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“A Story of a Wedding-Tour” (A Widow’s Tale and Other Stories, 1898)

CHAPTER L

They had been married exactly a week when this incident occurred.

It was not a love marriage. The man, indeed, had been universally described as "very much in love,"
but the girl was not by any one supposed to be in that desirable condition. She was a very lonely little
girl, without parents, almost without relations. Her guardian was a man who had been engaged in
business relations with her father, and who had accepted the charge of the little orphan as his duty. But
neither he nor his wife had any love to expend upon her, and they did not feel that such visionary
sentiments came within the line of duty. He was a very honourable man, and took charge of her small-

---very small----property with unimpeachable care.

If anything, he wronged himself rather than Janey, charging her nothing for the transfers which he
made of her farthing's worth of stock from time to time, to get a scarcely appreciable rise of interest
and income for her. The whole thing was scarcely appreciable, and to a large-handed man like Mr
Midhurst, dealing with hundreds of thousands, it was almost ridiculous to give a moment's attention
to what a few hundreds might produce. But he did so; and if there is any angel who has to do with
trade affairs, I hope it was carefully put to his account to balance some of the occasions on which he
was not perhaps so particular. Nor did Mrs Midhurst shrink from her duty in all substantial and real

good offices to the girl. She, who spent hundreds at the dressmaker's every year on account of her



many daughters, did not disdain to get Janey's serge frocks at a cheaper shop, and to have them made
by an inexpensive workwoman, so that the girl should have the very utmost she could get for her poor

little money.

Was not this real goodness, real honesty, and devotion to their duty? But to love a little thing like that
with no real claim upon them, and nothing that could be called specially attractive about her, who
could be expected to do it? They had plenty----almost more than enough----of children of their own.
These children were big boys and girls, gradually growing, in relays, into manhood and womanhood,
when this child came upon their hands. There was no room for her in the full and noisy house. When
she was grown up most of the Midhurst children were married, but there was one son at home, who,
in the well-known contradictiousness of young people----it being a very wrong and, indeed, impossible
thing----was quite capable of falling in love with Janey----and one daughter, with whom it was also

possible that Janey might come into competition.

The young Midhursts were nice-looking young people enough; but Janey was very pretty. If
Providence did but fully consider all the circumstances, it cannot but be felt that Providence would not
carry out, as often is done, such ridiculous arrangements. Janey was very pretty. Could anything more

inconvenient, more inappropriate, be conceived?

The poor little girl had, accordingly, spent most of her life at school, where she had, let it not be
doubted, made many friendships and little loves; but these were broken up by holidays, by the
returning home of the other pupils, while she stayed for ever at school: and not at one school, but
several----for in his extreme conscientiousness her guardian desired to do her "every justice," as he

said, and prepare her fully for the life----probably that of a governess----which lay before her.



Therefore, when she had become proficient in one part of her education she was carried on to another,
with the highest devotion to her commercial value no doubt, but a sublime indifference to her little
feelings. Thus, she had been in France for two years, and in Germany for two years, so as to be able
to state that French and German acquired in these countries were among the list of her
accomplishments. English, of course, was the foundation of all; and Janey had spent some time at a
famous academy of music,----her guardian adding something out of his own pocket to her scanty
means, that she might be fully equipped for her profession. And then she was brought, I will not say
home: Janey fondly said home, but she knew very well it did not mean home. And it was while Mrs
Midhurst was actually writing out the advertisement for 'The Times,' and the "Morning Post,' and 'The
Guardian," which was to announce to all the world that a young lady desired an engagement as
governess, that her husband burst in with the extraordinary news that Mr Rosendale, who had chanced
to travel with Janey from Flushing, on her return, and who had afterwards, by a still greater chance,
met her when asked to lunch at the Midhursts', and stared very much at her, as they all remarked----

had fallen in love with, and wanted to marry, this humble little girl.

"Fallen in love with Janey!" Mrs Midhurst cried. "Fallen in love with you, Janey!" said Agnes
Midhurst, with a little emphasis on the pronoun. He was not, indeed, quite good enough to have
permitted himself the luxury of falling in love with Mr Midhurst's daughter, but he was an astonishing
match for Janey. He was a man who was very well off: he could afford himself such a caprice as that.
He was not handsome. There was a strain of Jewish blood in him. He was a thick-set little man, and
did not dress or talk in perfect taste; but----in love! These two words made all the difference. Nobody
had ever loved her, much less been "in love" with her. Janey consented willingly enough for the magic
of these two words. She felt that she was going to be like the best of women at last----to have some

one who loved her, some one who was in love with her. He might not be "joli, joli," as they say in



France. She might not feel any very strong impulse on her own part towards him; but if he was in love
with her----in love! Romeo was no more than that with Juliet. The thought went to Janey's head. She

married him quite willingly for the sake of this.

