with all possible
brevity.
Mrs. Dagleish was the widow of a poor schoolmaster, and the
sister of a rich sugar-baker. When the former died, he left her no
thing, not even a child. When the latter died he bequeathed her
two children, Mary and Stephen Falconer, with something ap
proaching to nearly five hundred a year, and a substantial brick-
built mansion of the time of Elizabeth, about two miles from Bewd-
ley, on the road to Kidderminster. Her brother, Abraham Falconer,
of Whitechapel, bought it with the intention of passing the remain
der of his days there, being a native of Kidderminster ; but Heaven
ordained it otherwise, as is frequently the case with our sublunary
arrangements : for the very day the purchase was completed, and
he had executed his will, settling it

,

and his whole fortune, upon his
sister after his death, he was walking along Cheapside in a high
wind, which blew off a chimney-pot, that descended on his head, and
killed him on the spot. When Mrs. Dagleish took possession of
Blakesley House, (so the mansion was called,) the first thing she did
was to have all the chimney-pots taken down, and all the chimneys
carried up three feet higher, and well secured with iron girders.
So much for what some people think of destiny, and their power to
shun it.
With respect to Simon Barnardiston, Hugh Buckner, and Mr.
Carliel, it will be enough to record of them, that the first was the
son of a Birmingham manufacturer, age twenty-five, and consi
dered by himself as the future husband of Mary Falconer ; the se
cond, a clergyman's son, age twenty-three, entertaining in secret
the same hopes as Simon, but with nothing in their favour except
Mary's own opinion (also a secret at present), which was, that
Simon Barnardiston would certainly not be her husband, whoever
might be ; and the third, a retired conveyancer, age forty-five, or
thereabouts, an old friend of poor Abraham Falconer, whose will
he had drawn, and therefore knew something about its contents,
which made him regard his sister, Mrs. Dagleish, as the only wo
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man he had ever seen that could tempt him to renounce his bache
lor's vow. With the relationship of Major and Miss Grooby the
reader is already acquainted.
" Cousin," said the Major, addressing Mrs. Dagleish, " do you re
member, as you enter Worcester by the London road, a small wood
on the right, which skirts a gently-rising eminence ?