I am afraid that Janey, being young, and shy, and strange, was a good deal frightened, horrified, and
even revolted, by her first discoveries of what it meant to be in love. She had made tremendous
discoveries in the course of a week. She had found out that Mr Rosendale, her husband, was in love
with her beauty, but as indifferent to herself as any of the persons she had quitted to give herself to
him. He did not care at all what she thought, how she felt, what she liked or disliked. He did not care
even for her comfort, or that she should be pleased and happy, which, in the first moment even of such
a union, and out of pure self-regard to make a woman more agreeable to himself, a man----even the
most brutal----generally regards more or less. He was, perhaps, not aware that he did not regard it. He
took it for granted that, being his wife, she would naturally be pleased with what pleased him, and his

mind went no further than this.

Therefore, as far as Janey liked the things he liked, all went well enough. She had these, but no other.
Her wishes were not consulted further, nor did he know that he failed in any way towards her. He had
little to say to her, except expressions of admiration. When he was not telling her that she was a little
beauty, or admiring her pretty hair, her pretty eyes, the softness of her skin, and the smallness of her
waist, he had nothing to say. He read his paper, disappearing behind it in the morning; he went to sleep
after his midday meal (for the weather was warm;) he played billiards in the evening in the hotels to
which he took her on their wedding journey; or he overwhelmed her with caresses from which she
shrank in disgust, almost in terror. That was all that being in love meant, she found; and to say that she

was disappointed cruelly was to express in the very mildest way the dreadful downfall of all her



expectations and hopes which happened to Janey before she had been seven days a wife. It is not
disagreeable to be told that you are a little beauty, prettier than any one else. Janey would have been
very well pleased to put up with that; but to be petted like a little lapdog and then left as a lapdog is--
--to be quiet and not to trouble in the intervals of petting----was to the poor little girl, unaccustomed
to love and athirst for it, who had hoped to be loved, and to find a companion to whom she would be
truly dear, a disenchantment and disappointment which was almost more than flesh and blood could

bear.

She was in the full bitterness of these discoveries when the strange incident occurred which was of so
much importance in her life. They were travelling through France in one of those long night journeys
to which we are all accustomed nowadays; and Janey, pale and tired, had been contemplating for some
time the figure of her husband thrown back in the corner opposite, snoring complacently with his
mouth open, and looking the worst that a middle-aged man can look in the utter abandonment of self-
indulgence and rude comfort, when the train began to slacken its speed, and to prepare to enter one of

those large stations which look so ghastly in the desertion of the night.

Rosendale jumped up instinctively, only half awake, as the train stopped. The other people in the
carriage were leaving it, having attained the end of their journey, but he pushed through them and their
baggage to get out, with the impatience which some men show at any pause of the kind, and
determination to stretch their legs, or get something to drink, which mark the breaks in the journey.
He did not even say anything to Janey as he forced his way out, but she was so familiar with his ways
by this time that she took no notice. She did take notice, however when, her fellow-passengers and
their packages having all been cleared away, she suddenly became sensible that the train was getting

slowly into motion again without any sign of her husband.



She thought she caught a glimpse of him strolling about on the opposite platform before she was quite
sure of what was happening. And then there was a scurry of hurrying feet, a slamming of doors, and
as she rose and ran to the window bewildered, she saw him, along with some other men, running at
full speed, but quite hopelessly, to catch the train. The last she saw was his face, fully revealed by the
light of the lamp, convulsed with rage and astonishment, evidently with a yell of denunciation on the
lips. Janey trembled at the sight. There was that in him, too, though as yet in her submissiveness she
had never called it forth, a temper as unrestrained as his love-making, and as little touched by any
thought save that of his own gratification. Her first sensation was fright, a terror that she was in fault
and was about to be crushed to pieces in his rage: and then Janey sank back in her corner, and a flood

of feeling of quite another kind took possession of her breast.

Was it possible that she was alone? Was it possible that for the first time since that terrible moment of
her marriage she was more safely by herself than any locked door or even watchful guardian could

keep her, quite unapproachable in the isolation of the train? Alone!

"Safe!" Janey ventured to say to herself, clasping her hands together with a mingled sensation of

excitement and terror and tremulous delight which words could not tell.

She did not know what to think at first. The sound of the train plunging along through the darkness,
through the unknown country, filled her mind as if some one was talking to her. And she was fluttered
by the strangeness of the incident and disturbed by alarms. There was a fearful joy in thus being alone,
in having a few hours, perhaps a whole long tranquil night, to herself: whatever came of it, that was

always so much gained. But then she seemed to see him in the morning coming in upon her heated



and angry. She had always felt that the moment would come when he would be angry, and more terrible
to confront than any governess, or even principal of a ladies' college. He would come in furious,
accusing her of being the cause of the accident, of doing something to set the train in motion; or else
he would come in fatigued and dusty, claiming her services as if she were his valet----a thing which
had, more or less, happened already, and against which Janey's pride and her sense of what was fit had
risen in arms. She thought of this for a little time with trouble, and of the difficulties she would have
in arriving, and where she would go to, and what she would say. It was an absurd story to tell, not to
his advantage, "I lost my husband at Montbard." How could she say it? The hotel people would think
she was a deceiver. Perhaps they would not take her in. And how would he know where to find her

when he arrived? He would feel that he had lost her, as much as she had lost him.

Just as this idea rose in her mind, like a new thing full of strange suggestions, the train began to shorten
speed again, and presently stopped once more. She felt it to do so with a pang of horror. No doubt he
had climbed up somewhere, at the end or upon the engine, and was now to be restored to his legitimate
place, to fall upon her either in fondness or in rage, delighted to get back to her, or angry with her for
leaving him behind: she did not know which would be the worst. Her heart began to beat with fright
and anticipation. But to her great relief it was only the guard who came to the door. He wanted to know
if madame was the lady whose husband had been left behind; and to offer a hundred apologies and
explanations. One of those fools at Montbard had proclaimed twenty minutes' pause when there were
but five. If he had but heard he would have put it right, but he was at the other end of the train. But

madame must not be too much distressed; a few hours would put it all right.

"Then there is another train?" said Janey, her poor little head buzzing between excitement and relief.



"Not for some hours," said the guard. "Madame will understand that there is not more than one
_rapide_ in the middle of the night; but in the morning quite early there is the train omnibus. Oh, very

early, at five o'clock. Before madame is ready for her dinner monsieur will be at her side."

"Not till evening, then?" said Janey, with again a sudden acceleration of the movement of her heart.

The guard was desolated. "Not before evening. But if madame will remain quietly in the carriage when

the train arrives at the station, I will find the omnibus of the hotel for her----1 will see to everything!

Madame, no doubt, knows which hotel to go to?"

Janey, as a matter of fact, did not know. Her husband had told her none of the details of the journey;

but she said with a quick breath of excitement----

"I will go to the one that is nearest, the one at the Gare. There will be no need, for any omnibus."

"And the baggage? Madame has her ticket?"

"I have nothing," cried Janey, "except my travelling-bag. You must explain that for me. But otherwise-

---otherwise, I think I can manage."

"Madame speaks French so well," the man said, with admiration. It was, indeed, a piece of good
fortune that she had been made to acquire the language in the country: that she was not frightened to
find herself in a foreign place, and surrounded by people speaking a strange tongue, as many a young

English bride would have been. There was a moment of tremendous excitement and noise at the station



while all was explained to a serious _chef de Gare , and a gesticulating band of porters and attendants,
whose loud voices, as they all spoke together, would have frightened an ordinary English girl out of
her wits. But Janey, in the strange excitement which had taken possession of her, and in her fortunate
acquaintance with the language, stood still as a little rock amid all the confusion. "I will wait at the
hotel till my husband comes," she said, taking out the travelling-bag and her wraps, and maintaining
a composure worthy of all admiration. Not a tear, not an outcry. How astonishing are these English,

cried the little crowd, with that swift classification which the Frenchman loves.

Janey walked into the hotel with her little belongings, not knowing whether she was indeed walking
upon her feet or floating upon wings. She was quite composed. But if any one could only have seen
the commotion within that youthful bosom! She locked the door of the little delightful solitary room
in which she was placed. It was not delightful at all; But to Janey it was a haven of peace, as sweet, as
secluded from everything alarming and terrible, as any bower. Not till evening could he by any
possibility arrive----the man who had caused such a revolution in her life. She had some ten hours of
divine quiet before her, of blessed solitude, of thought. She did not refuse to take the little meal that
was brought to her, the breakfast of which she stood in need; and she was glad to be able to bathe her
face, to take off her dusty dress, and put on the soft and fresh one, which, happily, had folded into very
small space, and therefore could be put into her bag. Her head still buzzed with the strangeness of the
position, yet began to settle a little. When she had made all these little arrangements she sat down to
consider. Perhaps you will think there was very little to consider, nothing but how to wait till the next
train brought him, which, after all, was not a very great thing to do. Appalling, perhaps, to a little
inexperienced bride; but not to Janey, who had travelled alone so often, and knew the language, and

all that.