"
" Perfectly well. Why do you ask? "
" I went through that wood the day before yesterday, along with
my old friend, Colonel Henniker, who is a Worcester man, and who
took me there to see the spot where one of the most dreadful occur
rences took place that ever I heard of."
" What, only the day before yesterday ? " inquired Mrs. Dag
leish.
" Oh, no ! above a hundred years ago; during the time of Oliver
Cromwell ; and it happened to Oliver himself."" What was it ? " asked Mary Falconer." I '11 tell it you, my dear," replied the Major, "just as my friend
told it me. You have read of the battle of Worcester, I sup
pose."
" Oh, yes ; between poor King Charles and that cruel tyrant,
Oliver Cromwell."
" Very well. You must know, then, there was one Colonel Lind
say serving with the Parliamentary army, and on the morning of
that battle Cromwell took this man with him into the wood I have
mentioned, bidding him note whatever happened. They had not
proceeded far before Lindsay turned very pale, and felt, as he said,
a strange unaccountable dread stealing over him, which he could not
account for. Cromwell, who noticed his perturbation, began to
rally him. — ' Tush, man ! ' he exclaimed, ' what megrims be these ?
Come forward.' On they went. Presently, however, Lindsay stop
ped again, protesting he could not proceed another step, so over
powering was the vague, mysterious terror that had seized him.
Cromwell, after sternly reproaching him for his weakness or cow
ardice, bade him remain where he was, and mark what would take
place. He obeyed ; watched the General as he penetrated deeper
into the wood; and saw him met by a grave-looking, elderly gentle
man, with a roll of parchment in his hand, which he delivered to
Noll, who perused it with great eagerness."
"Lindsay heard them at high words, particularly Oliver, who said
with great warmth, ' This is but for seven years. I was to have had
it for one and twenty, and one and twenty it shall be.'
" Cromwell then lowered his demand ; but insisted fiercely that he
would have fourteen years. The devil, however, was inflexible."
" I knew it was the devil," murmured Miss Grooby audibly.
" And coolly remarked, ' That if he (Cromwell) would not accept
the proposed terms, there were those who would jump at them.'
This staggered Noll ; and after a moment's pause he seized the
parchment, and returning to Lindsay, exclaimed with a triumphant
air, ' Come along ! The battle is ours. I long to be engaged ! '" Mark what followed," continued Major Grooby. " The devil
returned to—I need not say where—"
" Lord ! how shocking ! " exclaimed Mrs. Dagleish.
" And deposited the duplicate of this compact in his strong chest.
Cromwell returned to the army, impatient to give battle : and Lind
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gay, who had no affection, it seems, for a conflict thus auspicated,
resolved to make his escape as soon as he could. After the first
charge he put spurs to his horse, rode away, and travelled with all
speed till he arrived at the house of one Mr. Thoroughgood, an in
timate friend of his, and a minister, who lived in the county of Nor
folk. When he saw him, Lindsay related all the particulars of what
he had witnessed in the wood, concluding with this remarkable pre
diction. ' Cromwell will certainly die the day seven years that the
battle was fought' Which he did— on his favourite 3rd of Sep
tember. The battle of Worcester took place September 3rd, 1 651,
and Cromwell's death, September 3rd, 1658. Moreover, it is men
tioned in history, there was a tremendous storm the day he died,
which some of the versatile poets of the day, who had flattered him
while living, accounted for in a way very much akin to this business,
though I warrant they knew nothing of it at the time."
" I perceive," said Major Grooby, addressing Mr. Carliel, " that
you do not believe this story."
" Not quite," answered Mr. Carliel, smiling.
" Well," observed the Major, " all I can say is, that my friend,
Colonel Henniker believes it, for he assured me that there is still
preserved in the family of the Thoroughgoods a Common Place
Book, in which a son of Mr. Thoroughgood, then about twelve years
of age, wrote down, at his father's desire, and from Lindsay's own
mouth, every word of it."
" Did your friend ever see that Common Place Book ? " inquired
Mr. Carliel.
" I don't know ; but his mother was a Thoroughgood, and a
branch of this same Norfolk family, and it is very likely, therefore,
that he has seen it ; though for my part I never thought of asking
him the question, because we have plenty of instances of similar com
pacts, and still more numerous ones of divers dealings with the
Prince of Darkness."
" Dr. Faustus, to wit, and that terrible libertine, Don Juan," said
Mary Falconer." Nay," replied the Major, " we need not go so far back as the
days of Dr. Faustus and Don Juan, for examples. There was a man
in my native town, a schoolmaster of the name of Warbeck, who
sold himself to the devil merely that he might have his revenge upon
a fellow-townsman, who had carried off his sweetheart. My father
was his doctor, and in the course of his attendance upon him, learned
the full particulars which I have often heard him relate."
" Let us hear them," said Mr. Carliel.
The Major, who was never so happy as when he had an opportu
nity of telling all the marvellous stories he had collected, drank off
his cup of coffee, and began.
"Richard Warbeck when I knew him was a tall, thin, pale-
faced, hollow-eyed, and grey-headed old man, limping about upon
crutches ; but in his younger days he was accounted handsome, and
a very devil among the women."
—We may guess what sort of women," remarked Miss Grooby,
drawing herself up several inches.
The Major went on. " Among those with whom he fell in love,
was one Grace Amos, a farmer's daughter, a beautiful creature, as
I have heard. But I remember her too : Goody Amos she was then



KICHARD WARBECK. 625

called, and gained a scanty livelihood in summer, (in winter she
used to go into the workhouse,) by gathering wild flowers, making
them into nosegays, and selling them from door to door. Every
body bought of her, from charity and pity for her misfortunes. Poor
thing ! she went mad when Richard had his revenge ; and no wonder,
as you '11 say when you hear what it was. I have told you she was
one of his sweethearts, and they were to have been married ; but
before the day came, there came another lover in the way, a dashing
recruiting sergeant, named Wilkinson ; and Grace Amos became
Mrs. Wilkinson instead of Mrs. Warbeck.
"When Richard heard that Sergeant Wilkinson was about to
marry Grace, and when he wrung from the poor girl herself a confes
sion of the truth, he laid his hand upon her arm and said, ' If there
is a God in heaven or a Devil in hell, you shall rue this ! ' And
with these words he left her.
" It appeared he had in his possession an old book upon necro
mancy, where he found instructions how, by hellish charms and
potent spells, to raise the Evil One. Though he refused to tell my
father all the means he employed,—declaring, indeed, that he dare
not,—he related very exactly the horrible scene which followed.
" He was in his bed-room towards midnight, it being the seventh
night of his incantations, when just as the church clock struck
twelve, a rushing noise like a violent gust of wind passed through
the chamber, extinguishing the lights, and leaving him in total
darkness. Nothing dismayed, he performed the remaining part of
his fearful task, which was to open a vein in his left arm, and catch
as much blood as would fill a wine-glass. This he was to fling, or
rather sprinkle, towards the four corners of the room, saying, as he
did so, * I call you east—I call you west—I call you north— I call
you south— come, and speak to me !