But whoever had been able to look into Janey's mind would have seen that something more was there,-
---a very, very different thing from the question of how best to await his coming back. Oh, if he had
loved her, Janey would have put up with many things! She would have schooled herself out of all her
private repugnances; she would have been so grateful to him, so touched by the affection which
nobody had ever bestowed upon her before! But he did not love her. He cared nothing about herself,
Janey; did not even know her, or want to know her, or take into consideration her ways or her wishes.
He was in love with her pretty face, her fresh little beauty, her power of pleasing him. If ever that
power ceased, which it was sure to do, sooner or later, she would be to him less than nothing, the
dreary little wife whom everybody has seen attached to a careless man: Janey felt that this was what
was in store for her. She felt the horror of him, and his kind of loving, which had been such a miserable
revelation to her. She felt the relief, the happiness, ah, the bliss, of having lost him for a moment, of

being alone.

She took out her purse from her pocket, which was full of the change she had got in Paris of one of
the ten-pound notes which her guardian had given her when she left his house on her wedding morning.
She took out the clumsy pocket-book, an old one, in which there were still nine ten-pound notes. It
was all her fortune, except a very, very small investment which brought her in some seven pounds a-
year. This was the remainder of another small investment which had been withdrawn in order to
provide her with her simple trousseau, leaving this sum of a hundred pounds which her guardian had
given her, advising her to place it at once for security in her husband's hands. Janey had not done this,
she scarcely could tell why. She spread them on the table----the nine notes, the twelve napoleons of
shining French money. A hundred pounds: she had still the twelve francs which made up the sum. She
had spent nothing. There were even the few coppers over for the agio . She spread them all out, and

counted them from right to left, and again from left to right. Nine ten-pound notes, twelve and a-half
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French napoleons----or louis, as people call them nowadays----making a hundred pounds. A hundred
pounds is a large sum in the eyes of a girl. It may not be much to you and me, who know that it means
only ten times ten pounds, and that ten pounds goes like the wind as soon as you begin to spend it. But
to Janey! Why, she could live upon a hundred pounds for----certainly for two years: for two long
delightful years, with nobody to trouble her, nobody to scold, nobody to interfere. Something mounted
to her head like the fumes of wine. Everything began to buzz again, to turn round, to sweep her away
as on a rapidly mounting current. She put back all the money in the pocket-book----her fortune, the
great sum that made her independent; and she put back her things into the bag. A sudden energy of
resolution seized her. She put on her hat again, and as she looked at herself in the glass encountered
the vision of a little face which was new to her. It was not that of Janey, the little governess-pupil; it
was not young Mrs Rosendale. It was full of life, and meaning, and energy, and strength. Who was it?

Janey? Janey herself, the real woman, whom nobody had ever seen before.

CHAPTER II.

It is astonishing how many things can be done in sudden excitement and passion which could not be
possible under any other circumstances. Janey was by nature a shy girl and easily frightened,
accustomed indeed to do many things for herself, and to move quietly without attracting observation
through the midst of a crowd; but she had never taken any initiative, and since her marriage had been
reduced to such a state of complete dependence on her husband's wishes and plans that she had not

attempted the smallest step on her own impulse.

Now, however, she moved about with a quiet assurance and decision which astonished herself. She

carried her few possessions back again to the railway station, leaving the small gold piece of ten francs
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to pay, and much overpay, her hour's shelter and entertainment at the hotel.

Nobody noticed her as she went through the bustle of the place and back to the crowded station, where
a little leisurely local train was about starting----a slow train occupied by peasants and country folk,
and which stopped at every station along the line. English people abound in that place at all hours,
except at this particular moment, when the rapide going towards Italy had but newly left and the
little country train was preparing in peace. Nobody seemed to notice Janey as she moved about with
her bag on her arm. She took her ticket in her irreproachable French "acquired in the country," which
attracted no attention. She got into a second-class carriage in which there were already various country
people, and especially a young mother with a baby, and its nurse in a white round cap with long
streaming ribbons. Janey's heart went out to these people. She wondered if the young woman was
happy, if her husband loved her, if it was not very sweet to have a child----a child must love you; it
would not mind whether your cheeks were rosy or pale, whether you were pretty or not, whether you

had accomplishments or languages acquired in the country.