' He had no sooner uttered
these words than he felt himself grasped round the waist as if a belt
of hot iron encircled him, and a voice that resembled the hissing of
a serpent whispered in his ear,

' I am come to thee—
Now come with me I'

" Richard lost his senses, and remembered nothing more till he
found himself standing in the church porch, by the side of a little
old man leaning on a crutch-stick. He was not more than four feet
in height, wore a sort of Spanish dress, with a black velvet mantle,
and a hat of the same material, turned up in front, which disclosed
a countenance remarkable for its intense malignity of expression,
rather than for anything either hideous or diabolical. Richard, who
was bewildered, forgot that the demon had no power to speak till
spoken to ; so there they stood for several minutes, he looking at
the fiend he had evoked, trembling from head to foot, and the fiend
glaring upon him with eyes that every moment grew more and more
lustrous with rage, till at last they appeared like two globes of fire.
" ' The Lord protect me ! ' exclaimed Richard, at length, as he
perceived the increasing fury of his companion." Then the demon said, ' Thou fool ! thou couldst have no power
to summon me till thy soul had renounced heaven. / am thy lord
now—thy lord and slave—thy lord to command, thy slave to obey
thee. What wouldst thou have ? Wealth ? 'Tis thine ! The power
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to gratify every earth-born wish ? 'Tis thine. Fifty years tnou shalt
revel in worldly bliss, in whatever region or clime thy fancy may
desire ; but at the end of that time, though thou wert at the farthest
verge of earth, hither must thou return,—to this spot,—and at the
same hour of night as now,—where I too shall be to meet thee.
Speak —what wouldst thou have ?

'

" ' Revenge ! ' replied Richard.
" ' Thou shalt have it. Behold how.'
" He struck upon the church doors with his crutch-stick : they
flew open. Richard saw, as in a vision, Grace Amos kneeling at the
altar with his rival, and receiving the nuptial benediction.
" ' There is to-morrow,' said the fiend.
" ' There is hell ! ' exclaimed Richard.
" ' And here is heaven—thy heaven,' continued the fiend, pointing
in the direction of the entrance to the churchyard, where Richard
beheld a funeral train approaching, and Grace Amos in her bridal
dress following a coffin. The next moment the whole vanished.
" ' Come this way,' said the demon. They walked into the middle
of the churchyard. ' Here,' he continued, striking his crutch-stick
into the ground, ' is his grave ! He will not lie in it

,

but he shall be
ready for it by to-morrow night.'" ' In what manner ? ' asked Richard.
" ' In this manner. To-morrow he weds her who was thine. He

is quarrelsome and choleric. As he leaves the church with his
bride upon his arm, do thou cross his path. Leave the rest to me."" 'Will you be there?'
" ' Yes,—but unseen of any save thyself.'
"'How then?'
" ' Question me no farther— I must be gone. Is it a bargain ? I

tell you he shall wed, but never bed your mistress. Is not that re
venge enough ?

'

" ' Ay—glorious revenge ! ' said Richard, clenching his teeth.
" 'Well, then, is it a bargain ? '

" ' It is."
" ' Your hand upon it'
" Richard stretched out his hand, which the demon seized.
a i Wear that mark,' he exclaimed, ' till I claim it.'
" As he spoke, Richard felt the sinews of his right hand contract
and knit together ; at the same time he heard a chuckling laugh in
the air. He looked up, but could see nothing. He turned towards
the demon—he was gone !" The next morning," said the Major, " Richard was awakened
from a disturbed sleep by the merry chimes of the church bells.
He arrived at the church just as the wedding party were leaving it.
The bride trembled violently at the sight of him.
" ' Grace,' said Richard addressing her, taking no notice of Ser
geant Wilkinson, 'did I not declare you should rue this day, if there
was a God in heaven or a Devil in hell ? '

" ' Oh ! Richard, Richard ! ' exclaimed the faithless girl, ' I did
not think to see you here. Why have you come ? '" ' To keep my word, Grace.'" ' Keep your distance,' said the sergeant, thrusting him aside.
" A blow followed, which Richard struck with his right hand. It
seemed to fall upon his rival's breast like a blow from a sledge
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hammer, and he staggered beneath it. Richard, when relating the
circumstance to my father, declared that it appeared to himself as if
he had struck with some heavy instrument instead of his hand. The
sergeant drew his sword, and was about to rush upon his unarmed
assailant. Grace hung upon his neck, and besought him not to
move. His and her friends gathered round to prevent the effusion
of blood. He flung his bride from him—he disengaged himself from
the others — his eyes flashed fire — his pale lips quivered — he ad
vanced towards Richard, who stood calm and unmoved ; for now he
saw the demon by his side, pointing with his crutch-stick in mockery
and scorn at the uplifted sabre. He made a thrust at him—it was
parried by the demon. Richard receded a few paces, followed by

h
is infuriated antagonist, round whom his friends had again ga

thered, and to whom Grace again clung in an agony of terror, im
ploring him to be calm. She held him by one arm as he dragged
her along, following Richard, who still retreated, and aiming furious
blows at him, which were still turned aside by the demon. The
screams and cries of the bridal party were terrific." ' Come on,' said Richard, tauntingly. ' Why don't you strike
home ?

'

" At that moment the sergeant stumbled on the very spot where,
the night before, the demon had struck his crutch-stick into the
ground, and said, ' Here is his grave.' He fell, dragging Grace with
him ; his sword slipped from his grasp, and Richard saw the demon
turn its point so, that as he fell it pierced his heart. Scarcely utter
ing a groan, he rolled upon his face (Grace lying partly beneath
him, drenched with his blood), and expired. A loud laugh, which
none but Richard heard, rang through the air. The demon was no
longer to be seen.
" Horror was upon every countenance save Richard's, who sur
veyed the scene with a calm brow. Bitter upbraidings were heaped
upon him by those who stood round.
" 'Why, what have / done ? ' said he. ' I came to tell that perfi
dious woman ' (pointing to Grace, who was lying insensible in the
arms of her bridesmaids), ' of what she had done—withered a heart
which was hers or nothing. I forewarned her I would do so ; and
if that choleric fool could have been content to let a wronged man
complain, this had not happened. He fell by his own hand, not
mine.'
" ' You struck him, villain ! ' exclaimed old Giles Amos, the father
of Grace. ' It was that blow that was the cause of all.'
" ' He might have returned it,' replied Richard, ' and would have
done so had he not been a coward, drawing his sword upon a de
fenceless man.'
" ' God forgive you, Richard ! ' rejoined Giles. ' You have had
your revenge ; and may God forgive you !

'

" Laughter was heard, and a voice exclaimed, ' He has had his
revenge, and bought with it God's curse !

'

" ' Who is that ? ' cried several voices at once.
" ' Hearken to thy doom, Richard,' said Grace starting wildly up.

' Hearken to thy doom ! I heard it pronounced, and I shall see it

fulfilled—there— there ! ' pointing to the sky. ' Oh ! Richard, Rich
ard, you have indeed kept your word ; but why were you not mer
ciful ? Have I deserved this at your hands ? ' she continued, burst
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ing into tears as her eyes glanced upon the bleeding corpse of her
husband. ' Could you not have despised, hated me, for my false
hood, but spared me this ? Oh ! my heart will surely break !

'

" She fell upon her knees by her husband's body, took his hand,
and covered it with tears and kisses.
" •When I loved you most,' said Richard, gazing at her with a
stern unpitying eye, ' I never looked upon you with half the plea
sure I do now. I bore hell's torments for thee, thou false one !—and
I could have continued to bear them, or anything, except teeing you
another's. That maddened and— '
" ' What ? ' demanded Grace, springing to her feet, as if the
thought had suddenly flashed across her mind of what Richard had
done.
" ' And,' he continued, smiling contemptuously, ' I resolved to
welcome the new-made bride at the earliest moment, even as she came
from the altar. I have done so ; and now I leave you with the hug-
band ofyour choice !