Looking at this baby, Janey almost forgot that she was going out upon the world alone, and did not
know where. It is a tremendous thing to do this, to separate from all the world you are acquainted with,
to plunge into the unknown. Men do it often enough, though seldom without some clue, some link of
connection with the past and way of return. Janey was about to cut herself off as by the Fury's shears
from everything. She would never join her husband again. She would never fear her guardian again.
She must drop out of sight like a stone into the sea. There was no longing love to search for her, no
pardon to be offered, no one who would be heart-struck at the thought of the little girl lost and unhappy.
Only anger would be excited by her running away, and a desire to punish, to shake her little fragile

person to pieces, to make her suffer. She knew that if she did it at all, it must be final. But this did not
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overwhelm her. What troubled Janey a great deal more than the act of severance which she was about
to accomplish, was the inevitable fib or fibs she must tell in order to account for her appearance in the
unknown. She did not like to tell a fib, even a justifiable one. It was against all her traditions, against
her nature. She felt that she could never do it anything but badly, never without exciting suspicions;

and she must needs have some story, some way of accounting for herself.

This occupied her mind while the slow train crawled from station to station. It was the most friendly,
idle, gossiping little train. It seemed to stop at the merest signal-box to have a talk, to drink as it were
a social glass administered through that black hose, with a friend; it stopped wherever there were a
few houses, it carried little parcels, it took up a leisurely passenger going next door, and the little
electric bell went on tingling, and the guard cried "En voiture!" and the little bugle sounded. Janey
was amused by all these little sounds and sights, and the country all flooded with sunshine, and the

flowers everywhere, though it was only March, and dark black weather when she had left home.

Left home! and she had no home now, anywhere, no place to take refuge in, nobody to write to, to
appeal to, to tell if she was happy or unhappy. But Janey did not care! She felt a strange elation of ease
and relief. All alone, but everybody smiling upon her, the young mother opposite beginning to chatter,
the baby to crow to her, the nurse to smile and approve of the bonne petite dame who took so much
notice of the child. Her head was swimming, but with pleasure, and the blessed sensation of freedom-
---pleasure tinctured with the exhilaration of escape, and the thrill of fright which added to the
excitement. Yet at that moment she was certainly in no danger. He was toiling along, no doubt, fuming
and perhaps swearing, on another slow train on the other side of Marseilles. Janey laughed to herself

a little guiltily at the thought.
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And she had escaped! It was not her doing primarily. She might have gone on all her life till she had
died, but for that accident which was none of her doing. It was destiny that had done it, fate. The cage
door had been opened and the bird had flown away. And how nice it would be to settle down, with this
little mother, just about her own age, for a neighbour, and to help to bring the baby up! The kind, sweet
faces they all had, mother and baby and bonne _ all smiling upon her! When Janey looked out on the
other side she saw the sea flashing in the sunshine, the red porphyry rocks reflecting themselves in the
brilliant blue, and village after village perched upon a promontory or in the hollow of a bay. She had
never in all her life before felt that sensation of blessedness, of being able to do what she liked, of
having no one to call her to account. She did not know where she was going, but that was part of the

pleasure. She did not want to know where she was going.

Then suddenly this sentiment changed, and she saw in a moment a place that smiled at her like the
smiling of the mother and baby. It was one of those villages in a bay: a range of blue mountains threw
forth a protecting arm into the sea to shield it: the roofs were red, the houses were white, they were all
blazing in the sun. Soft olives and palms fringed the deep green of the pines that rolled back in waves
of verdure over the country behind, and strayed down in groups and scattered files to the shore below.
Oh, what a cheerful, delightsome place! and this was where the little group with the baby were
preparing to get out. "I will go too," said Janey to herself; and her heart gave a little bound of pleasure.
She was delighted to reach the place where she was going to stay----just as she had been delighted to

go on in the little pottering train, not knowing where she was going, and not wishing to know.

This was how Janey settled herself on the day of her flight from the world. She scarcely knew what
story it was she told to the young woman whose face had so charmed her, and whom she asked whether

she would be likely to find lodgings anywhere, lodgings that would not be too expensive.
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"My husband is----at sea," Janey heard herself saying. She could scarcely tell what it was that put

those words into her head.

"Oh, but yes," the other young woman cried with rapture. Nothing was more easy to get than a lodging
in St Honorat, which was beginning to try to be a winter resort, and was eager to attract strangers.
Janey had dreamed of a cottage and a garden, but she was not dissatisfied when she found herself in a
sunbright room on the second floor of a tall white house facing the sea. It had a little balcony all to
itself. The water rippled on the shore just over the road, the curve of the blue mountains was before

her eyes.