' So saying, he turned upon his heel, and quit
ted the churchyard."
" And what became of poor Grace ? " inquired Mary.
"Ah!" said the Major, shaking his head, "there was a bad be
ginning, but a worse ending, to my mind. Who can explain a wo
man ? Who can account for what she will do when she will ? Who
can understand the movements of that moral machinery which makes
them such beautiful contradictions?"
" Beautiful fiddlesticks ! " exclaimed Miss Grooby, violently agi
tated. " I have no patience, brother, to hear you talk such nonsense.
The creature was nothing better than a vile harlot, — a lewd minx,
who did not care what she did so as she got a husband ; and rightly
was she served when she married that vile wretch, Richard War-
beck."
" What ! " said Mr. Carliel, " did she afterwards marry Richard ?"
" I can't deny it," replied the Major, shaking his head again, as if
he really felt for the honour of the sex ; " I can't deny it. She cer
tainly did marry him ; but I shall always think she was the victim
of unholy practices. At first," said the Major, " she was like Ca
lypso, inconsolable for the loss of her Ulysses,—but in time she took
the Ephesian dame for her model. Seven years had elapsed, during
which she never once laid aside her widow's weeds, and no one ever
saw her smile. Many were the offers she had during this period,
all of which she peremptorily and even sternly repulsed. What had
become of Richard nobody knew ; for immediately after the death
of his rival he left the place without saying whither he was going ;
but it was generally thought he had gone to sea. At the expiration
of seven years, however, he came back, and set up a school. His
frame seemed shattered, and his deportment was that of a man ill at
ease. If a stranger appeared in the town, he was the first to inquire
whence he came, and whether any one knew his errand. Sometimes
he would receive letters with a foreign post-mark, and these he ex
amined intently, the seal, the folding, the writing, before he opened
them. Then he always slept with two lighted candles in his room,
and would never go to bed till after midnight, and in summer time
not until the day had dawned. All these things were noted by his
friends and acquaintance, the more charitably disposed of whom
ascribed them to remorse for the fate of poor Wilkinson.
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" When, or under what circumstances, he renewed his intimacy
with Grace I never heard ; but within three months after his return,
to the utter amazement of all who heard it

,

the banns of marriage
between them were published one Sunday morning. Her father, who
was present, started up, and in a voice of fury forbade them ; but
when the poor old man went into the vestry after service was over
to assign his reasons, he could give none that amounted to a valid
prohibition : so the marriage took place.
" ' You will repent this,' said Giles to his daughter the evening
before the wedding.
" ' I know it, father,' replied Grace. ' I feel that I am about to do
something terrible ; but I have no power to resist. Richard has got
hold of me. If he were to bid me hack my flesh off my bones, I

should do it. He marries me, because it is his will. / do not marry
him,—nor would I ; but when he asked me if I would, I could as
soon have trod the air as said anything but the one word he himself
breathed into my ear,—" yes." And ever since I have moved in a

sort of waking dream, God help me ! for I know I am a doomed
woman, though I cannot explain what it is that makes me think so.'
" Next morning they were married. Such a bride ! and such a

bridegroom ! and such a marriage ! Richard would not allow any
one to accompany them, neither would he himself accompany her,
but insisted upon their meeting at the church door, where she found
him waiting. He forbade her to lay aside her widow's weeds ; and
he was dressed in exactly the same clothes he wore when he went to
meet her the morning she was married to Sergeant Wilkinson. Well,
the knot was tied, and as they were returning, Richard stopped at
the spot where her first husband fell and died in that fatal scuffle.
Looking sternly in her face he said,
" ' Grief for the fool who lies buried there, not love for me, has
kept you mine till now. There was a time when I would have mar
ried you—oh, how gladly !— for love ; now I have married you for
revenge. Go — your sight is hateful to me — worse : it calls up the
past, and makes the horrible future stand before me. Go—treacher
ous devil ! the wedded of two husbands, the wife of neither ; and if

I could bring down the curse of curses on your head, it should be
that your heart may wither as mine has, in hopeless love,—that with

a hand you dare not give, you may be tormented with longing de
sires to bestow it. Go—and quickly, or the thought of what your
perfidy has driven me to will make me mad, and I shall be tempted
to have thy blood upon my soul.'
" Grace, who had stood with her head bent, her hands clasped, and
her limbs trembling, while these terrible words were addressed to
her, now, without once raising her eyes to look at Richard, slowly
withdrew, and returned home.
" She went to her bed, from which she never rose again for three
months. A violent fever with delirium came on, and the things she
raved about were dreadful to hear. In the end she recovered her
health ; but her reason was gone, and that she never recovered. It
was a gentle and harmless insanity, which showed itself chiefly in
attending every wedding that took place, and presenting the bride
with a nosegay composed of wild flowers. This she never failed to
do, till at last Grace Amos (for the people continued to call her by
her maiden name) was as regularly looked for in the churchyard —
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(the church itself nothing could induce her to enter)—when there
was a marriage, as the young couple who were going to be married.
Her poor father died soon afterwards, and the little property he left
was applied to her maintenance by a friend of the family ; but gra
dually it wasted away ; and gradually, too, charity, which at first
supplied its place, wasted away, and grew cold and scant ; and then
poor Grace had no home but the workhouse. But, as I have said,
this was only during the winter months ; for the moment there were
flowers to be seen she would beg to be let out, and she supported
herself during the spring, summer, and autumn, by gathering and
selling them."
" And what became of the wretch who brought her to this condi
tion?
"
inquired Mrs. Dagleish.

" At first," said the Major, " he tried to bear up against the ge
neral scorn and indignation which his treatment of her excited ; but
it would not do. He was shunned by every one ; his school went
to decay ; and at the end of a few years he left the place.
" Grace Amos, who lived to be nearly seventy, had been dead
about two years, when one winter's evening my father was called
out to visit an old gentleman who was staying at the principal inn,
where he arrived only the day before. He went, and was shown
into a room lighted with six large wax candles. On a sofa near the
fire was lying the person who had sent for him, wrapped up in a
black velvet cloak trimmed with sable fur, and seemingly in the last
stage of debility. His hair was silver white, and hung loosely over
his face and shoulders ; a beard of the same colour descended to his
breast. His face was wrinkled, his voice feeble, and everything
about him denoted extreme age and decay, except his large, promi
nent black eyes, which were full of youthful fire, and glanced inces
santly round the room with a restless expression, that led my father
to conclude he had a case of lunacy to deal with.
" When they were alone, the stranger inquired how long my father
had lived in the town.
" ' Nearly twenty years,' said he." The stranger seemed to be considering for a moment how far
that would carry him back.
" ' Forty years ago,' he continued, looking steadfastly at my father,
' there lived in this place two persons whom I knew well. They
were before your time ; but perhaps you may have heard something
of them, —Richard Warbeck and Grace Amos? '
" ' I certainly have heard of both,' replied my father, astonished
at this address, ' and one of them I knew, Grace Amos. The poor
old creature died in the workhouse hard by, not more than two
years since.'
"'Dead !' murmured the old man to himself, as he lay with his
eyes closed,

' dead ! There is a comfort in that word which I can
never know !

' And he groaned heavily. ' Now she is mistress of
my secret. Only two years,' he continued." ' Not more,' replied my father. ' But happy had it been for her,
poor soul, had she died when that Richard Warbeck you spoke of
betrayed her into a false marriage with himself. That was a foul
business, I have heard.'
" ' It was ; but I was the fiend's— I was the fiend's, and had pawned
my soul to him for revenge ! Look here— (pointing to the knotted
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sinews of his right hand)— this is his mark. I pawned my soul, I
say, for revenge, and I must surrender myself to him, if you cannot
find a way to save me.'"'II' said my father, who supposed he was raving. 'What can
I do?'
" ' Give me a strong poison — one that will lay me in the grave.
But where can such a one be found? I have sought it through the
world in vain.' "
" ' Compose yourself/ said my father, who still believed it to be a
case of mental delusion, ' and I doubt not I shall be able to give you
some relief from these sufferings.'" ' Kill me, and you may,' said the old man, ' else not. It is death
I want— death, not life. I will give you wealth beyond your utmost
need, if you can send me to my grave. One year, five months,
eleven days, and six hours you have to do it in. What say you ?
Are you so skilled in medicine, think you, that you can compound a
poison potent enough to quench the spark of life that still flickers
"within ? You know St. Nicholas' churchyard ? '
" ' Certainly,' said my father. ' I live in St. Nicholas' parish.'" ' Well, then,' replied the old man, with a deep sigh, ' to sum up
all in a few words, let there be (speedily, if possible, but at any rate
before the expiration of one year, five months, eleven days, and six
hours— I count the time by hours) a grave digged in St. Nicholas'
churchyard. In that grave let me be laid, and for my epitaph no
thing more than " Richard WAEBECK,"and I will make you master
of all I have.'
" ' Richard Warbeck ! ' exclaimed my father." ' I am he ! You think me mad. Hear how calmly I can talk.
Mark how rationally I will discourse, and tell you of things,—some
of which you know, others you may have heard, —that shall con
vince you I am the person I say.'" The old man, after resting a few moments to recover from his agi
tation, proceeded to relate such matters connected with himself, his
own early life, the former inhabitants of the town, Grace Amos, the
death of Sergeant Wilkinson, and various other things, as satisfied
my father that he was really and truly no other than Richard War-
beck.
"When Richard had finished, — for Richard it was," observed
Major Grooby, "and such I shall now call him,— he imposed one
condition upon my father, and received from him the most solemn
assurance that he would observe it, viz. to keep his secret.
I would not,' said he, ' be known to the living generation. Let