I do not say that when she had settled down, when the thrill of movement was no longer in her brain,
Janey was not without a shiver at the thought of what she had done. When the sun set, and that little
chill which comes into the air of the south at the moment of its setting breathed a momentary cold
about her, and when the woman of the house carefully closed the shutters and shut out the shining of
the bay, and she was left alone with her candle, something sank in Janey's heart----something of the
unreasonable elation, the fantastic happiness, of the day. She thought of "Mr Rosendale" (she had
never got so near her husband as to call him by any other name) arriving, of the fuss there would be

about her and the inquiries.

Was it rash to have come to a place so near as this----within an hour or two of where he was? Was
there a danger that some one might have seen her? that it might be found out that she had taken her
ticket? But then she had taken her ticket for a place much farther along the coast. She thought she

could see him arrive all flaming with anger and eagerness, and the group that would gather round him,
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and how he would be betrayed by his bad French, and the rage he would get into! Again she laughed
guiltily; but then got very grave again trying to count up all the chances----how some porter might
have noticed and might betray her, how he might yet come down upon her furiously, to wreak upon
her all the fury of his discomfiture. Janey knew by instinct that though it was in no way her fault, her
husband would wreak his vengeance upon her even for being left behind by the train. She became
desperate as she sat and thought it all over. It would be better for her to leap from the window, to throw
herself into the sea, than to fall into his hands. There would be no forgiveness for her if he once laid

hands upon her. Now that she had taken this desperate step, she must stand by it to the death.

CHAPTER III.

Ten years had passed away since the time of that wedding tour.

Ten years! It is a very long time in a life. It makes a young man middle-aged, and a middle-aged man
old. It takes away the bloom of youth, and the ignorance of the most inexperienced; and yet what a
little while it is!----no more than a day when you look back upon it. The train from Marseilles to Nice,
which is called the rapide , goes every day, and most people one time or another have travelled by

it.

One day last winter one of the passengers in this train, established very comfortably in the best corner
of a sleeping carriage in which he had passed the night luxuriously, and from which he was now
looking out upon the shining sea, the red rocks, the many bays and headlands of the coast, suddenly
received such a shock and sensation as seldom occurs to any one. He was a man of middle-age and

not of engaging aspect. His face was red, and his eyes were dull yet fiery. He had the air of a man who
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had indulged himself much and all his inclinations, had loved good living and all the joys of the flesh,
had denied himself nothing----and was now paying the penalties. Such men, to tell the truth, are not at
all unusual apparitions on that beautiful coast or in the train _rapide . No doubt appearances are
deceitful, and it is not always a bad man who bears that aspect or who pays those penalties: but in this

case few people would have doubted.

His eyes were bloodshot, he had a scowl upon his brow, his foot was supported upon a cushion. He
had a servant with him to whom he rarely spoke but with an insult. Not an agreeable man----and the
life he was now leading, whatever it had been, was not an agreeable life. He was staring out at the
window upon the curves of the coast, sometimes putting up the collar of his fur coat over his ears,
though it was a warm morning, and the sun had all the force of April. What he was thinking of it would
be difficult to divine----perhaps of the good dinner that awaited him at Monte Carlo when he got there,
perhaps of his good luck in being out of England when the east winds began to blow, perhaps of
something quite different----some recollection of his past. The rapide does not stop at such small
places as St Honorat, which indeed had not succeeded in making itself a winter resort. It was still a
very small place. There were a few people on the platform when the train rushed through. It seemed
to pass like a whirlwind, yet notwithstanding, in that moment two things happened. The gentleman in
the corner of the carriage started in his seat, and flung himself half out of the window, with a sudden
roar which lost itself in the tunnel into which the train plunged. There was an awful minute in that
tunnel: for the servant thought his master had taken a fit, and there was no light to see what convulsions
he might have fallen into, while at the same time he fought furiously against the man's efforts to loose
his wrappings and place him in a recumbent position, exclaiming furiously all the time. He had not
taken a fit, but when the train emerged into the light he was as near to it as possible----purple-red in

his face, and shouting with rage and pain.
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"Stop the train! stop the train!" he shouted. "Do you hear, you fool? stop the train! Ring the bell or

whatever it is! break the -------- thing! Stop the train!"

"Sir, sir! if you will only be quiet, I will get your medicine in a moment!"

"Medicine, indeed!" cried the master, indignantly, and every furious name that he could think of
mounted to his lips----fool, idiot, ass, swine----there was no end to his epithets. "I tell you I saw her, |

saw her!" he shouted. "Stop the train! Stop the train!"

On the other hand, among the few insignificant persons, peasants and others, who had been standing
on the platform at St Honorat when the rapide dashed past, there had been a woman and a child.
The woman was not a peasant: she was very simply dressed in black, with one of the small bonnets
which were a few years ago so distinctively English, and with an air which corresponded to that simple
coiffure. She was young, and yet had the air of responsibility and motherhood which marks a woman
who is no longer in the first chapter of life. The child, a boy of nine or ten, standing close by her side,
had seized her hand just as the train appeared impatiently to call her attention to something else; but,
by some strange spell of attraction or coincidence, her eyes fixed upon that window out of which the
gouty traveller was looking. She saw him as he saw her, and fell back dragging the boy with her as if
she would have sunk into the ground. It was only a moment and the rapide was gone, screaming
and roaring into the tunnel, making too much noise with the rush and sweep of its going to permit the

shout of the passenger to be heard.

Ten years, ten long years, during which life had undergone so many changes! They all seemed to fly
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away in a moment, and the girl who had arrived at the little station of St Honorat alone, a fugitive,
elated and intoxicated with her freedom, suddenly felt herself again the little Janey who had
emancipated herself so strangely,----though she had for a long time been frightened by every train that

passed and every stranger who came near.

In the course of these long years all this had changed. Her baby had been born, her forlorn state had
called forth great pity, great remark and criticism, in the village where she had found refuge,----great
censure also, for the fact of her marriage was not believed by everybody. But she was so lonely, so
modest, and so friendly, that the poor little English stranger was soon forgiven. Perhaps her simple
neighbours were glad to find that a prim Englishwoman, supposed to stand so fierce on her virtue, was
in reality so fallible----or perhaps pity put all other sentiments out of court. She told her real story to
the priest when the boy was baptised, and though he tried to persuade her to return to her husband, he
only half believed in that husband, since the story was told not under any seal of confession. Janey
never became absolutely one of his flock. She was a prim little Protestant in her heart, standing strong
against the saints, but devoutly attending church, believing with simple religiousness that to go to
church was better than not to go to church, whatever the rites might be, and reading her little English
service steadily through all the prayers of the Mass, which she never learned to follow. But her boy

was like the other children of St Honorat, and learned his catechism and said his lessons with the rest.

There were various things which she did to get a living, and got it very innocently and sufficiently,
though in the humblest way. She taught English to the children of some of the richer people in the
village: she taught them music. She had so much credit in this latter branch, that she often held the
organ in church on a holiday and pleased everybody. Then she worked very well with her needle, and

would help on an emergency at first for pure kindness, and then, as her faculties and her powers of
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service became known, for pay, with diligence and readiness. She found a niche in the little place
which she filled perfectly, though only accident seemed to have made it for her. She had fifty pounds
of her little fortune laid by for the boy. She had a share of a cottage in a garden----not an English
cottage indeed, but the upper floor of a two-storeyed French house; and she and her boy did much in
the garden, cultivating prettinesses which do not commend themselves much to the villagers of St
Honorat. Whether she ever regretted the step she had taken nobody ever knew. She might have been a
lady with a larger house than any in St Honorat, and servants at her call. Perhaps she sometimes
thought of that; perhaps she felt herself happier as she was; sometimes, I think, she felt that if she had
known the boy was coming she might have possessed her soul in patience, and borne even with Mr

Rosendale. But then at the time the decisive step was taken she did not know.

She hurried home in a great fright, not knowing what to do; then calmed herself with the thought that
even if he had recognised her, there were many chances against his following her, or at least finding
her, with no clue, and after so many years. And then a dreadful panic seized her at the thought that he
might take her boy from her. He had known nothing about the boy: but if he discovered that fact it
would make a great difference. He could not compel Janey to return to him, but he could take the boy.
When this occurred to her she started up again, having just sat down, and put on her bonnet and called

the child.

"Are you going out again, mother?" he cried.

"Yes, directly, directly: come, John, come, come!" she said, putting his cap upon his head and seizing
him by the hand. She led him straight to the presbytery, and asked for the cure , and went in to the

good priest in great agitation, leaving the boy with his housekeeper.
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"M. I'Abbe," she said, with what the village called her English directness, "I have just seen my husband

go past in the train!"

"Not possible!" said M. 'Abbe, who only half believed there was a husband at all.