me therefore pass among ye, until I pass away, (and a shudder came
over him as he spoke the words,) for Mr. Glencowe, the rich East
India merchant, who has ruined his health in amassing riches
abroad, and has come here by the advice of his physicians, to re
trieve it'
" It was under that name I knew him when a boy ; a tall, thin,
pale-faced, hollow-eyed, and grey-headed old man, limping about
upon crutches. My father attended him regularly, and was congra
tulated (not envied, of course,) by his professional brethren, upon
having such a rich old fellow for a patient: one, too, who seemed
likely enough to last a reasonable time, provided he was physicked
judiciously.
VOL. IX. 2 T
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" In the course of his attendance, he learned from time to time
most of the particulars I have related ; but I do not think he ever
gave up his opinion that everything Richard told him respecting his
compact with the devil was the effect of insanity. He was forced,
however, to pretend otherwise ; for I have heard him say it was
dreadful to behold the wretched man's sufferings whenever he found
him incredulous upon that point. He had no particular bodily ail
ment that required medicine, but drugs of a harmless kind were
daily administered, which he greedily swallowed, believing they
were a slow poison, of certain efficacy, prepared by my father after
much labour and research.
" The one year, five months, eleven days, and six hours, had
dwindled down to the eleven days only, and Richard became an ob
ject ghastly and fearful to look upon. He had no suspicion of the
deception my father was practising ; he only feared his efforts would
be unavailing within the prescribed time. He would roll and writhe
about till the perspiration fell in large drops from his face, and scream
at each contortion, as if every sinew were being wrenched from its
place. To allay these sufferings, my father once or twice adminis
tered opium in very large quantities ; but it did not seem to possess
the slightest narcotic influence. Richard, who knew what it was
from the taste, used to complain bitterly of giving him ' that baby
drug,' which, he said, he had swallowed again and again, in doses
sufficient to kill a hundred men, with the same impunity that he
would have drunk a glass of water." At length came the morning of the eleventh day, and my father
visited him early, resolving not to quit him for a single moment till
six hours after midnight, that he might observe every changing
symptom of his malady, and be at hand to employ promptly such
remedies as he might consider necessary. When he arrived, he
found Richard in a deep sleep, breathing gently, and a faint colour
in his cheeks. The nurse said he had been in that state the whole
night, almost without motion, and showing scarcely any other sign
of life but that of a soft, quick respiration. My father felt his pulse.
It beat firm and full under his finger.
" ' This is miraculous,' said he,— ' it confounds me ! Nature is
working mysteriously, for some end which I cannot explain ; let us
watch patiently for the result.'" They did so. All that day till sunset Richard continued in the
same death-like slumber; for, except that he breathed, and that his
pulse beat, and his cheek retained its tinge of red, he might have
passed for one who had already ceased to live.
"It was summer time. The sun had gone down. The clock
struck nine—ten—eleven. My father was still sitting by his side,
holding his hand, with his finger upon his pulse, and labouring un
der the most exciting feelings, when suddenly Richard awoke,
raised himself up, and looking upon vacancy, said in a low, firm
voice, ' I know it—I must be there—I come."" As he uttered these words, to the amazement of my father and
the nurse, he stood upon his feet, without requiring any assistance,
or the support of his crutches, a thing he had not been able to do
before for several months.
" ' I have had revealed to me in sleep,' he continued, ' why this
strength is given. It is, that I may go alone whither I must go before
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the clock strikes twelve. The hour I have been running from for so
many years has come at last.'
" * No,' said my father, ' this is only the eleventh day that is
drawing to a close. There will then be six hours.'
" ' You are right,' interrupted Richard. * Tarry here those six
hours for my return.'" ' Where would you go ? ' — ' To the porch of St. Nicholas'
church.'
" ' What to do ? '— * Keep my word.'" ' When was it given ? '— ' Fifty years ago — exactly fifty years
ago.'" ' Must you go alone? '— ' Yes.'
" ' Say you will remain here another half hour, and I will not
oppose your going.'"' Will not ? — you cannot. An angel could not pluck me from
perdition now. This you will see. You have already seen that you
have no power over my life. I placed it in your hands ; besought
you to rid me of it ; tempted you with wealth ; entreated you with
tears ; implored you in agony ; and all your efforts failed.'
" ' Yes,' said my father ; ' I do acknowledge that none of the
means I tried succeeded; but I have not exhausted my art— I did
not wish to do so : I clung to the hope that it might not be neces
sary, and I reserved for the last moment— if the necessity could no
longer be doubted — a potion of such deadly quality, that a single
drop is sufficient to destroy life.'
" ' Man ! ' exclaimed Richard, clutching my father fiercely by the
arm, and looking at him with a countenance violently agitated, " do
not trifle with me now ! I am past that. If you speak truth, I '1l
kneel and worship you. If false, may that hell which is gaping for
me be your portion also. Have you this potion about you ?

'

" ' I have.'
" ' Give it me !— give it me, I say ! ' and he grasped my father's
throat 'with both his hands. ' Minutes are precious with me now.'
" * It requires a little preparation,' said my father, evincing no
alarm at Richard's violent manner. ' Sit down. Compose yourself.
I will get it ready.'
" In less than half a minute my father returned with a small
phial in his hand, containing a transparent yellow fluid.
" ' I tremble to think what I am about,' said he. ' Wait in this
room until you hear St. Nicholas' clock strike twelve, and the evil
spell that is upon you will be destroyed.'
" ' Do you think I would not do so if I could ? ' he asked, in a
tone of such utter misery and despair, that it went to my father's
heart. ' Have pity on me !

'
he continued, stretching out his hands

for the phial, and bursting into tears.
" ' But twenty seconds more,' said my father, ' and I yield."
" As he uttered these words, with his eyes still upon the time
piece, he slowly drew the cork from the phial, which Richard, by a
sudden spring, snatched from his hands, and draining its contents,
broke out into a wild screaming laugh as he flung the empty bottle
from him.
" ' Rash man ! ' exclaimed my father, ' what is it you have done ? '
" ' Traitor ! ' cried Richard, ' what is it you have done ? Betrayed
me to the fiend ! There he stands ! There ! With that devilish

2t2
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mock upon his countenance which he wore fifty years ago, when he
clasped my hand, and by this token made me his. There goes
the hour, too ! Hark ! St. Nicholas's strikes ! How the deep
booming of that bell crushes my brain ! One ! two ! three ! — I am
on fire {—four I Jive ! six !—my sinews, arteries, veins, are all shri
velling up within me! — seven! eight! nine! — a sea of blood is
heaving and swelling at my feet !— ten ! eleven ! twelve !— and
now ! now !— O God !— O God ! my bones are being ground —
ground—ground—ground to very dust ! '
" He fell into strong convulsions, uttered one terrific shriek, and
expired !

"
" A most extraordinary story certainly," said Mr. Carliel, " and
how to explain it / know not. I think you said," he continued,
addressing the Major, " that the only knowledge your father pos
sessed of Richard's supposed dealings with the Evil One he derived
from himself?

"
" Entirely," replied the Major.
" Ay," said Mr. Carliel, with a nod of self-satisfaction, " there 's
the key to the whole mystery. The poor man was crazed— that 's
clear ; and your father formed a right judgment of the case from
the first."
" Not quite so clear," answered the Major, " even to my father ;
for, though he would never confess in so many words that it was
not a case of mental delusion, there were two or three circum
stances which he was utterly unable to account for upon that hypo
thesis."
" What were they ? " inquired Mr. Carliel.
" Why, believing until the very last that Richard's mind was dis
eased, he thought if he could any way get him over his hour of
imaginary danger, all might be well. So, what did he do ? In the
first place, the phial contained nothing but coloured water ; in the
second, he spoke to the sexton, and had the bell of St. Nicholas',
which tolled the hour, muffled, so that it could not be heard even
in the churchyard ; and in the third, he put back the hand of the
old timepiece a quarter of an hour. But what followed ? Precisely
at twelve o'clock, when the timepiece was pointing to a quarter to
twelve, and when no human being could hear the church clock, he
became violently agitated, began to count the hours, and raved — if
raving it was — in the way you have heard. His whole frame was
fearfully convulsed; his eyes seemed bursting from their sockets ;
his face grew livid ; his writhings and contortions were those of a
man suffering intense bodily pain; and when the last hour struck
he fell back on the sofa so doubled up that it was impossible after
wards to straighten his limbs."
" Lord ! how shocking ! " exclaimed Mary Falconer, and then,
after a pause, turning to her aunt, she said, " I suppose we must
wait till evening now for your story of ' The Black Riband ?'

"
" Yes, child," replied Mrs. Dagleish, " I think my cousin Gros-
by's two stories are quite enough for this morning." Upon which,
the little circle broke up, and each betook him or herself to what
ever promised best for amusing the time till dinner.
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