"And he saw me. He will come back, and I am afraid he will find me. I want you to do something for

n

"With pleasure," said the priest; "I will come and meet Monsieur your husband, and I will explain----

"That is not what [ want you to do. [ want you to let John stay with you, to keep him here till----till---

----- He will want to take him away from me!" she cried.

"He will want to take you both away, chere petite dame . He has a right to do so."

"No, no! but I do not ask you what is his right. I ask you to keep John safe; to keep him here----till the

danger has passed away!"

The priest tried to reason, to entreat, to persuade her that a father, not to say a husband, had his rights.
But Janey would hear no reason: had she heard reason either from herself or another, she would not
have been at St Honorat now. And he gave at last a reluctant consent. There was perhaps no harm in it

after all. If a man came to claim his rights, he would not certainly go away again without some appeal
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to the authorities----which was a thing it must come to sooner or later,----if there was indeed a husband

at all, and the story was true.

Janey then went back to her home. She thought she could await him there and defy him. "I will not go
with you," she would say. "I may be your wife, but I am not your slave. You have left me alone for ten
years. I will not go with you now!" She repeated this to herself many times, but it did not subdue the
commotion in her being. She went out again when it became too much for her, locking her door with
a strange sense that she might never come back again. She walked along the sea shore, repeating these
words to herself, and then she walked up and down the streets, and went into the church and made the
round of it, passing all the altars and wondering if the saints did pay any attention to the poor women
who were there, as always, telling St Joseph or the Blessed Mary all about it. She sank down in a dark

corner, and said----

"Oh, my God! oh, my God!"

She could not tell Him about it in her agitation, with her heart beating so, but only call His attention,
as the woman in the Bible touched the Redeemer's robe. And then she went out and walked up and
down again. I cannot tell what drew her back to the station----what fascination, what dreadful spell.

Before she knew what she was doing she found herself there, walking up and down, up and down.

As if she were waiting for some one! "You have come to meet a friend?" some one said to her, with
an air of suspicion. And she first nodded and then shook her head; but still continued in spite of herself
to walk up and down. Then she said to herself that it was best so----that to get it over would be a great

thing, now John was out of the way; he would be sure to find her sooner or later----far better to get it
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over! When the train came in, the slow local train, coming from the side of Italy, she drew herself back
a little to watch. There was a great commotion when it drew up at the platform. A man got out and
called all the loungers about to help to lift out a gentleman who was ill,----who had had a bad attack

in the train.

"Is there anywhere here we can take him to? Is there any decent hotel? Is there a room fit to put my

master in?" he cried.

He was English with not much French at his command, and in great distress. Janey, forgetting herself
and her terrors, and strong in the relief of the moment that he whom she feared had not come, went up
to offer her help. She answered the man's questions; she called the right people to help him; she

summoned the chef de Gare to make some provision for carrying the stricken man to the hotel.

"I will go with you," she said to the servant, who felt as if an angel speaking English had suddenly
come to his help. She stood by full of pity, as they lifted that great inert mass out of the carriage. Then

she gave a great cry and fell back against the wall.

It was a dreadful sight the men said afterwards, enough to overcome the tender heart of any lady,
especially of one so kind as Madame Jeanne. A huge man, helpless, unconscious, with a purple
countenance, staring eyes, breathing so that you could hear him a mile off. No wonder that she covered
her eyes with her hands not to see him; and then covered her ears with her hands not to hear him: but
finally she hurried away to the hotel to prepare for him, and to call the doctor, that no time should be
lost. Janey felt as if she was restored for the moment to life when there was something she could do.

The questions were all postponed. She did not think of flight or concealment, or even of John at the
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presbytery. "He is my husband," she said, with awe in her heart.

This was how the train brought back to Janey the man whom the train had separated from her ten years
before. The whole tragedy was of the railway, the noisy carriages, the snorting locomotives. He was
taken to the hotel, but he never came to himself again, and died there next day, without being able to
say what his object was, or why he had got out of the rapide , though unable to walk, and insisted on
returning to St Honorat. It cost him his life; but then his life was not worth a day's purchase, all the

doctors said, in the condition in which he was.

Friends had to be summoned, and men of business, and it was impossible but that Janey's secret should
be made known. When she found herself and her son recognised, and that there could be no doubt that
the boy was his father's heir, she was struck with a great horror which she never quite got over all her
life. She had not blamed herself before; but now seemed to herself no less than the murderer of her
husband: and could not forgive herself, nor get out of her eyes the face she had seen, nor out of her
ears the dreadful sound of that labouring breath.

THE END.
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